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THE | 

CATALOGUE E. 

Every Man in his Humor, To Mr. Cambden. 

Every Man out of his Humour, 'To the Inns of Court, 

Cynthia's Revels, To the Court. 

Poctaſter, To Mr. Rich. Martin.” 

Sejanus, To Eſme Lord Aubigny, 

The Fox, ; To the Univerſities, 

The Silent Woman, | To Sir Fran, Stu , k 

The Alchymiſt, | To the Lady }/roth. 

Cole To the Earl of Pembroke. - 

Epigrams, To the fame. 
The Foreſt. FR 
Entertainments. I 
Panegyre. | v7.2 
Maſques. 


Barriers. 


_ - 
. 


—_ 


Bren, Ioxs0Niun, 


Carmen protrepticon, 


Aptam Tireicii lyyam Neanthm 
wiſtt ; carmina cireulu Palemon 
Seribat ; qui manibus facit Deabn 
lotrs, metwat Probum. Placere 
Te difly juoat auribus, placere 
Te raris juvat auribut. Camanas 
Cum tots legerem tua: (Camane 
Nam totum ropitant tua, nec ullam 
Qui pigrt trahat oſcitationem, 
Ledtorem 3 4 ns A Artem, 
Mirum crum, quod ipſe cenſor, 
Jonſoni, nmium hes amen, F 
$i dots fimiil, exigat, widerem, 
Sermonem & nitidum, Faceti4/que 
Dignas Mercurio, novd/que Gnomas 
Morwum ſed veterum, tuique juris 


| Quicquid Dramaticum *tur legebam, 


Tam ſemper fore, timque te loquutum, 
Ut nec Lemma notior figillo 

Tells, nec macula ſacrandus Apir, 
Nen ceſto Venus, aut comu Apollo, 
Quam Muia furs ſciente notus, 
Dutm Miusd fueris tud notatus, 

Ila, que wnica, {yds ut refulgens, 
Strifturas, ſuperat coms, Mmorum : 

In mentem ſubiit Stolons illud, 

Lingua Pieridas fu'iſſe Plauti 

Uſuras, Citerons atque diftum, 
Saturno genitum phraſi Platorns, 

Muſe fr Latio, Foviſque Athenis 
Dixiſſem. Fore jam ſed bunc & illas 
Jonſon numeros puto loquutos, 

Anglis fi furrint utrique fati. 

Tam, «mi, tu ſophiam doces amene 
Sparsim timque ſophos amena fterns ! 
Sed, tot delicias, mins placebat, . 
Sparſis diſtraberemt tot im libellis 

Cerdoi cacule. Veolumen unum, 

DQuod ſeri Britonum terant  nepotes, 
Optabam, & thyaſus chornſque amantum 
Muſas hoc cupiunt, 111 laborum , ; 
Et quicquid reliquum eſt, adhuc twiſque 
Servatygn pluteis. Tibi at videmur 
Non tajn querere quam parare nobis 
Laudem, dum volumus palim miorentis - 
Tot laurns cupidi repoſta ſcripta ; \ 
Dum ſecernere te twaſque Muſas 
Audemu numero wngul.e 1quorem 
Guſtante, ut weteres novem ſorores 


"Et ſirenibus & ſolent cicadis ; 


Dum & ſecernere poſſe te videmur, 
Effliftim petimus nouumque librium, 
ui mullo ſacer hat petatur awvo, 
ui nullo ſacer exoleſcat vo, 

Bui curis niteat tun [ecundit 1 

Ut mos ſcire aliquid ſimi! putctuy. 
L'tqui boc matte ſer, gs calpay, 


Cnod diis inferium, tibi ſacremus, 
Ut mobis bene fit ; tudmque fromtem 
Perſundant eder recentiores 

Ft ſplendor nowus. Invident coronam 


Hane tantam patrig tibique (quantd 
eAiternhm d merito two ſuperburn 


Anglorum genur efſe poſſit ollm) 
Er b =£ A amends 


Sublatar literar, timbntve lucem 
lonſon! nimiam tenebriones. 


]. Selden 1. C, 


To 
BEN. JOHNSON, on his Works, 


My I ſubſcribe a Name? dares my bold Quill 
Write that or good orill, - + 

Whoſe Frame is of that height, that, to mine Eye, 

Its Head is in the Sky ? 

Yes. Since the moſt cenſures, believes, and faith 
By an implicit Faith : 

Leſt their misfortune make them chance amiſs, 
Fil waft chem righe by this. 

Of all I know thou only art the Man 
That dares but what he can: 

Yet by Performance ſhows he can do more 
Than hath been done before, 

Or will be after ; (ſuch aſſurance gives 
PerfeRtion where it lives.) 

Words ſpeak thy Matter ; Matter fills thy Words ; 
And choice that grace affords, 

That both are beſt : and both moſt fitly plac't, 
Are with new Venus grac'c 

From artful method ; all in this Point meet, 
With good to mingle ſweer. 

Theſe are thy lower Parts. What ſtands above 
Who ſees not yet muſt love, 

When on the Baſc he reads Ben Johnſon's Name, 
And hears the reſt from Fame. 

This from my love of Truth : which pays this due 


To your juſt worth,” not you. 
Bd. Fleyward. - | 


On the | 
4 
ENT H OK, F 
The Poet Laureat, Ben. Johnſon. 
Ere- is a Poet ! whoſe unmudled Strains 
Show that he held all Helicon in's Brains. . 
| 


What here is writ, is Sterlingy eyery Line 
Was well allow'd of by the Muſes Nine. 


When for the Stage a Drams he did lay, 
Tragick or Comick, he ſtill bore away 

The Sock and Buskinz clearer Notes than his 
No Swan e'er ſung upon our Thameſis; 

For Lyrick ſweetneſs in an Ode, or Sonnet 


To Ben the beſt of Wits mighe vail their Bonnet. 

His Genias juſtly in an Entheat Rage, 

Oft laſhe the dull-{worn Factors for the Stage : 

For Alchymy chough't make a glorious _ : 
Compar'd wich Gold is Bullion and baſe Drofs. 


18 Wi. Fodgſon. 


\ 


) His Artt 


DR — 


—— ——__—__—_ 


1 


On bis elaborated drd-cmmrived 
Plays. 


Am Er1Gram 


Ach like an India» Ship or Hull appears 
That took a Voyage for ſome certain years 
Cn RN nh 
r 
An ; his Labours were the Lines, 
His ſolid ſtuff the Treaſure of his Lines. 


To 
A 


Wil. Hodgſon. | 


Upon SEJANUS. 


O _ the Wealth-contrafting Jeweller 
S) Pearls and dear Stones, from richeſt Shores and 
As thy accompliſhe travail doth confer (Streams, 
From skill-inriched Souls, their wealthier Gems ; 
So doth his Hand enchaſe in ammel'd Gold, | 
Cut, and adorn'd their native Morits, 
His ſolid Flames, as thine hath here inroold 
In more than golden Verſe, thoſe better'd Spirits ; 
So he entreaſures Princes Cabinets, 
As thy Wealth will their wiſhed Libraries ; 
So, on the Throat of the rude Sea, he ſets 
His ventrous Foot, for his illuſtrious Priſe ; 
And through wild Defarts, arm*d with wilder Beafts; 
As thou at _ —— 
Upon the . Breaſts 
of H 1 —f rem GA moſt right, moſt rude : 
And he, in Storms at Sea, doth not endure, 
Nor in vaſt Defarts, a Wolves, more danger ; 
Than we, that would with Vertue live ſecure, 
Suſtain for her in every Vices anger. 
Nor is this Allegory unjuſtly racke, 
To this ſtrange length : Only, that Jewels are, 
In eſtimation merely, fo exat : 
And thy work, in it felf, is dear and rare ; 
Wherein Minerva had been vanquiſhed, 
Had ſhe, by it, her ſacred Looms advanc'd, 
And through thy Subje&t woven her graphick Thred, 
Contending therein, to be more entranc'd 3 
For, though thy Hand was ſcarce addreft to draw 
I. Cheating dts 
h « yet makes it the w r, w 
1.06 Carothon : and bounds Ambicion's trite. 
And as a little Brook creeps from his Spring, 
With ſhallow tremblings, through che loweſt Vales, 
As if he fear'd his Stream abroad to bring, 
and rude Gales; 
But finding nappy Channels, and ies 
Of other Fords mixt with his Courſe, 
ſtrengch that mann'd him,fince he left his ſource ; 
And, with his Two-edg'd Waters, flouriſhes 
Before great Palaces, all Mens loves 


That it lets paſs nothing, without obſery 
Worthy Inſtru&tion ; _ - might corre 'S 
Rude Manners, and renown t well deſerving : 
Performing ſuch a lively Evidence 
In thy Narrations, that thy hearers ſtill 
Thou turn'ſt to thy SpeRators z and the ſenſe 
That thy Spectators have of good or ill, 
Thou injeR” Sy to thy Readers Souls. 
So dear is held, fo deckt thy numerous Task, 
As thou putt'ſt Handles to the Theſpian Bowls, 
Or ſtuck'ſt rich Plumes in the Poladian Cask. 
All thy worth, yer, thy ſelf muſt Patroniſe, 
By quaffing more of the Caftalien Head ; 
In expiſcation of whoſe Myſteries, 
Our Nets muſt ſtill be clogg'd, with heavy Lead, 
To make them fink, and catch: For cheartul Gold 
Was never found in the Pireien Streams, 
Bur wants, and fcarns, and ſhames for Silver fold. 
What ? what ſhall we ele& in theſe extreams ? 
Now by the Shafts of che great Cyrrbon Poet, 
That bear all Light, that is, about the World ; 
I would all dull Poet-haters know it, 
They ſhall be ſfoul-bound, and in darkneſs hurld, 
A Thouſand years (as Satan was, their Sire): . 
Ere any, worthy the Poetick Name, 
(Might I, that warm but atche Muſes Fire, 
Preſume to guard it) ſhould let deathlets Fame 
Light half a Beam of all her hundred Eyes, 
Ac his dim Taper, in their Memories. 
Fly, fly, you are too near 3 fo, odorous Flowers 
Being held too near the Senſor of our Senſe, 
Render nor u_ nor ſo ſincere their Powers, 
As being held a lictle diſtance thence. 
O could the World but feel how ſweet a touch 
The Knowledge hath, which is in love wich Goodgebs, 
(If Poefie were not raviſhed ſo much, 
ſimpleſt woodnefs, 


And her compos'd Rage, held the 
Though of all Heats, that cemper human Brains, 
Hers ever was moſt ſubtil, high, and holy, 
Firſt binding ſavage Lives in civil Chains : 
Solely Religious, and adored Folly ; 
If Men felt this) they would not think a love, 
That gives it ſelf, in her, did Vanities give ; 
Who is (in Earth, though low) in worth above, 
Moft able & honour Life, though leaſt co live. 
And fo good Friend, ſafe Pallige to thy Freight, 
To thee a long peace, through a._vertuous ſtrife, 
In which, let's both contend to Vertzes height, 


Leſt prophane Feer ſhould wrong it, : 
P 
He grows a goodly River, and diſcrys 
Then takes he in delightſom Meads and Groves, 
Build by his Shores, to greet his Paſlages : 


Not making Fame our ObjeR, but good Life, 
\ - 
Geor, Chapman, 
To 


1 fl 


pay h \ 


Lai 5 | 


-_ his worthy Friend, BEN. JO HNSON. 
Upom bis SEJANUS. 


N that, this Book doth deign Sejanzs name, 
Him unto more, than Czſar's love, it brings : 
For, where he could not with Ambition's Wings, 
One-Quill doth heave him to the height of Fame. 
Ye great ones though ( whoſe ends may be the ſame ) 
Know, that, how ever we do flatter Kings, 
Their favours ( like themſelves ) are fading things, 
With no leſs envy had, than loſt with ſhame. 
Nor make your ſelves leſs honeſt than you are, 
. To make our Author wiſer than h# is: 
Ne of ſuch Crimes accuſe him, which I dare 
By all his Muſes ſwear, be none of his. 
The Men are not, ſome faules ma theſe times: 
He acts thoſe Men, and they did a& cheſe Crimes. 


+) HUGH HOLLAND. 


Amiciſſumo, & meritiſimo BEN, IONSON, 
In Vulponem, 


"2 Uod arte auſrs cs bic tua, Poeta, 
():; auderent bominum Deque jurs 
Conſult, weteres ſequi emularierque, 
O omnes ſaperemus ad ſalutem. 

His ſed ſunt wvaeres araneoi ; 

Tam nemo weterum eft ſequutor, ut tu 
Illos quod ſequers novator aud. 

Fac tamen quod agus 3 tuique prims 
Libri canitie induantur hor : | 

Nam chartis pueritia eft neganda, 
Naſcunturque ſenes, oportet, illi 

Libri, ques dare vs perennitatem. 
Priſcis, ingenium facit, laborque 

Te parem ; hos ſuperes, ut & futures, 
Ex niſtrd wvitioſit ate ſumas, 


Qud priſcos ſuperamns, O& futuros. 


— _—— —— nprnD 


To my Friend, M7. BEN. JOHNSON, 
| Upon bis ALCHYMIST. 


Maſter, rcad in fatteries great skill, 
Could not pais truth, though he would force his 
will, 
By prailing this too much, to get more praiſe 
{a his Art, than you outof yours do raiſe. 
Nor can full ruth be atter'd of your worth, 
Unleſs you your own praiſes do ſer forth : 
None elſe can write ſo skilfully, ro ſhew 
Your praiſe : Ages ſhall pay, yet ſtill muſt owe. 
All I dare ſay, is, you have written well ; 
In what exceeding height, I dare not tell. 


GEORGE LUCT. 


Ad utramque Academiam, 


De BENFAMIN IONSONIO. 
In Vulponem. 


le ille eft primus, qui doftum drama Britannis, 
Graiorum,antiqua, &- Latii monimenta Theatri, * 
Tanquam explorator werſans, falicibns auſis 
Pr ebebit : Magnus capt Gemina aſtra favete. 
Alterutrs weteres contents laude : Cothurnum bhic, 
Atque pari loccum treat Sol ſcenicus arte; © 
Das Volpone jocos, fletws Scjane 4edifti. 
At ſi Jonlonias mul&atas limite Mulas 
CJingu#to plangent quiquam : Vos, dicite, contra, 
O hnimiiom miſeros quibm Anglis Anglica lingua 
Aut non ſat nota eſt ; aut quers ( ſeu trans marenatss ) 
Haud nota omnino : Vegetet cum tempore Vates, 


Mutabit patriam, fietque ipſe Anglus Apollo. 
E. BOLTON. 


To my dear Friend, 


M. BEN. JOHNSON 
' tombs FOX. 


FE it might ſtand with Juſtice, to allow 
The ſwift converſion of all follies ; now, 
Such is my Mercy, that I could admit 
All forts ſhould equally approve the wit 
Of this thy even work: whoſe growing fame 
Shall raiſe thee high, and thou it, with thy name. 
And did not manners, and my love command 
Me to forbear to make thoſe underſtand, 
Whom thou, perhaps, haſt in thy wiſer doom 
Long fince, firmly refolv'd, ſhall never come 
To know more then they do; I would have ſhown 
un - mT the LTD thou alone 
alt caught our Tongue, che rules of time, of pla 
And her. rites, Jeliverd, with the grace I 
Of Comick ſtile, which only, is far more, 
Than any Engliſh Stage hath known betore. 
But, ſince our ſubtile Gallants think it good 
To like of nought, that may be underſtood, 
Leſt they ſhould be diſprov'd; or have, at beſt, 
Stomachs ſo raw, that nothing can digeſt 
But what's obſcene, or barks: Let us deſire 
They may continue, ſimply, toadmire 
Fine Cloths, and ſtrange IWeords; and may live, in Age, 
To ſee themſelves ill brought upon the Stage, 
And like it. Whilſt chy bold, and knowing Muſe 
Contemns all praiſe, but ſuch as thou wouldit chuſe. 


FRANC. BEAU MONT. 


UPON THE 


SILENT WOMAN. 


Ear you bad Writers, and though you not ce, 
{| will inform you where you happy be: 
Provide the molt malicious Thoughts you can, 
And bend them all againſt fome private Man, 
T9 bring him, not his V ices, on the Stage ; 
Your Envy ſhall be clad in ſome poor Rage, 
And your exprefling of him ſhall be ſuch, 
That he himclf ſhall think he hath no touch. 
Where he that ſtrongly writes, although he mean 
To ſcourge but Vices in a labour'd Scene, 
Y ec private Faults ſhall be fo well expreſt 
As Men do a& *em, that each private Breaſt, 
That finds theſe Errors in it felt, ſhall ſay, 
Hs mcanc me, not my Vices, in the Play. 


FRANC. BE AU MONT. 


r 
To my Friend, 


M. BEN. JOHNSON, 


UPON HIS 
C ATAS I N E 


Te thou hadſt icch'd after the wild Applauſe 

Of Common People, and had{t made thy Laws 
In Writing ſuch as catch'd at preſent Voice, 

I ſhould commend the Thing, but not thy Choice. 
But thou haſt ſquar'd thy Rules by what is good, 
And art three Ages, yet, from underſtood : 

And (I dare ſay) init there lies much Wir 

Loſt, till che Readers can grow up to it. 

Which they can ne'er out-grow, to find it ill, 

But muſt fall back again, or like ir ſtill. 


FRANC. BEAUMONT. 


EVERY 


EVERY MAN 


"HUMOUR. 


ACOMED LY. 


Adted in the Year 1598. by the then Lord Cyamnst rr ain his Servants. 


—— 


The Author B. F. 


Haud tamen myideas vati, quem pulpita paſcunt. Juven. 


—_— FL FRY MM — I A  - A. 


SS 1THzE 
Moſt Learned, and my Honour'd Friend, 


Mr. CAMBD E N. 


CLARENTIAUSX 


S I R, 


Here are, no doubt, a Supercilious Race in the World, who will eſteem all Office, done you 
mn this kind, an Injury; ſo Solemn a Vice it is with them to uſe the Authority of their 1gno- 
rance, to the crying down of Poetry, or the Profeſſors : But my Gratitude muſt not leave 

to correFt their Error ; ſince 1 am none of thoſe that can ſuffer the Benefits confer d upon my Youth to 
periſh with my Age. It is a frail Memory that remembers but preſent thmgs : And, had the Favour of 
the times ſo conſpir'd with my penn as it could have brought forth other, or better, you had had the 
\ Jame proportion, and nuniber of the Fruits, the firſt. Now, I pray you to accept this ; ſuch, wherein 
neither the Confeſſion of my Manners ſhall make you bluſh ; nor of my Studies, repent you to have been 
the Inſtrufter : And for the profeſſion of my thankfulneſs, I am ſure it will, with good men, find ei- 
ther Praiſe or Excuſe, 


Your "True Lover, : 


BEN. JOHNSON 


The Per 5soNs of the Pray. 


KxoOWELL, at old Gentleman. 

Ev. Kxo'wrlL1, his Son. 
Brarix-WoORM, the Father's Man, 

Mr. STEPHE XN, 4 Country-Gull. 
Downx-x1GH T, 4 plain Squire. 
WeLL-BRED, His half Brother, 

JusrT. Ciemenr, an old merry Magiſtrate, 


RoGgrtsx Formal, his Clerk. 


| KirteLy, a Merchant. 

Dame KiTtterLy, his Wife. 

Mrs. Bx1DGe rt, his Siſter. 

Mr. MaTtTHeEw, the Town-Gull, 
Casn, KireLy's Man. 

C 0B, a Water-bearer. 


T 1 Bs, his Wife. 


Cap. BoBav1ri, a Paul man. 


The ScENE 
LONDON. 


The Principal Comeprans were, 


WILL. SHAKESPEARE. 
ANG. PHILIPS. 
HEN. CONDEL. 
WILL. SLYE, 

WILL. K EMPE, 


Firſt Aﬀed in the Tear 1598, with 


RIC. BURBADGE. 

70H. HEMINGS. a 
THO. POPE. 

CHR. BESTON, 

JOH. DUKE. 


allowance of the Maſter of R ev x 1 s: 


— 


EVERY 


) 


& 
» 
! 
| ; 
> 
E 


EVERY MAN 


I N 


H1is 


HUMOUR. 


DS S— 


PROLOGUE. 


Howgh Need make many Poets, and ſome ſuch 

As Art and Nature have not better'd much ; 
Yet ours, for want, bath not ſo low'd the Stage, 
As he dare ſerve th'ill Cuſtoms of the Age, 

Or purchaſe your delight at ſuch a rate, 

As, for it, be bimſelf muſt of hate : 

To make a child now ſwadled, to proceed 

Man, and then ſhoot up in one. beard and weed, 

Paſt threeſcore years : or, with three ruſty ſwords, 

And help of ſome few foot-and balf-foot words, 

Fight over York, and Lancaſters long jars, 

And in the Tyring-bouſe bring wounds to ſcars. 

He rather prays, you will be pleas'd to ſee 

One ſuch to day, as other plays ſhould be ; 

Where neither Chorus wafts you 0're the ſeas, 

Nor creaking Throne comes down, the boys to pleaſe 3 

Nor nimble $quib is ſeen, to make afeard 

The Gentlewomen ; nor roul'd Bullet heard 

To ſay, it Thunders ; nor tempeſtuons Drum 

Rumbles, to tell you when the Storm doth come ; 

But Deeds, and Language, ſuch as men do uſe : 

And Perſons, ſuch as Comady would chuſe, _ 

When ſhe would ſhew an Image of the Times, 

And ſport with Humane Follies, not with Crimes. 

Except, we make *em ſuch by loving ſtill 

Our popular Errors, when we know th are ill. 

1 mean ſuch Errors as youll all confeſs 

By laughing at them, they deſerve no leſs : 

Which when you beartily do, there's hope left, then, 

Tou, that have ſo grac'd Monſters, may like Men. 


AR. I. Scene L 


Kno'wcll, Brain worm, Mr. Stephen. 


) A Goodly day toward ! and a freſh morning ! 


Bram-worm, 
Call up your young maſter : bid him riſe, Sir. 
Tell him, .I have ſome bulineſs to employ him. 

Bra. 1 will, Sir, preſently. Ko. But hear you, firah, 
If he be at his Book, diſturb him not. 'Brs. Well Sir. 
Knr. How happy, yet, ſhould I e{teem my ſelf, 

Could I (by any practice) wean the boy 
From one vain coarſe of ſtudy, he affects. 
He is a Schollar, if a Man may truſt 

The liberal voice of Fame, in her report, 
Of good acompr in both our Univerſities, 
Either of which hath favour'd him with Graces : 
Bur their Indulgence muſt not ſpring in me 
A tond opinion, that he cannot Err. 

My felt was once a Student, and, indeed, 
Fed with the ſelf fame humour he 15 now, 
Dreaming on nought but idle Poetry, 

That fruicleſs, and unprofitable Art, 


Good unto none, but leaſt co the Profeſſors, 

Which, then, I thoughe the miſtreſs of all knowledg : 

Bur ſince, Time and the Truth have wak'd my Judg- 
ment, 

And Reaſon taught me better to diſtinguiſh 

The vain from thy uſeful Learnings. Couſin Stephen ! * 

What news with you, that you are here fo early ? 

Ste. Nothing, but &'en come to ſee how you do, Uncle 

Kno. That's kindly done, you are welcom, Couz. 

Ste. I, I know that Sir, I would not ha* come elle. 
How does my Couſin Edward, Uncle ? 

Kno. O, well Couz, go in and ſee : I doubt he be 
ſcarce ſtirring yet. 

Ste. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me, an' he 
have e*re a Book of the Sciences of Hawking and Hunt- 
ing ? I would fain borrow it. 

Kno. Why, 1 hope you will not a hawking now, will 
you ? 

Ste. No, wuſle, but PIl practice againſt next year Un- 
cle : I have bought me a Hawk, and a Hood, and Bells, 
and all; I lack nothing but a Book to keep it by. 

Kns. O, moſt ridiculous. 

Ste. Nay, look you now, you areangry, Uncle : why 
you know an' a Man have not kill in the hawking and 
hunting-Languages now adays, I'll not give a ruſh for 
him. They are'more ſtudied than the Greek, or the La- 
tm. He is tor no gallants Company without *em. And 
by gads lid I ſcorn it, I, fo I do, to be a Conſort for eve- 
ry Hum-drum, hang *em Scroyles, there's nothing in *em 
i the World. What do youralk on ic ? Becauſe I dwell 
at Hog den, I ſhall keep Company with none but the Ar- 
chers of Finsbury, or the Citizens that come a ducking to 
Iſlington Ponds? A fine jeſt i' faith ! Slid a Gentleman 
mun ſhow himſelf like a Gentleman. Uncle, I pray you 
be not angry, I know what I have todo, I trow, I am 
no Novice. 

Kno. You are a prodigal abſurd Cockſcomb, Goto. 
Nay, never look at me, it's I that ſpeak. 

Tak't as you will Sir, Pll not flatter you. 

Ha'you not yet found means enow to waſte 

That which your Friends have left you, but you muſt 
Go caft away your Money on a Kite, 

And know not how to keep it, when you ha' done ? 

O it's comly ! this will make you a Gentleman ! 

Well Couſin, well ! I ſee you are ene paſt hope 

Of all reclaim. I, fo, rvw you are told on it, 
. You look another way. Ste. What would you ha*' me do ? 

Kno. What would | have youdo? [ll cell you Kin{man, 
Learn to be Wiſe, and practice how to Thrive, 

That would I have you do : and not to ſpend 
Your Coin on every Bable that you phanſie, , 
Or every tooliſh Brain that humours you. 

I would not have you to invade each Place, 
Nor thruſt your ſelf on all Socteries, 

Till Mens Aﬀections, or your own Deſert, 
Should worthily invite you to your Rank. 


He that is ſo reſpedtleſs in his Courſes, 
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Ofc ſells his Reputation. at cheap Murker. 

Nor would I, you ſhould mclt away your {clt 

In flaſhing bravery, left while yon atfect 

To make a blaze of G-ntry ro the World, 

A little puff of ſcorn extinguiſh it, 

And you be left like an unfay'ry Snuff, 

Whole Property is only to offend. 

I'd ha* you ſober, and contain your felt; 

Not that your Sail be bigger tian your Boat : 
But moderate your Expences now (at tit) 

As you may keep the {ame p oportion ftill. 

Nor ſtand fo much on your Genrility, 

Which is an Airy, aid m-er borroy d thing, 
From dead Mens Cult, and Bones : and none of yours; 
Except you make, or hold ic. Who comes here 7 


Act I. Scene Il. 
Servant, Mr. Stepacn, Kno well, Brain-worm. 


Ave you Gentlemen. 

Ste. Nay, we do not {ſtand much on our Gentility, 
Friend ; yer you are welcom, and I atjure you mine 
Uncle here is a Man ot a thouſand a year, Middleſex 
Land : he has but one Son in all the World, I am his 
acxt Heir (ar the Common Law) Maſter Stephen, as 
{mple as I ftand here, it my Coulin dye (as there's hope 
hz will.) 1 have a pretty living of mine own too, beſide, 
Þ:rd by here. 

Serv. In good timc, Sir. : 

Step , In good time, Sir ? why : and in very good time, 
Sir. You Snot flour, friend, do you ? | 

Cry. Not * vr. ; 

S:ep. Not you, Sir? you' were not beſt, Sir 3 an' you 
ſhould, here be them can perceive it, and that quickly 
to: go to. And tlicy can give it again ſoundly too, 
an? necd be. 

Serv. Why, Sir, let this fatisfi2 you : good faith, I had 
no ſuch intent. 

S;ep. Sir, an? I thought you had, I would talk with 
you, and that preſently. 

Serv. Good Maſter St: phin, fo you may, Sir, at your 
pleaſure. : 

Step. And fo I would, Sir, good my faucy Compani- 
on !an* you were our oO mine Un.les Ground, I can tell 
you ; though 1 do not ſtand upon my Gentility neither 
in't. 

Kno. Couſin! Couſin ! will this ne'er be let ? 

Step. Whorfon baſe Fellow ! a Mechanical Serving- 
man ! By this Cudgel, 2nd 'cwere nor ' tor ſhame, I 
would 

Kno. What would you Co, you peremptory Gull ? 

If you cannot be quier, get you hence. 

You f:e, the honeſt Man demears himſelf 
Modeſtly to'ards you, giving no reply 

To your unſeaſon'd, quarrelling, rude faſhion: | 
And till you huff ir, with a kind of Carriage 

As void of Wit, as of Humanity. 

Go, get you in ; *tore Heaven, 1 am aſhani'd 
Thou haſt a Kinſinans intereit in me. | 

Serv. I pray, Sir, Is this Maſter Kny/well's Houle ? 

Kno. Yes marry is it, Sir. 

Serv. I ſhould enquire for a Gentleman, here, one Ma- 
ftcr Edward Kno'well : do you know any ſuch,: Sir, I 
prav you ? : 

Kno. 1 ſhould forget my (:1f elſe, Sir. 

Serv. Are you the Gentleman? cry you mercy Sir: I 
was requir'd by a Gentleman i” che City, as I rode out at 


- this end o' the Town, to deliver you this Letter, Sir. 


Kno. To me, Sir | What do you mean ? pray you re- 
member your Courr'ſie. (To his moſt ſelet!ed Friend Maſter 


- Edward Rno'well.) What might the Gentlemans Name 


bz, Sir, that ſent it? nay, pray you be cover'd. 
Serv. One Maſter Wc bred, Sir. | 


Kno. Maſter Il! bred ' A young Gentleman? js he not ? 
Serv. The ſame Sir, Malter Kizley marricd his Siſter : 


| the rich Merchant i” the Od Fewry, 


Knc. You lay very tic. Brain worm. 
Brat. Sir. 
Kuo. Make this honeſt Friend drink here : pray you go 
"nn. 
This Letter is directed to my Son : 
Yet I am Edward Kno'well too, and may 
With the fate Conſcience of good Manners, uſe 
The Fellows Etror to my fatisfaction. 
Well, I will break ic ope (old Men are curious) 
Be it bur for the Sciles ſake, and the Phraſe, 
To fee it both da, anſwer my Sons Praiſes, 
Who is almoſt grown the Idolater 
Ot chis young ell-bred : what have we here? what's this ? 


The LETTER. | p 


\NM Ned, 7 beſeech thee, haſt thou forſworn all thy 
| Friends i the Old Jewry ? or doſt thou think us 
all J2ws that inhabit there ? Tet if thou deſt, come over, und 
but ſee our frippery : change an old Shirt for @ whole Smock 
with rs. Do'not conceive that Antipathy berween ms and 
Hogſden, &s was between Jews and Hogs-fleſh. Leave 
thy vigilant Father alone, to number over bis green Apricots, 
Evening and Morning, 0 the North weſt Wall : An I bad heen 
his Sim, I had ſav'd him the labour long ſince, if taking m 
all the young Wenches that paſs by at the back-duor, and cod- 
lmg every Kernel of the Fruit for 'em, would ba" (erv'd. But e 
pry thee come over to me quickly, this morning \ 1 bave ſuch a 4 
preſent for thee (our Turky Company ever ſent the like to 
the Grand-Signior.) One is a Rimer, Sir, 0 your own batch, 
your own leven ; but doth think himſelf Poct-major & the 
Town : willing to be ſhown, and worthy to be ſeen. The other-— 
I will not venter his Deſcription with you, till you come, becauſe 
I weuld ba* you make hither with an Appetice. If the worſt of 
'em be not worth your Journey, draw your Bill of Charges, as b 
unconſcionable as any Guild ball Verditt will give it you, and | 
you ſhall be allow'd your Viaticum. 


From the Wind-mill. 
From the Burdello, it might come as well, 
The Spretle, or Pitt-batch. Is this the Man 
My Son hath ſung fo, for the happieſt Wit, 
The choiceſt Brain, the Times have ſent us forth ? 
I know not what he may be in the Arts, 
Nor what in Schools : but ſurely, for his Manners, 
I fadge him a prophane and difſolute wretch : 
Worſe by poſſeflion of ſuch great good gitts, 
Being the Maſter of fo looſe a Spirit. ' 
Why, what unhallow'd Ruthan would have writ 
In ſuch a ſ{currilous manner, to a Friend ! 
Why ſhould he chink, I cell my Apricors, 
Or play h* Heſperian Dragon with my Fruit, 
To watch ic? Well, my Son, I had thought 
Y' had had more Judgment t' have made Ele&ion 
Of your Companions, chan t'have cane on cruſt 
Such petulant, jeering Gameſters, chat can ſpare it 
No Argument, or Subject trom their Jeſt. | 
Bur I perceive Aﬀection makes a Fool 
Of any Man, too much the Father. Bram-worm. 
Brat. Sir. | 
Kno. Is the Fellow gone that brought this Letter ? 
Brai. Yes, Sir, a pretty while lince. 
Kno. And where's your young Maſter ? 
Brai. = his Chamber, Sir. 
Kno. He ſpake not with the Fellow ! did he ? 
Brai. No, Sir, he ſaw him nor. 
Kno, Take you this Letter, and deliver it my Son 
But with no notice, that I have open'd it, on your lite. 
Brai. O Lord, Sir, that were a Jeſt indeed ! 
Kno. | am reſolv'd 1 will not ſtop his journey, 
Nor practiſe any violent means to ſtay 


The 
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The unbridled courſe of yourh in him : for that, 
Reftrain'd, grows more impatient ; and, in kind, 
Like to the cager, but the generous Grey-hound, 
Whone'r ſo little from his, game with-held, 
Turns head, and leaps up at his holders throat. 
There is a way of winning, more by love, 
And urging ot the modeſty, than tear : 
_ works on ſervile natures, not the tree. 

e that's compelld to goodneſs, may be good ; 
But *tis but for that .fit : where others drawn 
By ſoftneſs, and example, ger a habir. : 
Then, if they ſtray, but warn 'em : and the lame 
They ſhould for vert? have done, they'll do tor ſhame. 


Act I. Scene IIL 
Edw. Kno'well 3 Brayn-worm, Mr. Stephen. 


ID he open it, faiſt chou ? ; 
Bray. Yes, o my . word Sir, and read the Con- 
rents. | 

E. Kn. That ſcarce contents me. What countenance 
( pr'y thee ) made he, i'the reading of it? was he an- 
gry, or pleas'd ? : : 

Bray. Nay Sir, | ſaw him not read ir, nor open it, I 
aſſure your worſhip. 

E. Kn. No? how know'ſt thou, then, that he did et- 
ther ? 

Bray. Marry, Sir, becauſe he charg'd me, on my 
life, to tell no body, that he oper'd it; which, unleſs 
he had done, he would never fear to have it re- 
vealPd. 

E. Kn. That's true : well I thank thee, Brayn-worm. 

Step. O, Brayw'worm, did'ſt thou not ſee a fellow 
here in a whatſha*-call-him Doublet? he brought nune 
Uncle a Letter &'en now. 

Bray. Yes, Maſter Stephen, what of him? 

Step. O, I ha' ſuch a mind to beat him —— Where is 
he? canſt thou tell? 

Bray. Faith, he is not of that mind: he is gone, Ma- 
ger Stephen. 

Strep. Gone | which way? when went he 7 how long 
ſince ? | 

Bray. He is rid hence : he took Horſe at the ſtreet- 

Or. 

Step. And I ſtaid i” the Fields! horſon ſcander-bag 
Rogue! 6 that I had but a Horſe to ferch tim back 
again. 

Bray. Why, you may ha* my Mrs. Gelding, to fave 
your longing, Sir. | 

Step. But, I ha' no Boots, that's the ſpight on't. 

Bray. Why, a fine wiſp ot Hay, rould hard, Maſter 
. Stephen. 

{wy No faith, it's no boot to follow him, now : let 
him ene go, and hang. Pr'y thee, help to cruſs me, a 
little. Hedo's fo vex ne ——— 

Bray. You'll, be worſe vex'd, when you are truſs'd, 
Maſter Stephen? Beſt, keep un-brac'd; and walk your 
_ till you be cold : your Choller may founder you 
elſe. 

Step. By my faich, and fo I will, now thou telPſt me 
on't : How doſt thou like my Leg, Brayn worm ? 

Bray. A very good Leg, Maſter Stephen; but the 
woollen Stocking do's not commend it ſo well. 

Step. Foh, the+ Stockings be good enough, now Sum- 
mer is coming on, for the duſt : I'll have a pair of 
Silk again* Winter, that I go to dwell i'the Town. 1 
think my Leg would ſhew in a Silk-hoſe —— 

Bray. Believe me, Maſter Stephen, rarely well. 

= In fadnefs, I think it would : I have a reaſonable 
þ 4 : | 
Bray. You have .an excellent good Leg, Maſter Ste- 
phen 3 but I cannot ſtay, to praiſe it longer now, and I 
am very forry for't. 
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Step. Another time will ferve, Bray-warm, Gra 
mercy tor this. 

E. Kn. Ha, ha, ha. 

| Kno'well laugh, having read ths 7.2ttcy, 

Step. 'Slid, I hope, he laughs nor at me, and he do —- 

E. Kn. Here was a Letter, indeed, to be intercepted by 
a Man's Father, and do him good with him! He c2r- 
not but think moſt vertuouſly,both of me,and the Sender, 
lure; that make the careful Coftar*-monger of kim i:1 
our familiar Epiſtles. Well, it he read this with patience, 
111 be gele, and troll Ballads for Mr. Fobn Trundle, von- 
der, the reſt of my mortality. Ir is true, and likely, my 
Father may have as much paticnce as another Man ; 
tor he takes much Phytick : and oft taking Phy fick 
makes a Man very patient. But would your Packer, 
Malter IWell-bred, had arriv'd at him, in ſuch a mime 
of his patience; then we had known the end cf it, 
which now is doubtful, and threatens— What | my witz 
Coutin! Nay, then Pll tarniſh our Feaſt with orc Gull 
more to'ard the meſs. He writes to me of .a Brace, and 
here's One, that's 'Three : O, for a fourth! Fortune, if 
ever thow'lt uſe thine Eyes, I intreat thee ——— 

. Step. O, nowl ſee, who he laughe at. He laught at 
ſome body in that Letter. By this good light, an' he 
had laughr at me 

E. Kn. How now, Coutin Stephen, melancholy ? 

Step. Yes, a lictle. I choughe you had laughr at me, 
Coutin. 

E. Kn. Why, what an' I had, Couz ? what would you 
ha” done ? 

Step. By this light, I would ha' told mine Uncle. 

E. Kn. Nay, it you would ha* cold your Uncle, I did 
laugh at you, Couz. 

Step. Did you, indecd ? 

E. Kn. Yes, indeed. 

Step. Why, then 

E. Kn. What then ? 

Step. I am fatisfied, it is ſufficient. 

E. Kn. Why, be fo, gentle Couz. And, I pray you 
let me intreat a courtelie of you. 1 am ſent for, this 
Morning, by a Friend i'the O!4\Fewry, to come to him ; 
It's but crotling over” the Fields ro Moor gate : Will you 
bear me company ? I proteſt, it is not to draw you in- 
co Bond, or any Plot againſt the State, Couz. 

Step. vir, that's all one, and *rewere ; you ſhall com- 
mand me twice fo far as Afcr-gate, to do you good 
in ſuch a matter. Do you think I would leave you? I 
proceſt 

E. Kn. No, no, you ſhall not proteſt, Couz ? 

Step. By my tackings, bue 1 will, by your leave ; 
Ill proteſt more to my Friend, than Pll ſpeak off, at 
this time. 

E. Kn. You ſpeak very well, Couz. 

Step. Nay, not fo neither, you ſhall pardon me : but 
I ſpeak to ſerve my turn. 

E. Kn. Your turn, Couz ?, Do you know what you 
ſay ? A gentleman of your- fre, parts, carriage, and eſti- 
mation, to talk of your turn i this company, and to me 
alone, like a Tankard-bearer at a Conduit ! fie. A Wight, 
that ( hicherto) his_every ſtep hath left che ſtamp of a 
great Foot behind him, as every word the favour of a 
ſtrong ſpirit! and he ! chis man! fo grac'd, guilded, or 
(co uſe a miore fit Metaphor) fo tin-toild by nature, as not 
ten Houſe-wives Pewrer (again' a good time) ſhews more 
bright to the World than he! and he ( as 1 faid laſt, fo 
I fay again, and ſtill ſhall fay ic) this Man : to conceal 
ſuch real Ornaments as theſe, and ſhaddow their glory, 
as a Milleners Wite do's her wroughe Stomacher, witn 
a ſmoky Lawn, or a black Cypreſs ? O Covuz! it can- 
not be anſwer'd, go not about it. Drake's old Ship 
at Deptford may ſooner circle the World again. Come, 
wrong not the quality of your defert, with looking 
downward, Couz ; bur hold up your Head, ſo : and 
let the Idea of what you _— poreray'd i”, your gm 

2 : Teac 


®% 


£m Bad 


4 Every Man in bis Humonr. 


—_ _—_—_—— 


_——— ---_ © —_— —_—  _ —_ 


 ——_— — 


'that Men may read ? your Phyſnomy, ( Here, within | Ceb. Drunk Sir, you hear not me fay fo, Perhaps, he 


this place is 10 be ſeen the true, rare, and accompliſh d Mon- | ſwallow'd a Taverm-roken, or ſome-ſuch device, Sir : 1 


ſter, or miracle of Nature, which 1s all one. ) 
think you of this, Couz ? 

Step. Why, I dothink of its and I will Þ2 more Proud, 
and-Melancholy, and Gentleman-! k, than I have ben; 
F1l enſure you. |; 

E. Kn. Why, that's reſolute Maſter Srephen ! Now, if 
Ican but hold him up to his height, as it is :appily begun, 
it will do well for a 'Suburb-humour: we may hap have 
2 match with the City, and play him tor Forty pound. 
Come, Couz. ; 

Step. Fl follow you. | 

E. Kn. Follow me? you mult go belore. 

Step. Nay, an' I mult, 1 will. Pray you, ſhzw me, 


good Coulin. 


A& I. Scene IV. 
Mr. Matthew, Cob. 


Think this bethe Houſe : what, honugh ? 

Cob. Who's there? O, Maſter Matthew ! gi” your 
Worſhip good morrow. 

Mat. What ! Cob | how doſt thou, good Cob ? doſt thou 
inhabit here, Cob ? 

Ceb. I Sir, 1 and my Linage ha' kept a poor Houſe, 
here, in our days. 

Mat. "Chy Linage, Monſicur Cob, what Linage, what 
Linage? 

Cob. Why Sir, an ancient Linage, and a princely. 
Mine ance'try came from a Kings belly, no worſe Man: 
and yet no Man ncither (by your Worthips leave, I did 
lic in chat) but Herring the King of Fiſh (trom his belly, 


' Iprocted) one o* the Monarchso* the World, I affure you. 
The firit Red Herring that was broild in Adam and Eve's 


Kitechin, do I ferch my Pedigree trom, by the Harrots 
Books. His Cob, was 'my great-great-mighty-great 
Grand-tather. 

Mat. Why mighty ? why mighty ? I pray thee. 

' Cob. O, it was a mighty while ago, Sir, and a mighty 
great Cob. 

Mat. How know'lt thou thar ? 

Cob. How know I? why, 1 1mell his Ghoſt, ever and 
anon. 

Mat. Sme!l a Ghoſt ! 6 unſavoury jeſt! and the Ghoſt of 
a Herring, Cob. 

Ch. } Sir , with favour of your Worſhips Noſe, 
Mr. Matthew,why not the Ghoſt of a Herring Cob, as well 
as the Ghoſt of Raſher-bacon ? 

Mat. Roger Bacon, thou wouldt fay ? 

Cob. I ſay Raſher-Bacon. They were both broild of 
the Coles; and a Man may ſmell broild Meat, I hope ? 
youare a Scholar, uplolve me that, now. 

Mat. O raw ignorance! Cob, canſt thou ſhew me of a 
a Gentleman, one Captain Bobadill, where his Lodging is ? 

Ccb. O, my gueſt, Sir! you mean. 

Mat. Thy gueſt ! Alas! ha, ha. 

' Cob. Why do you laugh, Sir ? Do you not mcan Cap- 
tain Bobadill ? 4 | 

Mat. Ccb, *pray thee adviſe thy {2If well: do not wrong 
the Gentleman, and thy ſelf too, _ I dare be ſworn, he 
ſcorns thy Houſe : he ! He lodge in ſuch a baſe obſcure 
place, as thy Houſe ! Tut, I know his diſpoſition fo well, 
he would not lic in thy Bed, it cho'uldſt gi't him. 

Cob. I will not give it him, though, Sir. Maſs, I 
thought ſomewhat was in't, we could not get him to Bed, 
all night ! Well Sir, though he lie not o* my Bed, he lies 
o' my Bench : an't pleaſe you to go up, Sir, you ſhall 
tind him with ewo Cuſhions under his Head, and his 
Cloke wrapt about him, as though he had neither won 
nor loſt, and yer (I warrant) he ne'r caſt better in hisl ite, 
than he has done to night. 

Mat. Wiy ? was he drunk ? 


Whag j have nothing to do withal. 


I deal with Water, and not 
with Wine. Gi” me my Tankard there, hough, God b' 
w* you, Sir. It's tix a, Clock : I ſhould ha* carrjed ewo 
Turns, by this. Whathough ? my ſtopple, come. . 

Mat. Lie in a Water-bearers Houſe ! A Gentleman of 
his havings ! Well, Il cell him my mind. 

Cob. What Tib, ſhew this Gentleman up to the Captain. 

Oh, an* my Houſe were the Brazew-bead now ! faith it 
would c'en ſpeak, Mo fools yer. You ſhould ha' ſome now 
would take this M. Matthew to be a Gentleman, at the 
leaſt, His Father's an honeſt Man, a worſhipful Fiſh- 
monger, and fo forth; and now do's he creep, and wrip- 
gle into © +19 qunay with all the brave Gallants about 
the Town, fuchas my gueſt is : (0, my gueſt is a fine Man) 
and they flout him 1avincibly, He uſeth every day to a 
Merchants Houſe (where 1 ſerve Water) one Maſtzr 


 Kitely's i” the Old Fewry ; and here's the jeſt, he is in love 


with my Maſter's Siſter, (Miſtris. Bridget ) and calls her 
Miſtris : and there he will fit you a whole Atternoon 
ſometimes, reading o' theſe ſame abominable, vile, (a Pox 
on *em, I cannot abide them) raſcally Verſes, Poyerry, 


Pojetry, and ſpeaking of Enterludes, *ewill make a Man. 


burſt to hear him. And the Wenches, they do to peer, 
and ti-he at him -—= well, ſhould they do ſo much to 
me, I'd toriwear them all, by the Foot of Pharaob. There”; 
an Oath ! How 'many Water-bearers ſhall you hear ſwear 
{uch an Oath? 6, I have a gueſt (he teaches me) he do's 
{wear the legibleſt of any Man chriſtned : By St. George, 
the Foot of Pharaoh, the Body of me, as I am a Gentle- 
man, and a Soldier : ſuch dainty Oaths ! and withal, he 
do's take this ſame filthy roguiſh Tobacco, the fineſt, and 
clzanlieſt ! ic would do a Man good to ſee the fume come 
forth at's Tonnels ! Well, he owes me Forty Shillings (my 
Wite lent him out of her Purſe, by ſix-pence a time) be- 
lides his Lodging : I would I had it. I ſhall ha'it, he ſays, 
the next A#iom. Helter skelter, hang ſorrow, care 'll kill 
a Cat, uptails all, and a Louſe for the Hangman. 


A& I. Scene V. 
Bobadil, Tib, Matthew. 
ſteſs, hoſteſs. { Bobad. & diſcovered 


Tib. What ſay you, Sir? lying on bis Bench. 

Bob. A Cup © thy ſmall Beer, ſweet Hoſteh. 

Tib. Sir, there's a Gentleman, below, would ſpeak 
with you. 

Bib. A Gentleman ! *ods fo, I am not within. 

Tib. My Husband told him you were, Sir. 

Bob. What a Plague what meant he? 

Mat. Captain Bobadill ? 

Bob. Who's there? (take away the Baſon, good Ho- 
ſtels) come up, Sir. 

7ib. He would defire you to come up, Sir. You come 
into a cleanly Houſe, here. 

Mat. "Save you, Sir. *Save you, Captain. 

Bob. Gentle Maſter Matthew | Is it you, Sir ? Pleaſe 
you to fit down ? 

Mat. Thank you good Captain, you may ce, 1 am 
ſomewhat audacious. 

Bob. Not fo, Sir. I was rchueſted ro Supper, laſt 
Night, by a fort of Gallants, where you were wiſh'd for, 
and drunk to, I aſſure you. 

Mat. Vouchlafe me, by whom, ' good Captain ? 

Bob. Marry, by young Welk bred, and others ; Why, 
Hoſteſs, a Stool here, for this Gentleman. 

Mat. No haſte, Sir, *tis very well. 

Bob. Body of me! It was fo latc ere we parted laſt, 
Night, I can ſcarce open my Eyes, yet; I was but new 
riſen, as you came : how paſles the Day abroad, vir? 
you can tell, 
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Mat. Faith, ſome half Hour to ſeven: now truſt 
me, you have an excceding fine Lodging here, very 
neat, and private : 

Bob. 1 Sir : fit down, I pray you. Mr. Matthew ( in 
any caſe) poſſeſs no Gentlemen of our acquaintance, 
with notice of my Lodging. 

Mat. Who ? I Sir? no. 

Bob. Not that I need to eare who know it, for the 
Cabbin is convenient, but in. regard I would nor be 
too popular, and generally viſited, as ſome are. 

Mat. True, Captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For, do you ſee, Sir, by the heart of valour in 
me, ( except it be to ſome peculiar and choice ſpirits, 
to whom I am extraordinarily ingag'd, as your ſelf, or 
fo ) I could not extend thus far. 

Mat. O Lord, Sir, I reſolve fo. 

Bob. 1 confeſs, 1 love a cleanly and quiet privacy, 
above” all the cumule, and roar of fortune. What 
new Book ha' you there ? What ! Go by, Hieronymo ! 

Mas. I, did you ever fee it ated ? is not well pend ? 

Bob, Well pend ? 1 would fain fee all the Pers, of 
theſe times, pen ſuch another Play as that was: they'll 
prate and ſwagger, and keep a. ſtir of Art and De 
vices, when (as I am a Gentleman) read 'em, they 
are the moſt ſhallow, pitriful , barren Fellows, that 
live upon the face of the Earth, again! 

Mat. Indeed, here'gre a number of fine Speeches in 
this Book! O Eyes, no Eyes, but Fountains fraught with 
Tears ! There's a conceit ! Fountains fraught with 
Tears ! O life, no life, but Iroely form of death ! Another ! 
O World, no World, but maſs of publick wrongs! A third! 
Confuſi'd and filld with murder, and miſdeeds ! A fourth ! 
O, the Muſes! It not excellent? It not ſimply the 
belt that ever you heard, Captain? Ha? How do you 
like it ? 

Bob. *Tis good. x 

Mat. To thee, the pureſt obje## to my ſenſe, 

The moſt refined Eſjence Heaven covers, 

Send I theſe Lines, wherein I do commence 
The happy ſtate of A Lovers, 
If they prove rough, un-poliſh't, barſh, and rude, 
Haſte made thc waſte. Thus, mildly, I conclude. 
Bob. Nay, proceed, proceed. Where's this ? 


| Bobadill is aking him ready all this while. | 'T 


Mat. This, Sir ? a Toy o mine own, in my nonage : 
the infancy of my Muſes! Bur, when will you come 
and ſec my Study ? good faith, I can ſhew you ſome 
very good things, I have done of late — That Boot 
becomes your Leg, pafling well, Captain, methinks ! 

Bob. So, fo, It's the faſhion, Gentlemen now uſe ? 

Mat. Troth, Captain, and now you ſpeak o the Fa- 
ſhion, Maſter Well-bred's elder Brother, and I, are faln 
out exceedingly : this other day, I hapned to enter 
into ſome diſcourſe of a Hanger, which I affure you, 
both for Faſhion, and Work-man-ſhip, was moſt pe- 
remptory-beautitul, and Gentleman-like ! Yet he con- 
demn'd, and cry'd it down for the moſt pyed and 
ridiculous that ever he taw. 

Bob. Squire Down-right? the halt-Brother, was't not ? 

Mat. 1 Sir, he. | 

Bob. Hang him, rook, hee! why he ha's no more 
judgment than a Malt-horſe. By S, George, I wonder 
youl'd loſe a thought upon ſuch an animal : the moſt 
peremptory abſurd clown of Chrittendom, this day, he 1s 
holden. I proteſt to you, as I am a Gentleman and a 
Soldier, I ne'r chang'd words, with his like. By his dif- 
courſe, he ſhould eat nothing but Hay. He was born 
for the Manger, Pannier, or Pack-ſaddle! He has not fo 
much as a good Phraſe in his Belly, bur all old Iron, and 
ruſty Proverbs! a good Commodity for ſome Smith to 
make Hob-nails of. 

Mat.. I, and he thinks to carry it away with his Man- 
hood ſtill, where he comes. He brags he will gi' me the 
baſtinado, as | hear. 


Bob. How : He the baftinads ! how came he by that 
word, trow ? 

Mar. Nay, indeed, he faid Cudgel me ; I term it fo, 
tor my more grace. 

Bob. That may be: for I was fure it was none of his 
word. But, when? when ſaid he fo ? 

Mat. Faith, yeſterday, they fay : a young Gallant, 2 
Friend of mine told me to. 

Bob. By the Foot of Pharaoh, and 't were my caſe 
now, I ſhould fend him a chartel preſently. The baſtma- 
do ! A moſt proper, and ſufficient dependance, warranted 
by the great Caranza. Come hither. Y ou ſhall chartel him. 
Ile ſhew you a trick or two, you ſhall kill him with, at 
pleaſure : the firſt foccata, if you will, by this Air. 

Mat. Indeed, you have abfolute knowledge !' the my- 
ſtery, I have heard, Sir. 

| Bob. Of whom? of whom ha' you heard it, I be- 
ſeech you ? 

Mat. 'Troth, I have heard it ſpoken of divers, that you 
have very rare, and un-in-one-breath-utrer-able skill, Sir. 

Bob. By Heaven, no, not I; noskillt the Earth : ſome 
{mall rudiments i” the Science, as to know my time, di- 
ſtance, or ſo. I have profeſt it more for Noblemen, and 
Genelemens uſe, than mine own practice, I affure you. 
Hoſtefs, accommodate us with another Bed-ſtaff here, 
quickly : Lend us another Bed-ſtaff. The Woman does 
not underſtand the words of 4#on. Look you, Sir. 
Exalt not your point above this ſtate, at any hand, and 
let your poynard maintain your defence, thus : (give 
it the Geneleman, and leave us ) fo, Sir. Come on: O, 
twine your body more about, 'that you may fall to a 
more ſweet, comly, gentl:man-like guard, ſo indifferent. 
Hollow your body more Sir, thus. Now, ſtand faſt o' 
your left Leg, note your Diſtance, keep your due pro- 
portion of Time Oh, you diſorder your point, 
moſt irregularly ! 

Mat. How is the bearing of it, now, Sir ? 
Bob. O, out of meaſureill! A well experienc'd hand 
would paſs upon you at pleaſure. 

Mat. How mean you, Sir, paſs upon me ? 

Bob. Why thus, Sir (make a 'thruft at me) come in 
upon the anſwer, controul your Point, and make a full 
carreer at the Body. The Beſt-praQis'd Gallants of the 
. ime, name it the paſſada: a moſt deſperate thruſt, be- 
event: 

Mat. Well, come, Sir. 
Bob. Why, you do not manage your Weapon with a- 
ny facility or grace to invite me ! I have no Spiritto play 


with you. Your dearth of Judgment renders you 
tedious. 
Mat. But one wenue, Sir. , 


Bob. Venue ) Fie. Moſt groſs denomination, as ever I 
heard. O, the ffoccata, while you live, Sir. Note that. 
Come, pur on your Cloak, and we'll go to ſome private 
place, where you are acquainted, fome Tavern, or fo— 
and have a bie——Tle fend for one of theſe Fencers, and 
he ſhall breath you, by my direction ; and, chen, 1 will 
teach you your trick. You ſhall kill him with it, at the 
firſt, it you pleaſe. Why, I will learn you by the crue 
judgment of the Eye, Hand, and Foot, to controul any 
Enemies Point i' the World. Should your Adverfary con- 
front you with a Piſtol, *twere nothing, by this hand ; 
you ſhould, by the ſame Rule, controul his Buller, in 2 
Line 3 except it were Hail-ſhor, and fpred. What Mo- 
ney ha* you about you, Maſter Matthew ? 

Mat. Faith, I ha' not a two Shillings, or fo. 

Bob. *Tis fomewhat with the leaſt : bur come. We 
will have a bunch of Radiſh, and Salt, to taſte our 
Wine ; and a Pipe gf Tabacco, to cloſe the Oritice of the 
Stomach : and then we'll call upon young Wellbred. 
Perhaps we ſhall meet the Corider, his Brother chere, and 
put him to the queſtion. g 
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things, far ought 1 ſee : It will never out of the Fleſh 
tiat's bred 7 che Bone ! I have rold him cnough, one 
would think, if that would ſerve : But, Counfcl to him, 


H.mas, Come hiti:er. 
There lics a Note, within upon my Desk, 
Here take ray Key : tr 5 no matte”, neitahcr. | 
Where isthe Boy ! Caib. Within, Sir, i'm Warehouſe, 
Kit. Let him tell over, ſtraight, that Spanyh Gold, 
AnHAvcigh it, with the Pizccs of Ergit, Do you 
See the dclivery of thol: Silver-itutts, 
To Maſter Lucor. "1-il him, if he will, 
He ſhall ha? the Grovrans, at the rate 1 cold him, 
And I will meet him, on the Exchange anon. 
Caſh. Good, Sir. 
Kit. Do you ſee that icllow Brother Down-r:got. 
Dow. I, What of liim ? 
Kit. He is a Jewel, Brother. 
I cook him of a Child, up, at my Deor, 
And Chriſtened him, gave him mine own Name 7 bomar, 
Since bred him at the Hoſpital ; where proving 
A toward Imp, I call'd him home, and taught him 
So much, as I have made him my Caſhier, 
And giv'n him, who had none, a Surname, Caſh : 
And find him, in his Place fo full of faith, 
That, I durſt cruſt my Lite into his hands! 
D:w.. So would not I in any Baſtards, Brother, 
As, it islike, he is : although 1 knew 


My ſelf his Father. Burt you ſaid yo* had ſomewhat 


To cell me, gentle Brother, what isr ? what is't ? 
Kit. Faith, I am very loath, to utter ity 

As fearing, it may hurt your patience: 

Bur that I know your Judgm?ar is of ſtrength, 

Againft the nearnels of affection | 
Dow. What need this Circumſtance ? pray you be 

direct. 
Kit. I will not ſay, how much I do aſcribe 

Unto your Friendſhip; nor, in what regard 

hold your love : but, let my paſt behaviour, 


And uſage of your Siſter, bur confirm 


How well Vave bcen affected to your 
Dow. You are too tedious, come to the matter, the 
matrer, 
Kit, Then (without further C2zremony) chus. 
My Brother ll bred, Sir, (I know not how) 
Of late, is much declin'd in what he was, 
And greatly alter'd in his diſpofition. 
When he came firlt to lodge here in my Houſe, 
No're truſt me, it I were not proud of him: 
Me thought he bare himſelf in ſuch a faſhion, 
>o full of Man, and ſweetneſs in his Carriage, 
And what was chict) it ſhew'd not borrowed in him, 
But all/he did, became him as his own, 
And ſ:zm'd as perfect, :proper, and poſleſt 
As Breath with Life ; or Colour, with the Blood. 
But, now, his courſe is fo irregular, 
So looſe, atfeted, and depriv'd of grace, 
And he himſelf withal fo tar faln oft 
From that firſt place, as ſcarce no Note remains, 
To tell Mens Judgments where he lately ſtood. , 
He's grown a ſtranger to all due reſpect, 
Forgetful of his Friends, and not content 
To {tale himſelf in all Socicries, 
He makes my Houſe here common, as a Mart, 
A Theater, 'a publick Receptacle 
For giddy Humour, and diſcated Riot ; 
And here (as in a Tavern, or a Stews) 
He, and his wild Aſlociates, fpend their Hours, 
In repetition of laſcivious Jeaſts, 
Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by night, 
Controul my Szrvants : and indeed what not ? 
Dow. *Sdeyns, 1 know not what I ſhould fay to him, i? 
the whole World ! He yalues ms at a crakt Three Far- 


| 15 as good, as aShoulder of Mutton to a ſick Horſe. Well! 
; hz knows what to truſt to, for George. Let him ſpend, 
| and ſpend, and domineer, till his Heart ake ; an” he 
' Wink to be reliev'd by me, when he is goc into one o' 
| Your City-pounds, the Counters, he has the wrong Sow 
| by the Ear faith : and claps his Diſh at the wrong 
; mans Door, Ill lay my hand o' my Half-peny, ere 1 
| pare witlye, to terch him out, VII affure him. 

Kit. A good Brother, let ic not trouble you, thus. 

Dow. *Sdeath, he mads me, I could cat my very Spur- 
leathers, for anger ! But, why are you fo came ? Why 
do not you ſpeak to him, and tell him how he diſquices 
your Houſe ? 

Kit. O, There are divers reaſons to diflwade, Brother, 
Burt, would your {elf vouchſafe to travel in it, 
(Though but with plain and eafie Circumſtance, ) 

It would both come much better to his ſenſe, 
And favour leſs of ſtomach, or of paflion. 
You are his elder Brother, and that Title 
Both gives, and warrants your Authority, 
Which (by your preſence ſeconded) muſt breed 
A kind of ay in him, and regard : 
Whereas, if I ſhould intimarte the leaſt, 
It would bur add contempt, to his negleR, 
Heap worſe on ill, make up a Pile of hatred 
Thar, in the fearing, would come tottring down, 
And, inthe ruine, bury all our love. 
Nay, more than this, Brother, it I ſhould ſpeak, 
He would be ready from his heat of humour, 
And over flowing of the Vapour, in him, 
To blow the Ears of his familiars, 
With the falſe breath, of telling, what diſgraces, 
And low diſparagements, I had put upon him. 
Whilſt chey, Sir, to relieve him, in the Fable, 
Make their looſe Comments upon every Word, [: 
Geſture, or Look, I uſe; mock me all over, q 
From my flat Cap unto my ſhining Shooes : | 
And, our of their impetuous rioting Phant'ſies; 

et ſome ſlander, that ſhall dwell with me. 
And what would that be think you? marry, this 
| They would give out (becauſe my Wife is fair, - 
| My felt but lately married, and my Siſter 
Here fſorjourning a Virgin in my Houſe) 
That I were jealous ! nay, as ſure as death, 
That they would ſay. And how that I had quarrell'd, 
My Brotuer purpoſely, thereby to find 
An apt Pretext, to baniſh them my Houſe. 

Dew. Maſs, perhaps fo : They're like cnough to do ir. 

Kit. Brother, they would, believe it : fo ſhould I 
(Like one of theſe penurious Quack-ſalvers) 

Bue ſet the Bills up ro mine own diſgrace. 
And ery Experiments upon my felt : 
Lend Coon and Envy opportunity, 
To ſtab my Reputation, and good Name 
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Matthew, Bobadil, Down-right, Kitely. 
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I Will ſpeak to him ———— 

Bob. Speak to him ? away, by the foot of Pharacs, 
you ſhall not, you ſhall not do him thac grace. The 
cime of day, to you,Gentleman o* the Houle. Is Mr. 1/«!- 
bred ſtirring ? | 

Dow. How then ? what ſhould he do ? 

Bob. Gentleman of the Houſe, it is to you : is he with- 
in, Sir ? | 

Kit. He came not to his Lodging to night, Sir, I af 
ſure you. 

Dow. Why, do you hear ? you. 
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Bob. The Gentleman- Citizen hath ſatisfied me, I'll 
talk ro no Scavenger. 

D:w. How, Scavenger? ſtay Sir, ſay. 

Kit. Nay, Brother Down r:9br. 

Dow. *Heart ! {ſtand you away, and you love me- 

Kit. Y ou ſhalt not follow him now, I pray you, Brot her, 
Good faith you ſhall nor: I will over-rule you. 

Dow. Ha ? Scavenger? well, go to, I ſay lictle : bur, by 
this good day, (God torgive me 1 ſhould fwear) it 1 pur 
ic up fo, fay, | am the rankelt Cow, that ever piſt. 
*Sdeyns, and I ſwallow this, ll ne're draw my Sword 
in the light of Fleet ſtreet again, while I live ; Fl tit in 
a Pain, with Madge-howlet, and carch Mice firſt. Sca- 
venger ? *Hearr, and I'll go near to fill that huge Tum- 
brel-ſlop of yours, with ſomewhat, and I have good luck : 
your Garagantus breech cannot carry it away fo. 

Kit. Oh do not fret your felf thus, never think on' 

Dow. Theſe are my Brothers Conſorts, thele ! theſe 
are his Cam'rades, his walking Mates! he's a Gallant, a 
Cavaliero too, righe Hang-man cut! Let me nor live, 
and I could not find in my heart to ſwinge the whole 

ang of *em, one afteranother, and begin with him firſt. 
fan griev'd, it ſhould be faid he is my Brother, and 
take theſe Courſes. Well, as he brews, fo ſhall he drink, 
for George, again. Yet he ſhall hear ore, and that tight- 
ly too, and | live, 1 faith. 

Kit. But, Brocher, let your —_ (then) 
Run in an eafie current, not ore-high 
Carried with raſhnefs, or devouring choler ; 

Bur rather uſe the fott perſwading way, 

Whoſe Powers will work more gently, and compoſe 
Th imperte& Thoughts you labour to reclaim : 

More winning, than enforcing the conſent. 

Dow. I, I, let me alone tor that, I warranc you. 

Kit. How now ? oh,the Bell rings co Breakfaſt. | Bellrings. 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my Wife 
Company, till I come ; Ill but give order 
For ſome diſpatch of buſineſs to my Servants—— 


Act IL. Scene IIL 


To them. | Kitley, Cob, Dame Kitley. 


Hat, Cob ? our Maids will have you by the back 
(7 faith) 
For coming 1o late this Morning, 
Cob. Perhaps o, Sir, take heed ſome body have not 
them by the Belly, tor walking {o/late in the Evening. 
| He paſſes by with bis Tankard. 
Kit, Well, yet my troubled fpirit's ſomewhat casd, 
Though not repos'd in that ſecuricy 
As I could wiſh: But I muſt be content. 
How e're 1 ſet a tace or't to the World, 
Would 1 had loſt this Finger, at a venture, 
So Welk-bred had ne're lodg'd within my Houſe. 
Why*'t canner be, where there is ſuch reſort 
Of wanton Gallants, and young Revellers,- 
That any Woman ſhould be honeſt long. 
Ivc like that tatious Beauty will preſerve 
The publick weal of Chaſtity unſhaken, 
When ſuch ſtrong motives muſter, and make head 
Againſt her fingle peace ? No, no. Beware 
When murual appetite doth meet to treat, 
And Spirits of one kind and quality 
Come once to parlee in the Pride of Blood, 
It is no flow Conſpiracy that follows. 
Well (to be plain) if I but thought the time 
Had anſwer'd their affetions, all the World 
Should not perſwade me, but I were a Cuckcold. 
Marry, 1 hope, they ha' not got that ſtart : 
For opportunity hath baulke 'em yet, 
And hall do fill, while 1 have Eyes, and Ears 
To attend the impoſitions of my hearr. 
My preſence (ball be as an Iron Bar, 


*Twixt the conſpiring motions of deſire : 
Yea, every look, or glance mine eyes ejedts, 
Shall check occalion, as one doth his Stave, 
When he forgets the limits of preſcription. 

Dame. Siſter Bridget, pray you tetch down the Rot: 
water above in the Cloſer. Sweet-heart, will you come 
in to Break-faſt ? | 

Kir. Ar ſhe have over-heard m2 now ? 

Dame. | pray thee (good Muſs) we ſtay for you. 

Kit. By Heaven I would not for a thouſand Angels. 

Dame. What aile you, Sweet-heart ? are yau not well ? 
ſpeak good Muſs. 

Kit. Troth my head akes extreamly, on a ſudden. 

Dame. Oh, the Lord ! . 

Kit. How now ? what ? 

Dame. Alas, how it burns? Aff, keep vou warm, 
good truth ir is this nzw Diſcaſc, there's a number are 
troubled withal ! for Loves fake (veer heart, come in, out 
ot the Air. ' 

Kiz. How ſimple, and how ſubtil are her Anfſyvers ? 

A new Diſeaſe, and many troubled with it ! 
Why true : ſhe heard me, all the world to nothing. 


Dame. | pray thee, good Sweetheart, come in; the 
Air will do you harm, in troth. 


Kit. The Air ! ſhe has mei' the Wind ! Sweet-hearr, 


| PIl come to you preſently : *ewill away, I hope. 


Dame. Pray heaven it do. 

Kit. A new Diſeaſc ! I know not, new, or old, 
But ic may well be call'd poor mortals plague: 
For, like a peſtilence, ir doth infect £ 
The Houſes of che Brain. Firſt, ir begins 
Solely to work upon the Phantahe, 

Filling her ſeat with ſuch peſtiterous Air, 

As ſoon corrupts the Judgmentz and trom thence, 
Sends like contagion to the Memory :; 

Still each co other giving the infection. 

Which as a ſubril Vapour ſpreads it ſelf 
Confuſedly, through every ſenfive Part, 

Till not a thought or motion in the mind 

Be free from the black poyſon of ſuſpeR. 

Ah, but what miſery is it, to know this ? 

Or, knowing it, to want the Minds Ere&ion 

In ſuch Extremes? Well, I will once more ſtrive 
(In ſpite of this black Cloud) my ſelf to be, 
And ſhake the Fever off, chat thus ſhakes me. 


A&t IT. Scene IV. 
Brain worm, Ed. Kno well, Mr. Stephen. 


Lid, I cannot chuſe but laugh, co fee my 1-1 eranſli- 
red thus, from-a poor Creature to a Creator; tor 

now muſt I create an intolerable fort of Lies, or my 

preſent Proteflion loſes the Grace: And yer the Lie to 

a Man of my Coat, is as ominous a Fruit, as the Fice. O 

Sir, .it holds for good Polity ever, to have that ourward- 

ly in vileſt eſtimation, that inwardly is moſt deas to us. 

So much tor my borrowed Shape. Weil, the troch is, 

my old Maſter intends to follow my young, dry-foor, 

over Meor-fields, to Londen, this morning : now I, know- 

ing of this Hunting-match, or rather Conſpiracy, and 

to infinuate with my young Maſter, (for lo muſt we 

that are Blue-waiters, and Men of Hope and Service, 
do, or perhaps we may wear Morley at the Years end, 

and who wears Motley, you know) have gor me atore, 
in this Diſguite, determining here ro le in Ambuſcads, 
and intercept him in the mid-way, It I can bur ger his 
Cloke, his Purſe, his Hat, nay, any thing, to cut him off, 
that is, to ſtay his Journy, Ven, wv:di, wict, | may ſay 
with Captain Ce/ar, I am made tor ever, i” faith. Well, 
now mult I practiſe to get the true Garh of one of 
theſe Lance- Knights, my Arm here, and my——young 
Maſter ! and his Coulin, Mr. Stephen, as 1 am crue 
counterteic Man of War, and no Soldicr ! 


E. ks. 


- 
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E. Kn. So Sir; and how then Couz? 

Step. 'Sfoot, I haveloſt my Purſe, I think. 

E. Kn. How ? loſt your Purſe? where? when had 
you it ? 0 
, Step. I cannot tell, ſtay. 

Brai. *Slid, I am afcard they will know me ; would 1 
could get by them, 

E. Kn, What? ha' you-it?. 

Step, No, I think | was bewirche, 1 ) 

E. Kn, Nay, do not weep the Lofs, hang it, let it #*: 

nor 


Step» Oh, it's here : no, and it had been loſt,.1-ha 
car'd, but tor a 7 Ring Mrs. Mary ſent me. ' 

E. Kn, A Jet Ring ? O the Poeſie, the Poeſie f 

Step. Fine, i' faith ! Though Fancy ſleep, my Love # deep, 
Meaning, that tho' I did not fanlie her, yet ſhe loved me 
dearly, 

E. Ku Moſt excellent ! 

Step. And then I ſent her another, and my Poefie was, 
The rho the ſweeter, I'll be judg d by St. Peter, 

E. Kn. How, by St. Peter ? I do not conceive that. 

Step. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the Meter. 

E. Kn. Well, there the Saint was your good Patron, 
he help't you at your need ; thank him, thank him. 

Brai. | cannot take leave on 'em ſo; I __ 
will venture, come what will. Gentlemen, { He # come 
pleaſe you change a few Crowns for a ve- back. 
ry excellent good Blade here ? I am a poor 
Gentleman,a Soldier, one that (in the better ſtate of my 
Fortunes) ſcorn'd ſo mean a Retuge ; but now it is rhe 
Humour of Neceflity to have it ſo. You ſeem to be 
Gentlemen well affe&ted ro Martial Men, elſe ſhould I 
rather die with filence, than live with ſhame. However, 
youchſaie to remember, it is my Want ſpeaks, not my 
ſelf. This Condition agrees not with my Spirit——— 

E. Kn. Wh:re haſt thou ferv'd? . 

Brai. May it pleaſe you, Sir, in all the late Wars of 
Bohemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, Sir? I 
have been a poor Servitor by Sca and I and, any time 
this fourteen Years, and follow'd the Fortunes of the 
beſt Commanders in Chriſtendom. 1 was twice ſhot at 
the taking of Aleppo, once at the Relict of Viema; I 
have been at Marſeilles, Naples, and the Adriatick Gulf, a 
Gentleman-Slave in the Gallics thrice, where I was moſt 
dangerouſly ſhot in the Head, through both the Thighs, 
and yer being thus maim'd, I am void of Maintenance, 
nothing left me but my Scars, the noted Marks of jay 
Reſolution. | 

Step. How will you ſell this Rapier, Friend ? 

Brai. Generous Sir, I refer it to your own Judgment ; 
you are Gentleman, give me what you pleaſe. x 

Step. True, I am a Gencleman, 1 know that, Friend : 
But what though ? I pray you ſay, what would you ask ? 

Brai. I aſſure you, the Blade may become the Side or 


Thigh of the belt Prince in Europe. 


E. Kn, I, with a Velvet Scabbard, I think. 

Step. Nay, an't be mine, it ſhall have a Velvet Scab- 
bard, Couz, that's flat : I'd not wear it as *tis, and you 
would give me an Angel. 

Brai. At your Worthips pleaſure, Sir ; nay, 'tis a moſt 


. pure Toleds. 


Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell me, 
what ſhall I give you for it? Arn' it had a Silver Hilt —— 

E. Kn. Come, come, you ſhall not buy it ; hold, there's 
a Shilling, Fellow, take thy Rapier. 

Step. Why, but I will buy it now, becauſe you ſay fo; 
and there's another Shilling, Fellow, I ſcorn to be out- 
bidden. What, ſhall I walk wich a Cudgel, like Higgin- 
bottom, and may have a Rapier for Money ? 

E. Kn. You may buy one in the City. 

Step. Tut, FIl buy this i' the Field, foI will; I have a 
mind tot, becauſe 'ris a Field-Rapier. Tell me your 
loweſt Price, 

E. Kr. You ſhall not buy it, I ſay, 

Step, By this Money, but 1 will, though I give more 
than tis worth, 


E. Kn. Come away, you are a Fool. 
Step. Friend, Iam a Fool, that's granted 3 but Ill have 
it, for that Words fake. Follow me for your Money. 
Br ai. At your ſervice, Sir. 
( 


A& II. - Scene Y. 


Kno'well, Brain worm. 


I Cannot loſe the thought, yet, of this Letter, 
Sent to my 50n, nor leave t'admire the Change 
Of Manners, and the Breeding of our Youth 
Within the Kingdom, ſince my ſelf was one. 

When I was young, he liv'd not in the Stews 

Durſt have conceiv'd a Scorn, and utter'd it, 

On a grey Head ; Age was Authorit 

Againſt a Buffoon, and a Man had Gen 

A certain Reverence paid unto his Years, 

That had none due unto his Life. So much 

The San&tity of ſome prevail'd, for others. 

But now we all are falln; Youth, from their Fear ; 
And Age, from that which bred it, Good Example. 
Nay, would our ſelves were not the firſt, even Parents, 
That did deſtroy the Hopes in our own Children, 
Or they not learn'd our Vices in their Cradles, 
And ſuck'd in our ill Cuſtoms with their Milk. 
Ere,all their Teeth be born, or they can ſpeak, 

We make their Palats cunning : The firſt Words 
We form their Tongues with, are licentious Jeſts: 
Can it call Whore? cry Baſtard? O then kits it / 
A witty Child ! Can't ſwear ? The Father's Darling ! 
Give it two Plums. Nay, rather than't ſhall learn 
No Bawdy Song, the Mother her ſelf will teach it ! 
Bur this is in the Infancy, the Days ' 
Of the Long Coat 3 when it puts on the Breeches, 
It will put off all this. 1, it is like, 

When it is gone into the Bone already. 


No, no this Dye goes deeper than the Coat, 
Or Shirt, or Skin : it ſtains unto the Live | 
And Heart, in ſome: And, rather than it ſhould not, 
Note what we Fathers do ! Look how we live ! 

What Milſtrifles we keep ! at what Expence, 

In our Son's eyes ! where they may handle our Gifts, 
Hear our laſcivious Courtſhips, ſee our Dalliance, 

Taſte of the ſame provoking Meats with us, 

To ruin of our State! Nay, when our own 

Portion is fled, to prey on their Remainder, 

We call them into Fellowſhip of Vice; 

Bait 'em with the young Chamber-maid, to ſeal ; 

And teach 'em all bad ways to buy Aﬀection. 

This is one Path : But'there are millions more, 

In which we fpoil our own, with leading them. 

Well, I chank Heaven, I never yet was he 

That travell'd with my Son, before Sixteen, 

To ſhew him the Venetian Courtezans ; 

Nor read the Grammar of Cheating, I had made, 

To my ſharp Boy, at Twelve; repeating ſtill 

The Rule, Get Money ; till, Get Money, Bo \ 

No mater by what Means ; Money will < 

More, Boy, than my Lord's Letter. Neither haye I 

Dreſt Snails or Muſhroms curiouſly before him, 
Perfum'd my Sauces, and taught him to make 'em ; 
Preceding ſtill, with my grey Glutcony, 

At all the Ord'naries, and only fear'd 

His Palate ſhould degenerate, not his Manners. 

Theſe are the Trade of Fathers now ; however, 
My Son, I hope, hath met within my Threſhold : 
None of theſo Houſhold Precedents, which are ſtrong, | 
And ſwift, to rape Youth to their Precipice. 

But let the Houſe at home be ne'er ſo clean 
Swept, or kept ſweet from Filth,nay Duſt and Cobwebs ; 
If he will live abroad with his Companions, 
In Oo Leyſtals, it is worth a Fear. 
Nor is the danger of Converting lels _ 
an 
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T han all that 1 have mention'd of example. 

Bray. My Maſter? nay, faith have at you: ] am 
fleſh now, I have ſped ſo well. Worſhipful Sir, I be- 
ſeech you, reſpect the eſtatz of a poor Soldier; I am 
aſham'd of this baſ: courſe of lite ( God's my comtort) 
bur' extremity-provokes me to't, what remedy ? 

Kno, I have not tor you, now. 

Bray. By the Faith Thos unto Truth, Gentleman, it 
is no ordinary cuſtom in me, bur only to preferve Man: 
hood, I proteſt to you, a Man I have bcen, a Man | 
may he, by your ſweet Bounty, | 

Kno, Pray thes, good Friend, be fatisficd. 

Bray. Good Sir by that Hand, you may do the part 


of a kind Gentleman, in lending a puor Soldier the j 


price of ewo Cans of Beer, (a matter of ſmall value ) 
the King of Heaven ſhall pay you,and I (hall reſt thank- 
ful: fweert Worſhip —— 

Kno, Nay, and you be fo importunate : 

Bray, Oh, tender Sir, need will have his courſe: [ 
was not made to this vile uſe! well, the edge of the Ene- 
my could not have abated me ſo much : }:'s hard, when 
i Man hath ſferv'd in his Princes cauſe, and 
be thus—- Honourable worſhip, Ize me de- He weeps, 
rive a ſmall picce of Silver from you, ir ſhall 
not be given inthe courſe of cime ; by this good Ground, 
I was fain to pawn my Rapier laſt Night for a poor 
Supper ; I had fuck'd the Hiles long betore, I am a Pa- 
gan elſe : \weer Honour. 

Kno. Believe mc;:I am taken with ſome wonder, 

To think, a Fellow of thy outward preſence, 
Should ( in the frame, and fathion of his mind ) 
Be fo degenerate, ahd fordid-baſle ! 

Art thou a Man? and ſham'ſt thou not to beg ? 
To practiſe ſuch a ſervile kind of life? 

Why, were thy Education ne'r ſo mean, 
Having thy Limbs, a thoutand fairer courſes 
Offer themſelves to thy Election, 

Either the Wars mighe ſtill lupply thy wants, 
Or Service of ſome vertuous Gentleman, 

Or honeſt Labour : nay, what can I name, 

But would become thee better than to beg ? 
Bur Men of thy condicion feed on floth, 

As doth the Beetle, on the Pung ſhe breeds in, 
Not caiing how the meral i You minds 

Js cacen with the ruſt of idleneſs. 

Now, atore me, what e'er he be, that ſhould 
Relieve a Perſon of thy Quality, 

While thou inliſts in this looſe deſperate courſe, 
] would eſteem the fin, not thine, but his. 

jb 5. Faith Sir, I would gladly find ſome other courſe, 
if fo 

Kno. I, youl'd gladly find it, but you will not fecek it. 

Bray. Alas, Sir, where ſhould a Man feck? in the 
Wars, there's no aſcent by deſert in theſe days; but — 
and tor Service, would it were as foon purchaſt, as wiſhe 
= (the Air's my comfort) I know, what I would 
RA 

on What's thy name ? 

Bray. Pleaſe you, Fiz Sword, Sir. 

Kno. Fitz-Sword ? 

Say that a Man ſhould entertain thee now, 
Woul'it thou be honeſt, humble, juſt, and crue ? 

Bray. Sir, by the place, and honour of a Soldier —— 

Kno. Nay, nay, I like not choſe affected Oaths ; 

Speak plainly Man: what think'ſt thou of my words? 

Bray. Nothing, Sir, but wiſh my Fortunes were as hap- 
PY, 4» my Service ſhould be honeſt. 

- Ko, Well, tollow me, Til prove thee, if thy deeds 
Will carry a proportion to thy words, 

Bray. Yes Sir, {traight, ]'ll bur garter my Hoſe. Oh 
tha my Belly were hoop now; for I am 1cady to burſt 
with laughing ! never was Bottle or Bag-pipe fuller, 
Sid, was there ever ſeen a Fox in years to betray him- 
felt lus ? now ſhall 1 bs poſſeſt of all his counſels: 


- bour me, I never ſaw any Gentleman-like-part 


} 


Lee A ON 


an:! by that Conduir, my young Maſter. Wcll, ke is 
relolvd co prove my honeſty ; faith, and T am ictolv'd 
eo prove his patience : ol: | ſhall abuſe him intollera- 
bly. This fmall piece of ſervice will bring him ctcan 
' Our of Jove with the Soldier for ever. He will never 
| come within the ſign of it, the 191! of a Callock, or a 
| Musker reſt again. He will |:ir2 tho Muſters at Mile 

end for Ar, ro his dying day. It's rio matter, let the 

World think -me a bad counterteir, it | cannor give 
| him ehe flip, ar an inſtane ; why, this is beteer chan 10 
| have ſtaid his Journey ! well, Pll follow him: ob, how 1 
| long'to be imployed ! 


ACt-IIT; - Scene I.. 


Matthew, Well bred, Bobadill, Ed. Kno*well, Stephen. 


ES faith, Sir, we Were at your Lodging to ſeek 
you too. 

IW*!. Oh, I came not there to Night. 

Bob, Your Brother delivered us as much, 

Wel. Who ? my Brother D-waright ? 

Bob. He. Mr. Well-bred, | know not in what kind you 
hold me ; but let me ſay to you this: as fure as honour, [ 
elteem ic fo much out of the Sun-ſhine of reputation, 
to throw the leaſt beam of regard upon fuch a — 

IWel. Sir, I muſt hear no ill words of my Brother. 

Bb. I proteſt ro you, as I have a thing to be tav'd a- 


| Vi. Good Captain, faces about, to fome other dif 
courſe, 

| Bob. With your leave, Sir, and there were no more 

| Men living upon the face of the Eacth, I ſhould not fau« 
cy him, by Sr. George. 

Aat. Troth, nor 1, he is of a ruſtical cut, I know not 
how: he doth not carry himſelf like a Gentleman ' of 
taſhion | 

Wel. Oh, Mr. Matthew, that's a grace peculiar but to 
a few ; quos aquus amavit Jupiter, 

Mat. I underſtand you, Gr. 

Hel. No queſtion, you do,or you do nor, 
Sir. Ned Kno'well ! by my Soul welcome; 
how doſt thou ſweet ſpirit, my Gems ? 
vlid I ſhall love Apello, and the mad The- 
/pian Guls the berrer, while I live, for this, my dear 
Fury : now, I ſee there's ſome love in thee! Sirrah, the's 
be che two I writ to' thee of ( nay, what a drowlie hu- 
mour is this now? why doſt thou not ſpeak ? 

E. Kn. Oh, you are a fine Gallant, you tent me a rars 
Lereer ! 

IWel. Why, was't not rare ? | 

E. Kn. Yes, [ll be ſworn, I was ne'er guilty of read- 
ing the like; matchir in all Ply, or Symmachrrs Epiſtles, 
and Ill have my judgment burn'd in the Ear tor 4 
Rogue: make much ot thy vein, for ir is inimitable. 
Bur I marle what Camel ic was, that had the carriage 


of it! tor, doubtleſs, he was no ordinary Beaſt that 
broughe it ! 


IWel. W 


hy ? 

E. Ks. Why, faiſt thon? why doſt thon think that 
any reaſonable Creature, eſpecially in the Morning (the 
fober time of the day too ) could have mifcaue my 
Father for me? 

Wel. 'Slid, you jeſt, I hope ? 

E. Kn, Indeed, the belt uſe we can turn ic too, is to 
make a jeſt on't, now : but I'll affuce you, my Father 
had che tull view o' your flouriſhing ſtile, ſome hour be- 
fore I ſaw it. - * 

We:l. What a dull Slave was this? But, Sirrah, what ſaid 
he to it, 1 faith ? | 

E. Kn. Nay, I know not what he faid : bur I have a 
ſhrewd gueſs what he thought. 

Weil. What? whar? 


Young Kno'- 
well enters. 
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_ E. Kn. Marty, that thou art ſome ſtrange difſolute | and dangerous exploit that ever I was rang'd in, ſince 1 
young Fellow, and I a grain or two better, tor keeping | firſt bore Arms before the face of the Lnemy, as I am a 


thee company. 


Wel. Tur, that thought is like the Moon in her laſt 
quarter, 'ewill change ſhortly : but, Sirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two hang by's here ; thou wilt 
take exceeding pleaſure in 'em, if thou hear'ſt 'em once 
go: my Wind-inſtrumenes. Ill wind 'em up- - but 
what ſtrange piece of lilence is this? the hgn of the 
dumb Man ? 

* _ E. Kn. Oh, Sir, a Kinſman of mine, one that may 
make your Muſick the tyller, and he pleaſe, he has his 
humour, Sir. 

WWel. Oh, what iſt? what iſt? 

E. Kn. Nay, I'll neither do your Judgment, nor his 
Folly that wrong, as to prepare your apprehenthion : m 
leave him tothe mercy o your ſearch, it you can take 
him, ſo. 

IWel. Well, Captain Bobadill, Mr. Matthew 'pray you 
know this Gentleman here, he is a Friend of mine, and 
one that will deſerve your affection. I know not 
your name Sir, but I ſhall be glad of any occaſion, to 
render me more familiar to you. | To Maſter Stephen. 

Step. My name is Mr. Stephen, Sir, I am this Gentle- 
man's own Coutfin, Sir, his Father is mine Uncle, vir: I 
am ſomewhat melancholy, but you ſhall command me, 
Sir, in whatſoever is incident to a Gentleman. 

Bob. Sir, I muſt tell you this, I am no general Man, 
bur for Mr. Well-bred's ſake: ( you may embrace it at 
what height of favour you pleaſe) I do communicate 


' with you, and conceive you to be a Gentleman of 


ſome parts; I love few words. [ZoKno'well, 

E. Kn. And I fewer, Sir, I have ſcarce enough to thank 
'ou. 
Mat. But are you indeed, Sir,' ſo given to it? 

. [ To Maſter Stephen. 

Step, I truly, Sir, I am mightily given to melan- 
choly, 

Mat, Oh, it's your only fine humour, Sir, your true 
melancholy breeds your perfect fine wir, Sir; 1 am me- 
lancholy my felf, divers times, Sir, and then dol no 
more but- take Pen and Paper preſently, and, over- 
flow you halt a ſcore, or a dozen of Sonnets at a fit» 


ting. 
4 E. Kn, Sure he utters them then by the groſs. ) 
Step. Truly, Sir, and 1 love ſuch things out of mea- 


 {ure. 


E. Kn. Vfaith, better than in meaſure , I'll under- 


take. 
Mat. Why, I pray you, Sir, make uſe of my Study, it's 


. at your ſervice. 


Step. I thank you, vir, I ſhall be bold, I warrant you ; 
have youa Stool there, to- be melancholy upon ? 

Mat. That I have, Sir, and ſome Papers there of mine 
own doing, at idle hours, that you'll ſay there's ſome , 
ſparks of wit in 'em, when you ſee them. 

IWel. Would the ſparks would kindle once, and be- 
come a fire amongſt 'em, I might ſce felf-love burnt fot 
her Hereſic. 

Step. Couſin, is it well? am I melancholy enough ? 

E.'Kn. Oh 1, excelent! 

IVel. Captain Bobadil, why muſe you fo ? 

E. KR». He is meloncholy too. 

Bb. Faith, Sir, I was thinking of a moſt honourable 
piece of ſervice, was pertorm'd to morrow, being 
St. Mark's day, ſhall be ſome ten years, now. 

E. Kn. In what place, Captain ? 

Bob. Why, at the belcag ring of Strigonuum, where, in 
le{5 than two hours, ſeven hundred reſolute Gentlemen, 
as any were in Europe, loſt their lives upon the ! 
Pi} tell you, Gentlemen, it was the firit, but the beſt 
Leaguer that ever I beheld with thelz Eyes, except the 
taking in of what do you call it, laſt year, by the 


Genowsys, but that ( of all other.) was the moſt fatal! 


Gentleman, and a Soldier. 

Srep. 'So, I had as licf as an Angel 1 could ſwear as 
well as that Gentleman. 

E. Kn. Then, you were a Servitor at both it ſeems ; at 
Strigonzurn , and what do you call'r ? 

Bb, O Lord, Sir, by St. George, | was the firſt Man 
that entred the breach : and, had I not effeted ir with 
— I had been (lain if I had had a, million of 

IVES. 

F. Kn. "Twas pitty you had not ten; a Cats and your 
own, i'taich. But, was ic poflible ? 

( Mat. Pray you, mark this diſcourſe, Sir. 

Step. SoI do. ) 

Bob. I aflure you ( upon my Reputation) 'tis true, and 
your felf ſhall confets. 

E. Kn. You mult bring me to the rack, firſt. 

Bob. Obſerve me udicially , ſweet Sir , they had 
planted me three Demi-culverings juſt in the mouth of 
the breach 3 now, Sir, ( as we were to give on) their 
Maſter-gunner, ( a Man of no mean $kill and mark, you 
muſt think ) confronts me with his Linſtock, ready to 
give fire; I ſpying his intendment, diſcharg'd my Pe- 
trionel in his Bolom, and with theſe ſingle Arms, my 
poor Rapier ran violently upon the Mocrs that guarded 
the Ordnance, and put 'em pell-mell to the Sword. 

We. To the Sword? to the Rapier, Captain? 

E. Kn. Oh, it was a good figure oblſerv'd, Sir ! but 
did you all this, Captain, without hurting your Blade ? 

Bob. Without any impeach © the Earth : you ſhall 
perceive Sir. It is the moſt fortunate Weapon that 
ever rid on poor Gentleman's Thigh: ſhall I cell you, 
Sir? you talk of Morg/ay, Excalibur, Durindana, or o : 
tut, I lend no credit to that is fabled of *em, 1 know the 
vertue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier 
maintain it, 

4 I mar'l whether it be a Toledo, or no ? . 

Bob. A- molt perte& Toledo, I afſure you, Sir, 

Step. I have a Country-man of his here, 

Mat, Pray you, let's fee, Sir; yes faith, it is! 

Bob, This a Toledo ? piſh, 

Step, Why do you piſh, Captain? 

Bob, A Mnig, by Heaven, I'll buy them for a Guil- 
der apiece, an'I would have a thouſand of them, 

E. Kn, How fay you, Couſin? 1 told you thus much, 

We. Where bought you it, Maſter Stephen ? 

Step. Of a ſcurvy Rogue Soldier by hundred of Lice 
go with him ) he ſwore it was a Toledo. 

Bob. A poor provant Rapier, no better. 

Mat. Maſs, I think it be, indeed , now I look on't 
better. 

E. Kn. Nay, the longer you look on't, the worſe. Put 
it up, put it up. 

Step. Well, I will put it up ; but by——( Lha' forgot 
the Captains Oath, I thought to ha' ſworn by it ) an? 
cer I meet hm—— 

_ Wel. O, it is paſt help now, Sir, you muſt have pa- 
tience. | 

Step, Horſoon Cunny-catching Raskal! I could eat 
the very Hiles for anger. p 

E. Kn. A fign of good digeſtion: you have a Oftrich- 
ſtomach, Couſin. | 

Step. A ſtomach? would I had him here, you ſhould 
ſee an'T had a ſtomach. 

Wal. It's better as 'tis : -come, Gentlemen, ſhall we 
go! 
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E. Kno'well, Brain-worm, Stephen , Well bred, Bobadill, 
Matthew. 


Miracle, Couſin, look here ! look here ! 


- © —_—_——O— 


to make Porters of, and ferve our the Remnant of our 

days in Thames ſtreet, or at Cuſtom-houte key, in a Ci- 

vi! War againſt the Carmen. | 
Brai. Amen, Amen, Amen, lay I. 


Act ITT. Scene II. 


Step. Oh, Gods lid, by your leave, do you know 


me, Sir ? 
Brai. 1 Sir, I know you by fight. 


Step. You fold me a Rapier, Gig you not? | 


Brai. Yes marry did 1, Sir. 
Srep, You ſaid, it was a Toledo, ha ? 


Brai, True, I did fo. | 


Step. Bur it is none. 

Brai. No Sir, I confeſs ic, it is none. : 

Step. Do you contels it? Gentlemen, bear wienzb, he 
has confeſt it. By Gods will, an* you had noc conteſt 
Iif— 

E. Kn. Oh Couſin, forbear, forbear. 

Step. Nay, I have done, Coulin. 

Wal. Why, you have done like a Gentel:man, he has 
confeſt ic, what would you mare ? 

Step. Yet, by his leave, he is a Raskall, under his fa- 
your, do you lice ? 

E. Kn. I, by his leave, he is, and under favour : a 
pretty peice of Civilicy ! Sirrah, how doſt thou like 
him ? 

Wel. Ohit's a moſt precious Fool. make much on him : 


I can compare him to nothing more happily, chan a : 


Drum; for every one may play upon him. 

E. Kn. No, no, a Childs Whiltle weie far the fitter. 

Brai. Sir, ſhall 1 intreat a word with you ? 

E. Kn. Wich me, Sir ? you have not another T/:do to 
ſell, ha* you ? ; | 

Brai. You are conceited, Sir; your Name is Maſter 
Kno'well, as I take ic? 

E. Kn, You are i” the right; you mean not to pro- 
ceed in the Catechiſm, do you ? 

Krai, No Sir, I am none of that Coar, 

K, Kn, Of as bare a Coat, though; well, ſay Sir, 

Brai, Faich Sir, | am bur Servant tothe Drum ex- 
traordinary, and indeed (rhis ſmoky varniſh being 
waſhe off, and three or tour Parches remov'd) 1 appear 
your-Worſhips in Reveriion, alter the deceale of your 
good Pather, Brain worm, 


E. Kn. Bram worm | 'Slight, what brerth of a Conju- 


rer hath blown thee hither in this ſhape ? 

Brai, The breath o' your Letter, Sir, .this Morning : 
the ſame chat blew you to the Wind mill, and your 1 a- 
ther atter you. 

E. Kn. My Father: | ; 

Brai. Nay, never ſtart, *tis true, he has follow'd you 
over the Fields by che Foot, as you would do a Hare i” 
the Snow. 

E. Kn, Sircah, Well bred, what ſhall we do, Sirrah ? 
my Father is come over after me. 

Wel. Thy Father, wheie is he ? 

Brai. At Juſtice Clement's Houſe, in Colemesn Street, 
where he but ſtays my recurn ; and then 

Wl, Who's chis ? Braimworm ? 

Brai, | he fame, Sir. 

Wel. Why how, in the nime. of wir, com'ſt thou 
tran{muced thus ? | 

Brat. Faith, a Device, a Device : nay, forthe love of 
Reaſon, Genrlemen, and avoiding the Langer, ſtand 
nor here 3 withdraw and I'll tell you all. 

iVel. But are thou fure he will ſtay chy return ? 

Brai. Do I live, Sir? whar a queſtion 1s that ? 

Wel. We'll prorozue his Expetation then, a lictle : 
Brain w.rm, thou ſhalt go with us. Come on Gentle: 
men; nay, I pray thee, ſweer Ned, droop not ; 'heart, 


an' our Wits be {o wrerchedly dull, that one old plod-. 


ding Brain can our {trip us all, would we were e'ne preſt 


Kitely, Cph, 


I 
WA Hu ſays he, 7homas ? Did you ſpeak with him ? 


. Caſh. He will expect you, Sir, wich in chis halt 
ol”, 
Kr. Has he the Money ready, can you tell ? 
Caſh. Yes, Sir, the Money was brought in laſt night, 
Kit. O, that's well : ferch me my Cloke, my Cioke. 
' Stay let me fe, an hour to go and come ; 
' I, that will be the leaſt : and chen 'ewill be 
An hour betore I can diſpatch with him, 
Or very n-ar : well, 1 will fay ewo hours. 
Two hours? ha ? thiogs never dreaie of yer, 
May be contriv'd, I, and efte&ed too, = 
In ewo hours abſence : well, I will not go. 
Iwo hours! no, fleering Opportunity, 
[ will nor give your ſuhciley chat ſcope. 
Who will noe judge him worthy to be robb'd, 
That fers his Doors wide open toa Thief, 
"And ſhews the Fellon where his Treaſure lies ? 
Again, what earthly Spirit bur will atcempe 
To taſte the Fruic of Beauties golden Tree, 
When leaden ficep ſeals up the Dragons Eyes ? 
, 1 will not go. Buſinek, go by for once. 
| No, Beauty, no; you are of too good caract, 
; To be left to, without a guard, or open ! 
' Your luſter too'll inflame at any diſtance, - 
Draw Courtſhip co. you, as a Jet doth Seraws, 
| Pue motion in a Stone, ſtrike Fire from Ice, 


; Nay, make a Porter leap you with his burden ! 


You muſt be then kept up cloſe, and well warch'd, 

For, give you opportunity, no Quick-ſand 

Devoures or ſwallows {witter | He that lends 

His Wite (if the be fair) or time or place, 

Compels her to be falſe, I will not go. 

The dangers ar&fro0 many, And, then, the dreſling 

' Is a molt main attractive | Our great Heads 

| Within the C ley never were in ſafety 

| Since otir Wives wore thele lietle Caps : I'll change 'em, 
I'll change 'em ſtraight in mins. Mine (hall no more 

| Wear three pil'd Acorns, to make my Horns ake. 

| Nor will | go. Iam relolv'd tor that. 

| Carry in my Cloke again. Yet ſtay. Yet do too. 

| will deter going on all occations. 

_- Sir, Snare your Scrivener will be there wich th* 


Kit. That's true | Foul on me ! | had clean forgot itz 
I muſt go. Whats a Clock ? Caſh. Exchange-time, 
Sir. 
| Kit. "Heart, chen will I#el-bred preſently be here 
tOO, 
With one or other of his looſe Conforts, 
I am a Knave, it 1 know what to lay, 
Whar courſe to take,” or which way to reſolve. 
My Brain merhinks is like an Hour-glafs, 
Where my maginations run like Sands, 
Filling up 'Time ; bur then ace rurn'd and wind : * 
So that 1 know not what to ſtay upon, 
And lzfs to pur in att. Ir ſhall be to. 
Nay, I dare build upon his fecrefie, 
He knows not to deceivg me. Thomas ! Caſh. Sir. 
Kit. Yet.now I have berhought me roo, I will not. 
Thomas, is Cob within ? Caſh. I chink he be, Sir. 


K:t. But he'll prare coo, there's no Speech of him. 
No, there were no Man o the Earth to Thomas, 
It I durſt cruſt him ; chere is all the doubr. 


But ſhould he have a chink in him, I were cone, 
C 2 Lo? 
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Loſt 7 my fame for ever, talk for th Exchange. | Kit. By Heaven it is not, that's enough. But Thema, 
The manner he hath ſtood with, ill this preſent, I would nor you ſhould utcer it, do you te ? 
Dorh promiſe no ſach change, what ſhould I fear then? To any Creature living yet 1 care nor. 
Well, come what will, I'll eempt my tartune once, Well, I muſt hence, Thomas, conceive thus much 
Thumas—— you may deceive me, but, | hope—— | It was a eryal of you, when I meant 
Your love to me is more Caſh, Sir, if a Servants So deep a Secret ro you, 1 mean nor this, : 
Duty, with Faith, may be call'd love, you ary | But char I have to cell you ; his is noching, this! , 
More than In hope, you aro.polleſs d of tt, But Thomar, keep this from wy Wile, 1 charge you, 

Kit, | thank you heartily 7h. ; Gi! me your hand: Lock'd up in filence, Mid-night, buried here. 
With all my heart, good 7Thomer, I have Thomas; No greater Hell than to be ſlave to Fear, 
A ecret to impart unto you = but, | Caſh, Lock'd up in ſilence, Mid night, buried here! 
When once you have it, | muſt ſal your Lips up :  Whence ſhould this tlovd of Paſſion mar take head ? 
(50 far 1 yon Thumm.) Caſh. Sir, for that=— | ha ? erg 

Kit, Nay, hear me out. 'Lhink I eſteem you 7homar, | Beſt dream no longer of this running humour, 
When 1 will let you in thus to my private. For tear I tink ! the violence of the Seream 
[+ js a thing lits nearer to my creſt, | Already hath tranſported me v far, 
"Than thou art 'ware of, 7homas. It thott ſhould'ſt | Thar 1 can tecl noground at all ! but foft, 
Reveal it, but Caſh, How | I reveal ic? Kit. Oh, tis our Water-bzarer; ſfomewhac has croſt hun 

Nay, | now. 

[ do norhbink thou would'{t ; but if thou ſhould ſt, 
'Twere a great weakneſs. Caſh. A great treachery. Act IL Scene IVY. 
Give it no other name. Kit. *Thou wilt nor do't, then? 

Caſh. Sir, if [ do, Mankind diſclaim me ever, Ceb, Caſh. 

K:r. He will not ſwear, he has ſome Reſervation, | 
Some conceal'd purpole, and cloſe meaning ure ; Pans days? what tell you me of Faſting days ! 
Ellz (being urg'd fo much) how ſhould he chooſe 'Slid, would they were all on a light Fire tor 
Buc lend an Oarh to all this Proceſtacion ? me : They fay the whole World ſhall be conſum'd 
He's no Preciſian, that I am certain of. with Fire one day, but would I had theſe Ember- 
Nor rigid Reman Catholick. He'll play weeks and villanous Fridays burnt inthe mcaa time, and 
At Fayles, and at Tick tack, Thave heard him ſwear, then ———— 
What ſhould I think of ic? urge him again, Caſh. Why, how now-C:b? what moves thee to this 
And by ſome other way : I will do fo. Choler ? ha ? 

Well Themcr, thou haft fworn not to diſcloſe ; Cob. Collar, Maſter Thomas? I ſcorn your Collar, I 


Yes, you did ſwear? Caſh. Nor yer, Sir, buc I will, Sir, I am none © your Cart-horſe, though I carry 
Plzalz you—— Kir. No, Thom, 1 dare take thy word. | and draw Water. An' you offer to ride me with your 


Bur, it thou wile ſwear, do asthou think'lt good ; Collar or Halter either, I may hap ſhew you a Jades 
I am refolv'd without it ; at thy pleature. trick, Sir. 
Caſh. By my Souls ſafety then, Sir, I proteft. Caſh. O, you'll flip your Head out of che Collar ? 
My congue ſhall ne're take knowledg of a word why goodman C#b you miſtake me. 
Peliver'd me in nature of your truſt. Cob. Nay I have my Rheum, and 1 can be angry as 
Kit. It's too much, theſe Ceremonies need not, well as another, Sir. 
1 know thy Faith to be as firm as Rock. 'Cas, Thy Rhume Cob ? thy Humour, thy Humour ? 
7homas, come hither, near-: we cannot be thou miſtak'ſt. 
'Voo private in this buſineſs. So ir is, Cob. Humour ? mack, I think it be ſo indeed : what 
(Now he has {worn, I dare the fatelier ventuer) is that Humour ? ſome rare thing I warrant. 
I have of late, by divers Obſervations | Caſh. Mary Ill cell thee Cob: It is a Gentleman like 
(Burt whether his Oach can bind him, yea, or no, Monſter, bred in:the ſpecial gallainry of our Time, by 


| Aﬀectation; and fed by Folly. 
Cob. How ? mult ic be fed ? 
Caſh. Oh I, Humour ,is nothing if it be not fed. 


Being nor taken lawfully ? ha'? ſay you ? 
1 will ask Counſzl ere 1 do proceed :) 
Themas, it will be now too long to ſtay, 


Pll ſpy fome fitter time ſoon, or to morrow. : Didſt thou never hear that?- ic's a common Phraſe, Feed 
Caſh. Sir, at your plcafure? 'Kir. I will chink. And , my Humour. | 
Thomas, | Cob. Ill none on it : Humour, avant, F know you 


[ pray you ſearch the Books 'gainſt my return, | not, -be.gone. Ler who will make hungry Meals for 
For the Receipts *rwixt me and Traps. Caſh, I will, Sir. | our Monſter-ſhip, it (hall not be I. Feed you, quoth 
Kit. And hear you,, if your Miſtris - Brother Well- | he ? *Slid, I ha' much ado to feed my ſelf ; eſpecially 


bred on theſe lean raſcally days too ; and't had been any 
'Chance to bring hither any Gentlemen, other day but a Faſting-day (a Plague on them all for 
Ere I come bick, let one ſtraight bring me word. me) by this Light, one might have done the Common- 
Caſh. Very well, Sir. Kit. To the.Exchange; do you | wealth good Service, and have. drown'd them all i” the 
hear ! \ Flood Two or three hundred thouſand iyears ago. O, 

'Or here in Colman Street, to Juftice Clements. | do ſtomach them hugely! I have a Maw now, 


Vorger ic not, nor be not our of the way. | and 'twere for Sir Bevs his Horſe, againſt 'em. 
Caſh. | will not, Sir. Ki. 1 pray you have a care | Caſh. 1 pray thee, good Cib, what makes thee.ſo out 


on'r, of love with Faſting-days ? 
O: whether he come, or no, it any other Cob. Marry that which will make any Man out of 
Stranger, or elſe fail not to {:nd me word. love with 'em, I think : their bad Conditions, an' you 
Caſh. | ſhall not, Sir. Kir. Be't your ſpecial Bu- | will needs know. Lirſt, they are of a Flemih breed 
* flinch T1 am ſure on't, for they raven.up more Butter than 
Now to remember je. Caſh. Sir, I warrant you. all the days of the Week beſide : Next they ſtink of 
Kit. Bur, Thomas, this is not the Secret, 7 bomas, Fiſh and iT eek-porridge miſerably : Thirdly, they'll 
Irold you of, -Caſh, No, Sir, 1 do ſuppoſe ir, ow a Man-devourly hungry all day, and at night 
Kit, Beligvo me, it is not, Coſb, vir, 1 do believe þſend him lupperleſyto.Bed 
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Caſh. Indeed theſe are Faults, Cos. : : 

Cob. Nay, and this were all, 'ewere ſomething ; bue 
they are the only known Enemies to my Generation. A 
Faſting day no ſooner comes, bue my Linage goes to 
wrack, poor Cobs, they ſinoak for,ir, they are made 
Mattyrs o' the Gridiron, they melt in paſſion : And 
your Maids too know this, and yer would have mg turn 
Hannibal, and cart my own Fleſh and 
Blood, My gs Coun, tear no- 
thing ; | have not the heart to devour 
ou, aln' 1 might be made as rich as 

ing Cophetwa, O that I had room tor 
my "Tears, 1 could weep Salt-water enough now to 
preſerve the Lives of ten thouſand of my Kin. But 
1 may curſz none but theſe filthy Almanacks ; for 
an't were not for them, theſe Days of Perſecution 
would nce'cr be known. IIl be hang'd an' ſome Fiſh- 
monger's $ori do not make of 'em, and puts in more 
Falting days than he ſhould do; becauſe he would urter 
his Father's dried Srock-fiſh ang ſtinking Conger. 

Caſh. *Slight, peace, thoulr be bearen like a Stock-fiſh 
eMe : Here's Mr. Mz:thew. Now muſt I look out for a 
Meſſenger to my Maſter. 


A&R I. Scene V. 


Well-bred, E. Kno well, Bram worm, Bobadil, Matthew, 
Stephen, Thomas, Cob. 


| He pulls ont 
, "oY Hers 
rIMg. 


Eſhrew me, bur it was an abſolute good Jeſt, and 
exceedingly well carried. s 

E. Kn. I, and our Ignorance maintain'd it as well, did 
ie nor ? 

Ill. Yes faith; but was't poflible thou ſhould'ſt not 
know him? I forgive Mr. Srepher, tor he is Stupidity it 
{elf. 

E. Kn. "Fore God, not I, an' I might have been join'd 
Patten with one of the Seven Wiſe Maſters for knowing 
him. He had fo wricthen himſelf into the Habit of one 
of your poor Infantry, your decay'd, ruinous, worm- 
caten Gentlemen of the Round; fuch as have vowed to 
fic on the Skirts of the City, like your Provoft and his 
half-dozen of Halberdiers.do whar they can ; and have 
tranſlated Beggiog otfit of the old Hackney-pace, to a 
fine calic Amble, and made it run as ſmooth on the 
Tongue as a ſhove-groat Shilling. Into the Likeneſs of 
one of theſe Reformado's had he moulded himſelf fo per- 
tealy, obſerving every Trick of their Action, as, varying 
the Accent, {wearing with an Emphaſis, indeed all with 
{o {pecial and exquiſite a Grace, that (hadſt thou ſeen 
him) thou wonld'lt have worn, he mighe have been 
Serjeant Major, it not Licurenanr Colonel to the Re- 
giment. 

Wel. Why Brain-worm, who would have thought thou 
hadſt been ſuch an Arrificer ? 

E. Kn. An Artificer ? an Archite&t : Except a Man 
had ſtudied Begging all his Life-time, and been a Wea- 
ver of Language from his Infancy for the cloathing of 
it, I never faw his Rival. 

el. Where gor'ſt thou this Coat, I marle ? 

Rrai. Of a Hound/ditch man, Sir; one of the Devil's 
neer Kinſmen, a Broker. ' 

Wel. "That cannot be, it che Proverb hold ; for, 4 
crafty Knave needs no Broker. 

Brai. True, Sir : But 1 did nced a Broker, Ergo. 

IWel. (Well pur off.) No cratty Knave, you't lay. 

E, Kn. Tut, hc has more of cheſe Shifts. 

X Brai, And yer where I have one, the Broker has ten, 
Sr 


Tho, Francis, Martin: Nc'er a one to be found now ? 
Whart a ſpite's this ? 


Wel. How now, Thomas? Is my Brother Kitely within ? 
Tho, No Sir, my Maſter wene forth &'en now ; bue 


Maſter Downright i» within, Gob, what Cob ? b he gong 
£90 * 
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el Whither wene your Maſtet, 7hewar, canft thai: 
rel 


Tho, | know not; to Juſtice Clewenrs, I think, Sir- 


Cop, 

E. Kn, Juſtice Clement ! what's he ? 

+. Why, doſt thou not know him? He is a Clty- 
Magiſtrate, a Juſtice here, an excellent Lawyer, 


and a great Scholar ; but the only mad, merry old Fel- 
low in Europe, I ſhew'd him you the ocher day. 
_ EF, &, Oh, is chat he? I remember him now. Good 
faith, and he has a very ſtrange Preſence, methinks; ie 
ſhews as if he ſtood out of the Rank from other Men: 
| have heard many of his Jeſts i” the Univerſity. They 
oy, 1 will commit a Man for taking the Wall of his 
orſe 
IF. 1, or wearing his Clos on one Shoulder, or fer- 
ving of God; any thing indeed, if ic come in the way 
ot his Humour, 
Caſh. Gaſper, Martin, Cob : *Heart, where ſhould they 
be trow ? [ Caſh goes in and out, calling. 
Bob. Maſter Kizely's Man, pray thee vouchfafe us c 
lighting of this Match. | 

Caſh. Fire on your Match: No time but now to vouch- 
lafe ? Francs, Cob. o 

Bob. Body of me! Here's the Remainder of Seven 
Pound ſince yeſterday was ſever-night. *Tis your fighc 
Trinidado : Did you never take any, Maſter Sre 


phen ? 
Step. No truly, Sir ; bur I'll learn to take it now, fince 
you commend it fo. ak 


Bob. Sir, Believe me (upon my Relation) for what I 
tell you, the World ſhall not reprove. E have been in 
the Indies (where this Herb grows) where neither my 
lelf, nor a dozen Gentlemen more (of my knowledge) 
have received the taſts of any other Nutriment in the 
World, for the ſpace of one and twenty Weeks, bur the 
Fume of this Simple only. Therefore, it cannot be, bur 
'ris moſt Divine. Further,take it in the nature,in the true 
kind, fo it makes an Antidote, that had you taken the 
moſt deadly poiſonous Plane in all ay, it ſhould expel 
it, and clarifie you, with as much caſe as I ſpeak. And 
for your green Woand, a= Balſamum and your $S:. 
Jobn's Wort are all meer Galleries and Traſh co it, efpe- 
cially your Trimdados; your Nicotian is good too. I 
could ſay what I know of the Vertue of it, for the ex- 
pulſion of Rhewms, raw Humours, Crudiries, Obſtru- 
ions, with a thoufand of chis kind ; but IT profets my 
felf no Quackfalver. Only thus much; By Herewes, LI 
do hold ir, and will aftirm it (before any Prince in E«- 
rope) to be the moſt ſovereign and _ Weed that 
ever the Earth tendred to the uſe of k 

E. Kn. This Speech would ha* done decently in a 
Tabacco trader's Mouth. 

Caſh. Ar Juftice Clement's he is, in the middle of Cok- 
man-ſtreet. | 

Cob. Oh, oh! 

Bob. Where's the Match I gave thee, Maſter Kirel's 
Man ? 

Caſh. Would his Match, and he,and Pipe and all were 
at Sanito Domingo. I had torgor ir. 

Cob. By s me, I mar'le what pleaſure or felicicy 
they have in taking this roguiſh Tabacco ! It's for 
nothing but ro choak a Man, and fill him full oft Smoke 
and Embers: There were four died out of one Houſe 
laſt week wich taking of it, and ewo more the Bell went 
tor yelternighe; one of chem (they fay) will ne'er ſcape 
it ; he voided a Buſhel of Soor yelte:day, upward and 
downward. By the Stocks, an' there were no wiſer 
Men chan I, I'd have it preſent whi ppings Man or Wo- 
man, that ſhould bur deal with a Tabacco-pipez why, - 
ie will ſtifle them all in che end, as many as uſe it; it's 
litele better than Ratsbane or Roſakey, 

All, Oh, good Captain, hold, hold, 

| Bobadil beats him with 4 Cudge!. 


Rob, You baſe Cullion, you. 
( } Cob. Sir, 
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Caſh. Sir, here's your Match. Come, thou muſt needs 
be talking too, tho' art well enough {erv'd. Re: 

Cob. Nay, he will not meddle with his Match,. I 
warrant you : Well, it ſhall be a dear Beating, an' l live. 

Bob. Do you prate? do you murmur ? 

E. Kn. Nay, good Captain, will you regard the Hu- 
mour of a Fool ? Away, Knave. 

Well. Thomas, get him away. : 

Bob. A horſon filthy Slave, a Dung-worm, an Excre- 
ment ! Body o* Ce/ar, but that I ſcorn to ler forth fo 
mean a Spirit, I'd ha? ſtabb'd him to the Earth. 

W:l. Marry, the Law forbid, Sir. 

Bob. By Pharaoh's Foot, I would ha' done it. 

Step. Oh, he ſwears molt admirably! (By Pharaoh's 
Foot, Body o' Ceſar) I ſhall never do it ſure, (Upon 
mine Honour, and by. St. George) No, I ha' not che right 
Grace. | 

Mat. Maſter Stephen, will you any ? By this Air, the 
moſt Divine Tabacco that ever I drunk ! 

Step. None, I thank you, Sir. O, this Gentleman do's 
it rarely too ! but nothing like the other. By this Air, 
as I anf a Gentleman : By 

Brai. Maſter, glance, glance | Maſter Wl bred ! 

Step. As I have ſomewhat to be ſaved, I proteſt —— 

[ Mr. Stephen & pratl:/ing/to the Poſt. 

Wl. You are a Fool, it needs no Affidavi. 

E. Kn. Couſin, will you any Tabacco? 

Step. I, Sir | Upon'my Reputation 

E. Kn. How now, Coufin ! 

Step. 1 proteſt, as I am a Gentleman, but no Soldier, 
indeed 

W:l. No, Maſter Stephen ? As remember, your Name 
is entred in the Artillery garden. 

Step. I, Sir, that's true. Coulin, may I ſwear, As I am 
a Soldier, by that ? | 

E. Kn. O yes, that you may ; it's all you have for 
your Money. £4 

Srep. Then, as I am a Gentleman, and a Soldier, it is 
Divine Tabacco, 

_ _ Weil. But foft, where's Mr. Matthew ? gone ? 

Brai. No, Sir ; they went in here. 

Wel. O, let's follow them : Maſter Matthew is gone to 
falute his Miſtriſs in Verſe ; we ſhall ha' the happineſs to 


hear ſome of his Poetry now ; he never comes unfur- 
niſh'd. Braim-worm ? 
Srep. Brain-worm ? where ? is this Brain worm ? 


E. Kn, I, Couſin ; no words of it, upon your Gentility. 

Step. Not I, body of me, by this Air, St. George, and 
che Foot of Pharacb, 

Wel. Rare ! Your Couſin's Diſcourſe is ſimply drawn 
out with Oaths, 

E. Kn. 'Tis larded with 'em; a kind of French Dreſ- 


ſing, it you love it. 


Act III. Scene VI. 


. Kitely, Cob. 


A? How many are there, ſaiſt thou ? 
Ccb. . Marry Sir, your Brother, Maſter Well bred — 
Kit. Tut, belide him : what Strangers arc there, Man ? 
Cob. Strangers? Lee me fee, one, two ; mals I know 
not well, there are fo many. 
Kit. How ? ſo many ? | 
C-b. I, there's fome five, or ſix of them at the moſt. 
Kit. A (warm, a {warm ! 
-Spice of the Devil, how they ſting my Head 
With torked Stings, thus wide and large ! Bur, Cob, 
How long haſt thou been coming hicher, Cob ? 
Cob. A lictle while, Sir. 
Kit. Diſt thou come running ? 
Cob. No, Sir. 
Kit. Nay, then l am familiar with thy haſte! 
Bane co my Fortunes, what meant I to marry ? 


I, that before was rank'd in fuch Content, 
My Mind at reſt too, in ſo fott a Peace, 
Being free Maſter of mine own free Thoughts, 


.And now become a Slave ? What, never figh, 

| Be of good cheer, Man ; tor thou arc a Cuckold : 
"Tis done, 'ris done ! Nay, when ſuch flowing Store, * 
Plenty it (elf, falls in my Wives Lap, 


The Cornucopice will be mine, I know. Bur, Ceb, 

What Entertainment had chey ? I am ſure 

My Siſter and my Wife would bid them welcom ! ha ? 
C:b. Like enough, Sit, yet 1 heard not a word of it. 
K:t. No; their Lips were feal't with Kiffes,and the voice 

Drown'd in a Flood of Joy, at their arrival, 

Had loſt her Motion, State, and Faculty. 

Cob, which of them was't that firſt kilt my Wife? 


' (My Siſter, I ſhould fay) my Wife, alas ! 


I fear not her. Ha? who was it, ſaiſt thou ? 

Cob. By my troth, Sir, will you have the troth of it ? 

Kit. Oh I, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. | 

Cob. Then I am a Vagabond, and firter for Bridewel 
than your Worſhips Company, if 1 ſaw any body to be 
kiſt, unleſs they would have kift the Poſt in the middle 
of the Warehoulſz ; tor there I lett chem all ar their Ta- 
bacco, with a pox. ; | 

Kit. How ? were they not gone in then e'er thou 
cam'ſt ? 
© Cob. O no, Sir. 

Kit. Spite of the Devil ! what do I ſtay here then? 
Cob, tollow me. 

Cob. Nay, ſoft and fair, I have Eggs on the Spic; I 
cannot go yet, Sir. Now am I, for ſome five and fifty 
Reaſons, hammering, hammering Revenge : Oh for 
three or four Gallons of Vinegar, to ſharpen my Wits. 
Revenge, Vinegar Revenge, A 'inegar and Muſtard Re- 
venge ! Nay, an' he had not lien in my Houſe, *wwould 
never have griev'd me but being my Gueſt, one chat 
I'll be ſworn my Wife has lent him her Smock off her 
Back, while his one Shirt has been at —_— ; pawn'd 
her Neck-kerchers for clean Bands for him ; fold almoſt 
all = Platters, to buy him Tabaccoz and he to turn 
Monliter of Ingraticude, and ſtrike his lawful Hoſt ! 
Well, I hope to raiſe up an Hoaſt of Fury for't ; Here 
comes Juſtice Clement. 


AR IIL Scene VII. 


Clement, Kno'well, Firmal, Cob, 


Hat's Maſter Kitely gone, Roger ? 
For. I, Sir. | 

Clem. *Heart o' me! what made him leave us fo ab- 
ruptly ! How now, Sirrah ? what make you here ? what 
would you have, ha ? 

Cob. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, I am a poor Neigh- 
bour of your Worſhips——— 

Clem. A poor Neighbour of mine? Why, ſpeak poor 
Neighbour. | 

Cob, I dwell, Sir, at the Sign of the Water-tankard, 
hard by the Green Lattice : I have paid Scot and Lot 
there any time this eighteen Years. | F 

Clem. To the Green Lattice ? 

Cob. No, Sir, to the Pariſh : Marry, I have ſeldom 
ſcap'd ſcor-free at the Lattice. 

Clem. O, well ! What Buſineſs has my poor Neigh- 
bour with me? * 

Cab, An't like your Worſhip, I am come to crave the 
P of your Worſhip. 

Clem. me, K nave ? Peace of me, Knave? Did I 
cver hurt thee, or threaten thee, or: wrong thee? ha? 

Cob. No, Sir ; but your Worſhips Warrant for one 
that has wrong'd me, Sir : His Arms are at too much 
liberty, I would fain have them bound tro a Treaty of 
_ an' my Credit could compals it with your Wor- 

ip. 


Clem. Thou 
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Clem, Thou goeſt far enough about for'e, I am fure. 

Kno, Why, doſt thou go in danger of thy lite tor him, 
Friend ? 

Cob. No, Sir; butI go in danger of my death every 
hour, by his means: an' I die within a twelve-month and 
a day, I may ſwear by the Law of the Land chat he 


 killd me. 


Clem. How? how Knave ? fwear he kilFd thee? and 
by the Law ? what pretencc ? what Colour haſt chou tor 
that ? 

Cob. Marry, an't pleaſe your Worſhip , both Black 
and Blue; Colour enough, I warrant you. I have it 
here to ſhew your Worſhip. 

Clem. What is he that gave you this, Sirrah ? 

Cob, A Gentteman and a Soldier, he ſays he is, o'the 
City here. 

Clem. A Soldicr o' the City ? What call you him ? 

Cob. Captain Bobadil. 

Clem. Bobadi!? And why did he bob and bear you, 
Sirrah ? How began che quarrel betwixt you, ha? ſpeak 
cruly Knave, I adviſe you. 


A& IV. 


Down-right, Dame Kitely. 


Scene [. 


WE! Siſter, Tell you true : and you'll find it fo ir 
R the end. 

Dame. Alas, Brother, what would you have me to do? 
I cannot help it: you ſee my Brother b! ings 'em ia 
here; they are his-Friends. - 

Down. His Friends? his Fiends. 'Slud, they donothing 
but haunt him up and down, like a fore of unlucky 
Sprires, ' and temper him to all manner of villany that 
can be thought of: Well, by this 'Light, a lictle ehing 
would make me play the Devil with ſome of *em ; and 
'ewere not more for your Hiusband's fake, than any 


| thing elſe, I'd make the" Houſe too hor for the beſt on 
| em : they ſhould fay, and ſwear, Hell were broken 


looſe, eer they went hence. Bur, by God's will, *tis no 
Bodics faule but yours: for, an' you had done as you 
might have done, they ſhould have been parboil'd and 


Cob. Marry, indeed, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, only 
becauſe I ſpake. againſt their vagrane Tobacco, as 1 came ; 
by 'em when they were taking owt; tor nothing cl{g. 

Clem. Ha! you ſpeak againſt Tobacco? Formall, his | 
name. | 

Firm. What's your name, Sirrah ? | 

Cob. Olrver, vir, Olwer Cob, Sir. | 

Clem. Telt Oliver Cob he ſhall go to the Gaol. Firmall. ' 

Form. Olrver Cob, my Mallet, Juſtice Clement fays, you | 
ſhall go to the Gaol. | 

Cob. O, I beſeech your Worſhip, for God's ſake, dear 
Maſter Juſtice. ; ; 

Clem. Nay, God's precious, an' ſuch Drunkards and 
Tankards as you are, come to diſpute of Tobacco once, 
I have done! away with him. 

Cob, O, good Maſter Jultice, ſweet old Gentleman. | 

Kno. Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any good. | 
Juſtice Clement, let me intreat you, Sir. | 

Clem, What? a thread-bare Raſcal: a Beggar! a Slave, | 
that never drunk out of better than Piſs-por Mertle in | 
his life ! and he to deprave and abuſe the vertue of an | 
Herb fo generally receiv'd in the Courts of Princes, the | 
Chambers of Nobles, the Bowers of fweert Ladies, the | 
Cabbins of Soldiers! Roger, away with him, by God's | 
precious—— I ſay, go too. 

Cob. Dear Maſter Juſtice, let me be beaten again, I 
have deſerv'd it : = not the Priſon, I beſeech you. 

Kno. Alas poor Otver ! 

Clem. Roger, make him a Warrant (he ſhall not go ) 


I but fear the Knave. | 
Form. Do not ſtink ſweet Oliver, you ſhall not go, my | 


Maſter will give you a Warrant. 


bak'd too, every Mothers Son, Cer they ſhould ha' come 
in ecra one ot em. ; 

Dame. God's my life! did you ever hear the like ? 
what a ſtrange Man is this! Could I keep out all chem, 
think you ? I ſhould pur my felf againſt halt a dozen 
Men? ſhould I 2? Good faith youFd mad the patiem'it 
Body in the World, co hear you talk fo, withour any 
ſenſe or reaſon ! x 


AR IV. Scene Il. 


Mrs. Bridget, Mr. Matthew, Dame Kitely , Down riebe, 
Well-bred, Stephen, Ed. Kno'well, Bibadil, Bram worm, 
Caſh, 


Ervant (in troth ) you are too prodigal, 

Of your wits ereafare, thus to poure it torth, 
Upon ſo mean a ſubject as my worth. 

Mat. You = well. Miſtris, and I mean as well, 

Down. Hoy-day, here is ſtuff! 

Well. O, now ſtand cloſe : pray Heaven, ſhe £an get 
him to rcad : He ſhould do ic of his own natural im- 
pudency, 

Brid. Servant, What is this ſame, I pray you ? 

Mat. Marry, an Elegyan Elegy, an odd toy 

Down. To mock an Ape withall. O, I could ſew up 
his Mouth, now. 

Dame. Silter, I pray you let's hear ir. 

Down. Are you Rhime-given too ? 

Mat. Mittris, I'll read it, if you pleaſe. 

Brid. Pray you do, Servant. 

Down. O, heie's no toppery ! Death, I can indure the 


Cob. O, the Lord maintain his Worſhip, his worthy Stocks better. 


Worſhip. | 


Clem. Away, diſpatch him. How now, Maſter Kno'- 


w-ll, in dumps | in dumps ? Come, this becomes not. {| 


Kno. Sir, would I could not feel my Cares —— 


Clem. Your Cares are nothing : —_ are like my Cap, | 
ſoon pur on, and as ſoon pur off. 


hat? your Son is 
old enough to govern himſelf: let him run his courſe, 
it's the only way to make him a ſtaid Man. If he 


were an Unthrift, a Ruffian, a Drunkard, or a Licenti- * 


ous liver, then you had reaſon ; you had reaſon totake 
Care: bur, being none of theſe, Mirth's my witneſs, an' 
1 had ewice fo many cares as you have, rid drown 
chem all in a Cup of Sack. Come, come, ler's ery it : 
1 muſe your parcel of a Soldier returns not all this 
while. 


E. Kn. What ails thy Brother? can he not hold his 
Water at reading ot a Ballad? 

WeR O, no : a Rhime to him is worſe than Cheeſe, or 
; & Bag-pipe. But mark, you loſe the proteſtation. 

Mat. Faith, I did it in a humour ; I know not how 
it is: but, pleaſe you come near, Sir. This Gentleggan 
has judgment, he knows how to cenſure of a —— pray 
you, Sir, you can judge. 

Step. Not I, Sir: upon my Reputation, and by the 
Foot of Pharash. 
| «#. O, chide yr Couſin for fwearing. 

' E. Ks. Notl, fo long as he do's nor forfwear himſelf. 

' Bob. Maſter Matthew, you abuſe the expectation of 
your dear Miltris and her tair Sitter : Fie, while you 
live avoid this prolixity. 

Mas. I ſhall, Sir : well, Incipere dulce. 

' E. Kn. How! Inſipere dulce? a ſweet thing to be a Foo, 
indeed. 

| Is. What, do you take Þ frere in that ſenſe? 


| E. K» 
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E. Kn. You do not ? you! This was your Villany, to 
gull him with a motre. 
IV, O, the Benchers Phraſe : Pauca werba,pauca verba. 
Mat. Rare Creature, let me [peak without effence, 
IViuld God my rule words had the influence, 
To rule thy thurghts, as thy fair looks do mine, 
Then ſhould}? thru be hes Priſoner, who is thine. 
E. Kn. This is in Hero and Leander. 
1:*1. O, 1 peace, we ſhall have more of this. 
Aut. Be not unkind, and fair ; miſhapen fluff 
Is of behavicur beyſterom and rough, 
It. How like you that, Sir? 
F Maſter Steven anſwers with ſhaking bis bead, 
E. Kn. *Slight, he ſhakes his Head like a Bottle, to 
feel and thzre be any Brain in it! 
Mat. But obſerve the Cataſtrophe, now : 
And [in duty will exceed all other, 
As you in Beauty do excel Lives Mother. 


E. Kn. Well, I'll have him free of the Wit-brokers, 


for he ucters nothing but ſtol'n Remrnants. 

IV:!. O, forgive it him. 

E. Kn. A filching Rogue, hang him. And from the 
dead? it's worſe than Sacriledge. # 

11%. Siſter, what ha? you here? Verſes? pray you let's 
ſce: Who made theſe Verſes? they are excellent good ! 

Mat. O, Maſter ell-bred, 'tis your diſpoſition to, ſay 
ſo, Sir. They were good i'the Morning ; I made *em, 
ex taxpore, this Morning. 

Wel. How? ex tempore ? 

Met. I, would I might be hang'd elſe: ask Captain 
Bcbadi!!: He ſaw me write them, at the — ( Pox on it ) 
the. Star, yonder. | 

Brai. Can he find in his hcart to curſe the Stars ſo? 

E. Kn. Faith, his are even with him : they ha' curſt 
him enough already. 

Strep. Couſin, how do you like this Gentleman's 
Verſcs? 

E. Rn. 
Covuz ! 

S:ep. Body of Ceſar, they are admirable! 

The beſt that ever I heard, as I] am a Soldier, 

Down. I am vext, I can hold ne*er a Bone of me ſtill ! 
Heart, Pthink they mean to build and brecd here! 

Vl. Siſter, you have a fſumple Servant here, that 
crowns your Beauty with ſuch Encomions and devices: 
you may ze, what it is to be the Miſtris of a Wit ! that 
can make your perfeions fo tranſparent, that every 
blear Eye may look through them, and ſee him drown'd 
over Herd and Ears in the deep Well of defire. Siſter 
Kiely, T marvel you get you not a Servant that can 
Rhime, and do Tricks too. 

Down. Oh Monſter | impudence it ſelf! "Tricks ? 

Dame. Tricks, Brother ? what Tricks ? 

Brid. Nay, ſpeak, I pray you, what Tricks ? 

Dame. I never ſpare any Body here: but ſay, what 
Tricks? | | 

Brid. Paſlion of my Heart! do Tricks ? 

I. *Slight, here's a Trick vied and revied ! why, you 
Munkies you, what a Catter-waling do you keep? ha's 
he not given you Rhimes, and Verſes, and Tricks ? 

Down. O, the Fiend ! 


O, admirable! the beſt that ever I heard, 


 /\ II. Nay, you Lamp of Virginity, that take it in 


uff ſo! come and cheriſh this tame Poetical Fury, in 
your Servant; you'll be begg'd elſe ſhortly for a conceal- 
ment : go to, reward his Muſe. You cannot give him 
leſs than a Shilling in Conſcience, for the Book he had 
ir out of coſt hinta Teſton at lealt, How now, Gal: 
lants Mr, Afattþhew ? Captain ? What, all Sons of (i 
lence? no ſpirit ? | A _ oh 

1% ge Me, '01 might practice your Rufhan tricks 
ſomewliFe cle, ny ra, uk. I ms this is no Tavern 
nor dinking-School, to vent your exploits in. 

11. How now | whoſe Cow hascaly'd? 

Darn. Marry, that has mine, Sir, Nay, Boy, never 


| 


look askance at me for the-matrer ; Þ ll cell you of it, I, 
Sir, you and your Companions mend your ſelves when 
| ha* done? | 

Wel. My Companions ? 

Down. Yes, Sir, your Companions, ſo I ſay, Tam not 


| afraid of yot, nor them neither: your hang-byes here. 


You muſt have your Poets and your Potlings, your So/- 
dads's and Foelade's to follow you up and own the City, 
and here they muſt come to domineer and ſwagger. 
Sirrah, you Ballad-ſinger, and Slops your fellow there, 
ger you out, get you homez or (by this Steel ) PII cur 
off your Ears, and that preſently, 

Ii. *Slight, ſtay, let's ſee what he dare do : cut off 
his Ears! cut a Wheteſton. You arean Als, do you fee ? 
couch any Man here, and by this Hand, Ill cun my Ra- 
pier to the Hiles in you. 

Down, Yea that would I fain ſec, Boy. 

Dame. O Jeſt! murder. Thomas Gaſper ! 

Brid. Help, help, Thomas. 

| They all draw, and they of the Houſe 
make out to part them. 

E. Kn. Gentlemen forbear, I pray you. 

Bob. Well, Sirrah, you Holofernes : by my Iand, I will 
pink your Fleſh full of holes with my Rapier for this; 
I will by this good Heaven: Nay, let him come, lee 
him come, Gentlemen, by the Body of St. George I'll not 
kill him. [ They offer to fight again,and are parted. 

Cafh. Hold, hold, good Gentleman. 

Dcwn, You whorlon, bragging Coyltril ! 


A&t IV. Scene III, 


Kitely. | to them, 
HY, how now ? what's the matter? what's the 
ſtir here ? 
Whence ſprings the quarrel, Thomas? where is he ? 
Put up your Weapons, and pur off this rage : 
My Wite and Sitter, they are cauſe of this. 


'| What, Thomas ? where is this Knave ? 


Caſh. Here, Sir. 

Wel. Come, let's go: this is one of my Brothers an- 
cient humours, this. | 

Step. I am glad, no Body was hurt by his ancient hu- 
mour, 

Kite. Why, how now, Brother, who enforc'd this 
brawl ? 

Down. A ſort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither for 
God nor the Devil ! And they muſt come here to read 
Ballads, and Roguery, and Traſh ! I'll mar the knot of 
'em cer I ſleep perhaps : eſpecially Beb, there : he that's 
all manner of ſhapes! and Songs and Sonnets, his Fellow. 

Brid. Brother, indeed, you are too violent, 

Too ſudden in your humour: and you know 
My Brother Well-breds temper will not bear 
Any reproof, chiefly in ſuch a preſence, 
Where every flight diſgrace, he ſhould receive, 
Might wound him in opinion, and reſpect. 

Down. Reſpect? what talk you of reſpeR*mong ſuch, 
As ha' no ſpark of Manhood, nor good Manners ? 
Sdeins, I am aſham'd to hear you ! reſpect ? 

Brid, Yes, there was one a civil Gentleman, 

And very worthily demean'd himſelf! 

Kite, O, that was ſome Love of yours, Siſter ! ; 

Brid, A Love of mine ! 1 would it were no worſe, 
Brother, 

Youl'd pay my Portion ſooner than you think for, 

Dame, Indeed, he ſeem'd to be a Gentleman of an 
exceeding fair diſpoſition, and of very excellent good 

res ! 

Kite, Her Love, by Heaven! my Wives minion ! 

Fair diſpoſition ? excellent good parts ? 

Death, theſe Phraſes arc intollerable ! 


Good! parts ? how ſhould ſhe know his parts ? 


His 
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His parts ? Well, well, well, well, well, well ! 


- It is too plain, too cleer : Thomas, come hither, 


What, are they gone ? Caſh. I, Sir, they went in. 
My Miſtris, and your Siſter —— 

Kite. Are any of the Gallants within ? 

Caſh. No, Sir, they are all gone. 

Kite, Art thou ſure of it ? 

Caſh. I can aſſure you, Sir. 

Kite. What Gentleman was that they prais'd fo, 72o- 
mas ? 

Caſh. One, they call him Maſter Kno'well, a handſorp 
young Gentleman, Sir. : 
Kite, I, I thought ſo : my mind gave me ps much : 

P11 die, bue they have hid him i'the Houſe 
Somemhere ; TI ll go and ſearch : go with me, Thomas. 
Be crue to me, and thou ſhale find me a Maſter, 


A& IV. +Scene IV. 
Cob, Tib. 


Hat Tib, Tb, I ay. 
7;b. How now, what Cuckold is that knocks 
fo hard ? 
O, Husband, is'e you ? what's the news ? 

Cob, Nay you have ſtun'd me, i'faith ! you ha' giv'n 
me a knock o' the Forchead will ſtick by me : Cuckold ? 
'Slid, Cuckold ? : 

Tib. Away . you Fool, did I know it was you that 
knocke ? 
Come, come, you may call me as bad when you liſt. 

Cob, May I? Tib, you are a Whore. 

Tib. You lye in your Throat, Husband. 

Cob. How, the lyc ? and in my Throat too ? do you 
long to be ſftab'd, ha ? 

Tib. Why, you are no Soldier, I hope ? , 

Ceb. O, muſt you be ſtab'd by a Soldier? Maſs, that's 
true! when was Bobadill here? your Captain ? that 
Rogue, that foiſt, that fencing Burgullian ? Ill cickle him, 
11oith, 

Tib, Why, what's the matter ? trow : 

Cob. O, he has baſted ' me rarely, mputoully but 1 
have it here in black and whitez for his black and 
blue ſhall pay him. O, the Juſtice! che honeſt old 
brave Trojan in London ! 1 do honour the very Flea of his 
Dog. A Plague on him though, he put me once in a 


villanousfilthy fear ; marry,it vaniſht away like the ſmoke 


of Tabacco ; but I was ſmok'd ſoundly firſt. I thank the 
Devil, and his good Angel, my gueſt. Well, Wite, or 
Tib (which you will) ger you in, and lock the Door, I 
charge you let no Body in toyou; Wile, no Body in to 
you : thoſe are my words. Not Captain Bob himſelf, nor 
che Fiend in his likeneſs ; you are a Woman, you have 
Fleſh and Blood enough in you to be tempred : there- 
fore keep the Door ſhut upon all comers. 

Tib. I warrant yous there ſhall no Body enter here 
without my content. ; 

Cob. Nor with your conſent, ſweet Tb, and fo leave 

'OU, : 

: Tib, It's more than you know, whether you leave 
me 10. a : 

Cob, How ? Tib. Why, ſweet. 

Cob, Tur, ſweet or ſowr, thou art a Flower, 
Keep cloſe thy Door, | ask no more. 


A& IV. Scene V. 
Ed. Kno'wtl!l, Welk-bred, Stephen, Brain Worm, 


W-!, Prain-worm, {\erform this butineſs happily, 
And thou makelt a purchaſe of my Love for ever. 
Wel: Vtaith, now let thy fpiries uſe their belt faculties, 
But, at any hand, remember the meſſage to my Brother ; 
tor there's no other means to ſtart him. 


Brai, | warrant you, Sir, fear nothing : I have a nim- 
ble Soul has wak't all torces of my Vhat'ſie by this time, 
and pur 'em in true motion. What you have poll-t 
> withall, Ill diſcharge it amply, Sir : make ic no que» 

ion. - 
| Wel. Forth, and profper, Brain-worm. Faith, Ned, 
| wy! doſt chou approve of my abilities iri this de- 
VICC 

E. Kn. Troth, well, howſoever : but, ic will come cx- 
| cellent, if ir take. 

IWel. Take, Man? why it cannot chuſe but take;if the 


circumſtances miſcarry not: bur, tell me ingenuouſly 
| dolt thou afﬀfet ny dvilter Bridget as thou —— "= "'P 


E. Kn. Friend, am I worth belict? 
el. Come, Go not proteſt, In faich, ſhe is a Maid 


| of good ornament, and much modeſty : and, ExCepe 


1 conceiv'd very worthily of her, thou ſhouldſt noc 
have her. 

E. Kn. Nay, that I am afraid will be a aucſti 
whether 1 hall have her, or no ? Wy 2 
A = *Slid, thou ſhale have her; by this Lighe thou 

ale, 

E. Kn. Nay, do not ſwear. 

Wel. By this Hand thou ſhalt have her : I'll go ferch 
her preſently. Point but where to meer, and as I ant 
an honeſt Man Ill bring her. 

E. Kn. Hold, hold, be temperate. 

Wel. Why, by—— what ſhall I ſwear by ? thou ſhale. 
have her, as I am 

E. Kn. Pray thee, be at peace, I am fatisficd : and do 
believe thou wilt omit no offered occation to make my 
defires complear. 

Il. Thou ſhalt fee, and know, I will nor. 


A& IV. Scene VI. 


Formall, Kno'well, Brain worm, 


WwW4 your Man a Soldier, Sir ? 

Kno. 1, a Knave, 1 took him begging of the 
way, 
This morning, as I came over Meor-flelds ! 
O, here he is ! yo' have made tair ſpecd, believe me : 
Where, i' the name of. ſloth, could you be thus? 

Brai. Marry, peace by my comfort, where 1 thought 
[ ſhould have -had little comtort of your Worſhips 
ſervice. | 

Kno. How to ? 

Brai. Q, Sir, your coming to the City, your enters 
eainment of me, and your ſcading me to wacc|:- 
indeed, all the circumſtances either of your Chaz 3, or 
my Imployment are as open to your Son, 2s to your 1elt; 

Kno. How ſhould that be, unieis that Villain, Eram- 
worm » ' 

Have cold him of the Letter, and diicover'd 
All that I ſtrily charg'd him to conceal ? *:is (o ! 

Brai. | am partly, of the faith *is fo indeed. 

Kno. But, how ſhould he know thee to be my Man ? 

Brai. Nay, Sir, I cannot tell; unlets ir be by ttis 
black Art! is not your Sona Scholar, Sir ? 

Kno. Yes, but I hope his Soul is noc allied 
Unto ſuch Helliſh practice : it it were, 
| had juſt cauſe to weep my part in him, 
And curſe the time of hiis Creation. 

Bur, where didſt thou find them, Firz- Sword ? 

Brai. You ſhould rather as: where ehey found me, 
Sir ; for, I'll be fworn, 1 was going along in che Seree 
thinking nothing, when ( of a ſucdain) a Voice «<li 
Mr.Knowels Man ; another cries, Soldier ; and thus ha 
a dozen of "em, till they had call d me wichin a Houle, 
where I no ſooner came, bur they leem'd Men, and 6ur 
flew all their Rapiers at my Boſom, wit! ſome three o: 
tourſcore Oaths to accompany 'em ; and all Go eell nn 


Vo C 


| was but a dead Man, ut 1 _=_ not contels where yo 
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w-'c, and how I was imployed, and about what ; 
which, when they could not get out of me (as I pro- 
teſt, they muſt ha* difſe&ted, and made an Anatomy © 
me firſt, and fo I told *em) they locke me up into a 
Room i the top of a high'Houſe, whence by great 
Miracle (having a light Heart) I lid down by a borroni 
of Packthred into the Street, and ſo ſcapt. Bur, Sir, 


- thus much I can afſure you, tor I heard it while 1 was 
locker up, there were a great many Rich Merchants and 


brave Citizens Wives with *em at a Feaſt : and your 
Son, Mr. Fdward, withdrew with one of *em, and has 
pointed to meet her anon at one Cobs Houſe a Water- 
berrer, that dwells by the Wall. Now, there your 
Worſhip ſhall be ſure to take him, for there he Preys, 
and fail he will nor. 
E. Kn. Nor will 1 fail to brefk his match I doubt 
nor. 
Go thou along with Juſtice Clements Man, 
And ſtay there for me.” Ar one Cobs Houſe fayſt thou ? 
Brai. I Sir, there you ſhall have him. Yes? inviſt- 
ble? Much Wench, or much Son !'Slight, when he has 
ſtaid there three or four Houres, travelling with the 
expacation of Wonders, and art length be deliver'd of 
Air : O, the ſport that I ſhould then take, to look on 
him it 1 durſt ! But now | mean to appear no more a: 


fore him in chis ſhape. . I have another trick to act yer. 


O tha: | were fo happy as to light on a nupſon now of 
this Juſtices Novice. . Sir, I make you ſtay ſomewhat 
long. 

F.rm. Not a whit, Sir. Pray you what do you mean, 
Sir ? 

Brai. | was putting up ſome Papers 

Form. You ha* been lately in the Wars, Sir, it ſeems. 

Brai. Marry have 1; Sir, to my loſs; and expence of 
all almoſt—— 

Form. Troth. Sir, I would be glad to beſtow a Pottle 


of Wineo' you, if ir pleaſe you to accept it— 


Brai. O, Sir 

Firm. But to hear the manner of your Services, and 
your Devices in the Wars, they ſay they bevery ſtrange, 
and not like thoſe a Man reads in the Roman Hiſtories, or 
fees at Mile-end. 

Brai.- No I aſſure you, Sir; why at any time when 
it pleaſe you, I ſhall be ready to diſcourſe to you all I 
know : and more too ſomewhat. 

Ferm. No better time than now, Sir ; we'll goto the 
Wind-mill : there we ſhall have a Cup of neat Grift, 
we call it. I pray you, Sir, let me requeſt you to the 
Wind-mill. 

Bri. I'll follow you, Sir, and make Griſt of you, it 
I have good luck. 


A& IV. Scene VIL 
Matthew, Ed.Kno'well, Bobadil Stephen, Down-right. | to them, 


VT 


Ir, did your Eyes ever taſte the like Clown of him, 
where we were to day, Mr. Well-bred's half Brother ? 

I chink che whole Earth cannot fhew his Parallel by this 
Day-light. 

E. Kn. We were now ſpeaking of him : Captain 
Bebadill rells me he is fallen foul o* you too. 

Mat. O, 1 Sir, he threatned me with the Baſtinado. 

Bob. T, but I think, I taught you prevention this 
Morning, for that—— You ſhall kill him beyond que- 
{tion : it you be fo generouſly minded. 

Mat. Indeed, it is a moſt excellent Trick ! . 

Bob. O, you do not give ſpirit enough to your motion, 
you are go tardy, too heavy ! O, ir muſt be done like 
lightning, hay ? | He prattiſes at a Poſt. 

Mat. Rare Captain ! 

Bob. "Tur, *tis nothing, an'e be not done in a— punto ! 

E. Kn. Captain, did you ever prove your &If upon a- 
ny of our Malters of detence here ? 


Mat. O good Sir ! yes I hope he has, 

Bob. 1 will tell you, Sir. Upon my firſt coming to the 
City, after my long travail, tor knowledg (in that mi- 
ſtery only) there came three or four of *em.to me, at 
a Genelemans Houſe, where it was my chance to be re- 
dent at that time, to intreat my Preſence at their 
Schools ; and withal ſo much importun'd me, that (l 
proteſt to you, as I am a Gentleman) I was aſham'd 
of their rude demeanour out of all meaſure: well, I 
cold 'em that to come toa publick School, they ſhould 
pardon me, it was oppoſite (in diameter) ro my Hu- 
mour; bur, if fo be they would give their attendance 
at my lodging, I proteſted to do them what right or 
favour I could, as I was a Gentleman, and fo forth. 

E. Ky. So, Sir, then you tryed their skill ? 

Beb. Alas, foon tryed ! you ſhall hear Sir. Within 
two or three days after they came ; and, by honeſty, 
fair Sir, believe me, I grac'd them exceedingly, ſhew'd 
them ſome two or three cricks of prevention, have pur- 
chas'd 'em fince a Credit to admiration ! they cannot 
deny this : and yet now they ' hate me, and why ? be- 
cauſe I am excellent, and for no other vile Reaſon on 
the Earth. | 

E. Kn. This is ſtrange and barbarous ! as ever I heard. 

Bob. Nay, for a more inſtance of their prepoſterous 
natures ; but note, Sir. They have aſfaulted me ſome 
three, four, five, ſix of them together, as I have walke 
alone in divers Skirts i” the Town, as Turn bull, White- 
chappel, Shore-ditch, which were then my Quarters ; and 
ſince, upon the Exchange, at my Lodging, and at my 
Ordinary : where I have driven them atore me the 
whole length of a Street, in the open view of all our 
Gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe me. Yet all this 
Lenity will not o're-come their Spleen ; they will be 
doing with the Piſmier, raiſing a Hill a Man may ſpurn 
abroad with his Foot at pla re, By my ſelf I could 
have ſlain them all, bur I delight not in Murder. I am 
loth to bear any other than this Baſtinado for 'em : yet 
I hokd it good polity not to go diſarm'd, for though I 
be skilful, I may be oppreſs'd with Mulcicudes. 

E. Kn. I, believe me, may you Sir : and (in my 
conceit) our whole Nation ſhould ſuſtain the loſs by ir, 
if it were ſo. 

Bob. Alas no : what's a peculiar Man te a Nation ? 
not ſeen. 

E. Kn. O, but your skill, Sir, 

Bob. Indeed, that mighe be ſome loſs ; but who re- 
ſpecs it ? I will cell you, Sir, by the way of private, 
and under Seal; I am a Gentleman, and live here ob- 
ſcure, and to my ſelf; bur, were I known to Her Ma- 
jelty and the Lords (obſerve me) I would undertake 
(upon this poor Head and Life) for the publick benefic 
of the State, not only to ſpare the intire Lives of her 
SubjeRts in general, but to ſave the one half; nay, three 
parts of her yearly charge in holding War, and againſt 
what Enemy fſoever. And how would I do it think you? 

E. Kn. Nay, -I know not, nor can I conceive. 

Bob. Why thus, Sir. I would fſele Nineteen more, 
to my felt throughout the Land; Gentlemen they 
ſhould be of good Spirit, ſtrong and able Conſtitution, I 
would chooſe them by an inſtint, a Character that I 
have : and I would teach theſe Nineteen the ſpecial 
Rules, as your Punto, your Reverſo, your Stoccata, your 
Imbroccats, your Paſſada, your Montanto; till they could 


all play very near, or altogether as well as my felt. This 


done, fay the Enemy were Forty thouſand ſtrong, we 
Twenty would come into the Field the Tenth of March, 


or thereabouts 3 and we would challenge Twenty of the 
Enemy 3 they could not in their Honour refuſe us ; well 


' we would kill them ; challenge Twenty more, kill them ; 


Twenty more, kill them; Twenty more, kill them 
too ; and thus would we kill every Man his Twenty a 
day, that's Twenty ſcore; Twenty ſcore, that's Two 
hundred ; Two hundred a day, five days a A 
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Forty thouſand ; Forty times five, Five times forty, Two 
hundred days kills them all up by Computation. And 


* this will I venture my poor Gentlemar-like Carcaſs to 


perform (provided there be no Treaſon practis'd upon 
us) by fair and diſcreet Manhood ; that is, civilly by 
the Sword. p 

F. Kn. Why are you fo ſure of your hand Captain at 
all crimes ? 

Bob. Tut, never miſs thruſt upon my Reputation 
with you. 

E. Kn. T would not ſtand in Down-rights ſtate then, 
an' you meet him, for the Wealch of any one Street in 


Lindon. 


Bob. Why, Sir, you miſtake me* if he were here 
now, by this welkin, I would not draw my Weapon 
on him ! let this Gentleman do his mind : but will 
baſtinado him (by the the brighe Sun) where ever I 
meet him. 

Mat. Faith, and I'll have a fling at him at my diſtance. 

E. K1n. Gods fo, look where he is ; yonder he goes. 

[Downright walks over the Stage. 

D.w. What peeviſh luck have I, 1 cannot meet with 
theſe bragging Raskals ? 

Bob. Irs nothe ? 135 it ? 

E. K:. Yes faith, it is he ? 

Mat. Fl be hang'd then if that were he. 

E. Kn. Sir, keep your hanging good for ſome greater 
matter, for I aflure you that was he. 

Step, Upon my Repuration it was he. 

Bb Had I thought it had been he, he muſt not have 
gone ſo : but I can hardly be induc'd to believe it was he 


me. 
E. Kn. That I think, Sir. 
ain! 

Dow, O, Pharoabs foot have I found you ? Come, 
draw to your Tov's3 draw Giphe, or Il chreſh you. 

Reb, Centlem 1n of valour, I do believe in thee, hear 
me - 

Dow. Draw your Weapon then. | 

Bob. Tall Man, I never thought on it till now (body 
of me) I had a Warrant of the Peace ſerved on me, 
even now as I came along, by a Water-bearer ; this 
Gentleman ſaw ir, Mr. Matthew. 

Dow. *Sdeath, you will not draw then ? 

[ He beats him and diſarms bim, Matthew runs away. 

Bob, Hold, hold, under thy favour forbear. 

Dow. Piate again, as you like this, you Whoreſon 
foiſt you. You'll controul the Pointe, you ? Your Con- 
ſort is gone ? had he ſtaid he had ſhar'd with you, Sir. 

Bob. Well Gentlemen, bear Witneſs, I was bound to 
the Peace, by this good day. 

E. Kn. No taith, it's an ill day Captain, never reckon 
ie other : but, ſay you were bound to the Peace, the 
Law allows you to defend your felt: thar'll prove but a 
poor excuſe. 

Bob. I cannot tell, Sir. I defire good conftrudtion in 
fair ſort. 1 never ſuſtain'd the like diſgrace (by Hear 
ven) ſure I was ſtruck with a Plannet thence, forI had 
no power to tauch my Weapon. 

E. K»n. |, like enough, I have heard of many that 
have bezn beattn under a Planner : go, get you to a 
Surgeon. *Slid, an' theſe be your Tricks, your paſſa- 
dees, and your mountantoes, Vil none of them. O, man- 
ners ! that this Age ſhould bring forth ſuch Creatures ! 
tha: Nature ſhould be at leifure co make 'em! Come 

ONz. 

Step, Maſs I'll ha' this Cloke. 

#. Kn. Gods will, *tis Down-rights. 

Step. Nay, it's mine now, another might have tane'r 
up as well as 1, Fl wear it, fo 1 will. 

E, Kn. How an' he ſte it? hell challenge it, affure 
your 1-1t. 

Strep I, but he ſhall not ha* it ; Pll fay I bought ir. 

E. Ks. Take hecd you buy it not too dear Couz. 


But ſee, he is come a- 


Act. IV. Scene VIIL. 
Kitely, Well bred. Dame Kit, Bridget, Brain-worm, Caſh. 


Ow, truſt me Brother, you were much to blame, 

VY T incenſe his Anger, and diſturb the Peace 
Ot my poor Houſe, where there are Sentinels, 

That every Minute watch to give Alarms, 
Ot Civil War, without adje&tion 
Of your afliſtance or occaſion. | 

Well. No harm done, Brother, I warrant you : fince 
there is no harm done. Anger coſts a Man nothing : 
and a tall Man is never his own Man cill he be angry. 
To keep his Valour in obſcuricy, is to keep himſelf as 
it were in a Cloke-bag. What's a Muſician unleſs he 
play ? What's a tall Man unlefs he fight ? For indeed all 
this my wiſe Brother ſtands upon abſolutly ; and that 
made me fall in with him fo reſolutely. 

Dame. I, but whatharm might have come of ie, Brother ? 

Wel. Might, Siſter ? fo might the good warm Clothes 
your Husband wears be poyſon'f}, for any thing he 
knows; or the wholeſom Wine he drunk, even now, 
at the Table | 

Kite. Now, God forbid : O me. Now I remember 
My Wife drunk to me laſt 3 and chang'd the Cup, 

And bade me wear this curſed Sure to day. 

See, it heav'n ſuffer murder undiſcover:d ! 

I teell me ill ; give me ſome Mithridate, 

Some Mithridate and Oyl, good Siſter, ferch me ; 

O, I am fick at heare'! I burn, I burn. 

It you will fave my Lite, go, fetch ir me. 

. Wel. O ſtrange humour ! my very breath has poyſon'd 
im, | 

Brid. Good Brother be contene, what do you mean ? 
The ſtrength of cheſe extream Conceits will kill you. 

Dame. rew your Heart blood, Brother Hel-bred, 
now, for putting ſuch a toy into his Head. 

Wel. Is a fit ſimile a Toy? will he be poyſon'd with a 
ſimile ? Brother Kitely, what a ſtrange and idle imagina- 
tion is this? For ſhame, be wiſer. O my Soul there's 
no ſuch matter. 

Kite, Am I not ſick? how am I then, not poyſor'd ? 
Am I not poyſon'd ? how am I chen, to ſick ? 

Dame. It you be ſick, your own thoughts make youlick. 

Wel. His Jealouſie is the Poyſon he has caken. 

Brai. Mr. Kitely, my Maſter Juſtice Clement talutes you : 
and deſires to ſpeak with you with all potiible ſpeed. 

[ He comes diſguisd like Fuſtice Clements Man, 

Kite. No time but now ? whe | think 1 am lick? ve- 
ry tick! well, I will wait upon his Worſhip. Thomas, Cob, 
I muſt ſeek them out, and fer 'em Sentinels till } return, 
Thomas, Cob, Thomas. 

Wel. This s perte&tly rare, Brain-worm | but how gor'(t 
thou this Apparel of che Juſtices Man ? 

Brai, Marry Sir, my proper fine Pen-man, w- 1d 
needs beſtow the Grilt o' me, at the Wind-mil, to ©- 
ſome martial Liſcourſe ; where fo I narihal'd him, tl: 
I made him drunk with Acmiration ! and, becante too 
much heac was the cauſe ot his Diltemper, I ftripr him 


ftark naked, as he lay along aflzep, and Borrowed bh: 


Sute to deliver this Counterfeic Meſlage in, leaving a 
ruſty Armour, and an old brown Bill to watch him cill 
my return; which ſhall be, when I he pawn'd his Ap- 
parel, and ſpene the better part o*' the Money, perhaps. 
Iel. Well, thou are a ſucceſstul merry Knave, Braim- 
worm, his abſence will be a good fubject tor more mirth. 
I pray thee, return to thy young Maſter, and will him co 
meer me and my Siſter Bridget at the Tower inſtantly ; 
for, here tell him the Houle is fo ſtor'd with Jealoutie, 
there is no room for Love to ſtand upright in. We muſt 


get our fortunes commicted coſome larger P:ifon,fay ; and 
chen the Tower, I know nobetter Air : nor wherethe Li- 


berry of the Houſe may do us moreprelentſervice. Away. 
D 2 Kite: 
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Kite, Come hither, Thomar. Now, my ſecret's ripe, | 
And thou ſhalt haye it : lay to both thine Ears, 
Hark, what ſay"to thee, 1 mult go forth, Thomas, 
Be careful of thy promiſe, keep good watch, 
Note every Gallant, and obſerve him well, 
That enters in my abſence to thy Miſtrels: 
If he would ſhew him Rooms, the Jeſt is ſtale, 
Follow 'em, Thomas, or elſe hang on him, 
And let him not go after ; mark their Looks; 
Note it ſhe offer but to fee his Hand, 
Or any other amorous Toy about him ; 
But praiſe his Leg, or Foot ; or if ſhe ſay 
"The day is hot, and bid him feel her hand, 
How hot iris; O, that's a monſtrous thing! 
Note me all this, good Thomas, mark their Sighs, 
And, it they do but whiſper, break 'em off: 


- I'll bear thee out in it. Wilt thou' do this ? 


Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 
* Caſh, As truth's felf, Sir. 

Kite. Why, I believe thee 3 where is Cob, now ? Cob? 

Da. He's ever calling for Cob | I wonder how he im- 
ploys Cob (o! 

Il. Indeed Siſter, to ask how he imploys Cob, is a 
necetary queſtion, for you that are his Wite, and a thin 
not very cafie for you to be ſatisfied in ; but this Ill at- 
ſire you, Cobs Wite is an excellent Bawd, Siſter, and 
otrentimes, your Husband hants her Houſe ; marry, to 
what end; I cannot alcogether accuſe him, imagine 
ou what you think convenient. But I have known 
tzir Hides have foul Hearts, e're now, Siſter. 

Dame. Never Jaid you eruer than that, Brother, ſo 
much | can tell you for your learning. Thomas, fetch 


. your Cloke and go with me, Ill after him prefenely : I 


would to fortune I could take him there, 1' faith, I'd re- 
turn him his own, I warrant him. 

Ie. Solet'em go : this may make =_ anon. Now, 
my fair Siſter-in-law, that you knew but how happy a 
thing it were to be Fair and Beautiful ? n 

B-1id. That touches not me Brother, , 

iel. "That's true ; that's even the fault of it : for in- 
deed, Beauty ſtands a Woman in no ſtead, unleſs it pro- 
cure hr touching. Bur, Siſter, whether it- rouch you 
or 11, it touches your Beauties; and I am ſure, they 
will abide che touch 3 an” they do not, a Plague of all 
Cerule, lay 1; and it touches me too in part, though 
not in thz—— Well, there's a dear and reſpeted Friend 
of mine, Siiter, ftands very ſtrongly and worthily at- 
fected toward you, and hath vowd to inflame whole 
Bone fires of zeal at his Heart in Honour of your Per- 
tections, I have already engag'd my promiſe to bring 
you, where you ſhall hear him confirm much more. 
Ned Kni'wel is the Man, Siſter. There's no exception 
againſt the Parity. You are ripe for a Husband ; and a 
Minutes loſs to ſuch an occaſion, is a great treſpaſs in a 
wiſe Beauty. What ſay you, Siſter? On my Soul he 


loves you, Will you give him the meeting ? 


Brid. Faith I had very little confidence in mine own 
conſtancy, Brother, if I durſt not meet a Man : but 
this motion of yours, favours of an old Knight-adven- 
turers Servant, a little too much methinks. 

"Ill. Whar'sthat, Siſter ? Brid. Marry of the Squire. 

IWel. No matterit it did, 1 would be ſuch an one for 
my Friend, but fſce ! who is return to hinder us ? 

Kice. What villany isthis ? call'd out on a falſe Meſlage ? 
Tiis was ſome Plot ! I was not ſent for. Bridger, 
Where's your Silter ? Bri/, I think ſhe be gone forth, Sir. 

Ke How: ismy Wite gone torch? whither for Gods ſake ? 

B-;4, Snc's gone abroad with 7 bomas. 

K':e. Abroad Fich Thomas ? oh, that villain dors me. 
He hath ditcover'd all unco my Wite: 
Beaſt chat i was to cruſt him 3 whither, I pray you, went 
Inc? 

B-:d4. I know nor, Sir. 

I; «|. Illteli you, B:other, whicher I ſuſpect ſhe's gone. 


& 


Kite, Whither, good Brother ? f 
Wel. To Cob: Houſe, | believe: but, keep my Counſcl. 
Kite, I will, 1 will : to Cobs Houſe ? doth ſhe hant 
Cob ? 
She's gone a purpoſe now to Cuckold me, 
With that lewd Raskal, who, to win her favour, 
Hath told her all. Je. Come, he's once more gone, 
Siſter, let's loſe no time ; th' Afﬀair is worth it, 


AR IV. Scene IX, 


Matthew, Bobadil, Brain-worm, Down-right. [ts them. 


Wonder Captain what they will ſay of my going a- 

way? ha ? 

Bob. Why, what ſhould they ſay ? but as of a diſcreet 
Gentleman ? quick, wary, reſpe&tul of Natures fair Li- 
neaments; and that's all ? 

Mat. Why fo | but what can they ſay of yout beating ? 

B:b. A rude part, a touch with ſoft Wood, a kind of 
groſs Battery us'd, laid on ſtrongly, born moſt paticnc- 
ly ; andthar's all. 

Mat. I, but would any Man have offered it in Venice ? 
as you ſay ? 

Bob. Tut, I afſure'you, no: you ſhall have there your 
Nobilzs, your Gentelezza, come in bravely upon your 
reverſe, ſtand you cloſe, ſtand you firm, ttand you fair, 
ſave your retricat» with his leſt Leg, come to the aſſalro 
with che right, thruſt wich brave Steel, defie your baſe 
Wood ! But wherefore do I awake this denn? ar agar I 
was faſcinated by Fupiter : faſcinated; but I will be un- 
witch'd, and reveng'd by Law. 

Mat. Do you hear ? is't not beſt to get a Warrant, and 
have himarreſted and brought before Juſtice Clement ? 

Bob. It were not amiſs, would we had it. 

Mat. Why, here comes his Man, let's ſpeak to him, 


b. Agreed, do you ſpeak. 
Mat. 'Save you, Sir. Brai. With all my heart, Sir. 
Mat. Sir, there is one Down right hath abus'd this Gen- 
tleman and my ſelf, and we derermine to make our a- 


| mends by Law ; now, if you would do us the favour 


to procure a Warrant, to bring him afore your Malter, 


; you ſhall be well conlider'd, I affure you, Sir. 


Brai. Sir, you know my Service is my Living 3 ſuch 
Favours as theſe gotten of my Malte: is his only Pre- 
ferment, and therefore you muſt conſider me as I may 
make benefit of my Place. 

Mat. How is that ? Sir. 

Brai. Faith, Sir, the thing is extraordinary, and the 
Gentleman may be of great accompt ; yet, be whar 
he will, if you will lay me down a brace of Angels in 
my hand, you ſhall have it, otherwiſe nor. 

Mat. How ſhall we do Captain ? he asks a brace of 
Angels, you have no Money ? 

Bob. Not a Croſs, by Fortune. 

Mat. Nor I, as I am a Gentleman, but two Pence 
lefrof my ewo Shillings in the Morning for Wine and 
Raddith : let's find him ſome Pawn. | 

Bib. Pawa? we have none to the value of his demand. 

Mat. O, yes. Il pawn this Jewel in my Ear, and you 
may pawn your Silk-ſtockings, and pull up your Boots, 
they will ne're be miſt : It muſt be done now. 

Beb. Well, an' there be no remedy : I'll ſtep aſide and 
pull *em off. 

Mat. Do you hear, Sir? we have no ſtore of Moncy 
at this time, but you ſhall have good Pawns : look you, 
Sir, this Jewel, and that Gentlemans Silk-ſtockings, be- 
cauſe we would have it diſpacch't &'re we went to our 


Chambers, 
Brai. 1 am content, Sir ; I will get you che Warrant 
preſently, what's his Name, fay you ? Down right ? 
Mat. I, I, George Down right. 
B ai. What manner of Man is he ? 
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Mat, A tall big Man, Sir ; he goes in a Cloke moſt | With this ſtale Harlot's Jeſt, accuſing me 4 
commonly, of Silk-Ruſſet, laid about with Ruſlet Lace. | O, old Incontinent, doſt not thou ſhame, | To him, 
Brai. *Tis very good, Sir. When all thy Powers in Chaſtity is ſpent, 
Mat. Here, Sir, here's my Jewel. To have a Mind (© hot, and to entice, 
Bob. And here are Stockins. And feed th' Enticements of a luſtful Woman ? 
Brai. Well, Gentlemen, I'll procure you this Warrant | Dame. Our, I defiz thee, I, diſſembling Wretch. 
preſently ; but who will you have to ſerve it ? | Kite. Detie me, Strumpet ? Ask thy Pandar here, 
Mat.” That's true, Captain, that muſt be conſider'd. | Can he deny it? or that wicked Elder? [By Thomas. 


Bob. Body o' me, I know not 3 'is Service of danger. 

Brai. Why, you were beſt get one o the Varlets of the 
City, a S2rjcant : I'll appoint you one, if you pleaſe. 

Mat. Will you, Sir? Why, we can wiſh no better. 

Bob. We'll leave ir to you, Sir. 

By1j. This is rare ! Now will I go pawn this Cloke 
of the Jultice's Mans at the Brokers, for a Varlets Sute, 
and be the Varlet my ſelf ; and gee either more Pawns, 
or more Money of Down-right, for the Arcelt. 


Act IV. Scene X. 
Kno'wel, Tib, Caſh, Dame Kitely, Kitely, Cob. 


H, here it is; I am glad I have found it now. 
Ho? who is within here ? 

Tib. I am within, Sir ; what's your pleaſure ? 

Know. To know who is within beſides your ſelf. 

Tib. Why, Sir, you are no Conſtable, I hope ? 

Kno. O ! fear you the Conſtable ? then I doubt nor, 
You have ſome Gueſts within deſerve that fear 3 
Vl ferch him ſtraight. Tis. O*' Gods Name, Sir. 

Kno. Go to. Come, tell me, Is not young Kno'well 
here 2* 

Tib. Young Kno'well? 1 know none ſuch, Sir, o' mine 


' Honeſty. 


Knoe. Your Honeſty ! Dame, it flies too lightly from 
'OU. | 

here is no way but fetch che Conſtable. 

Tib. The Conſtable ! The Man is mad, I think. 

Caſh. Ho, who keeps Houſe here ? 

Kno. O, this is the Female Copelmate of my Son. 
Now ſhall I meet him ſtraight. Dame. Knock, Thomas, 
hard. . 

Caſh. Ho, good Wife ? 7ib. Why, what's the matter 
with you ? 

Dame. Why Woman,grieves it you to ope your Door ? 
Belike you ger fomething to keep it ſhur. 

7iv. What mean theſe Queſtions, 'pray ye ? 
| Dame. So ſtrange you make it? I5 not my Husband 
were ? - 

Kno, Her Husband ! 

Dame. My tried Husband, Maſter Kirely. 

Tih. | hope he needs not to be tried here. , 

Dame. No, Dame, he do's it not for need, but pleaſure. 

7is. Neither for need nor pleaſure is he here. 

Kno. This is but a Device to baulk me withal. 

Soft, who is this ? 'Tis not my Son diſguis'd ? 

Dame. O, Sir, have I foreſtall'd your honeſt Market, 

Found your cloſe Walks? You ſtand amaz'd now,do you ? 
| She [pies ber Hwshand come, and runs to him. 

I faith @ am glad) I have ſmoakr you art laſt. 

What is your Jewel, crow? In, come, let's ſee her ; 

(Fetch forth your Houſwife, Dame) if ſhe be fairer, 

In any honeſt Judginent, than my elf, 

I'll bs content with it : Bur, the is Change, 

db» feeds you far, ſhe fooths your Apperice, 

And you are well ! Your Wife, an honeſt Woman, 

I; Meat ewics ſod to you, Sir | O, you Treacher ! 

Kno., She cannot counter teic thus palpably. 

Fite, Out on thy more :{1an Strumpet Impudence! 
Steal'lt thou thus to thy Haunts ? and have I taken 
Thy Bawd, and thee, and thy Companion, 

I his Loary headed Letcher, this old Goat, 
| Pointing to Old Kno'well. 
Cloſe at your Villany, and would'ſt thou '(culs it 


þ 


Kne. Why, hear you,Sir. Kit. Tut,cur,tut ; never fpcak. 
Thy guilty Conſcience will diſcover thee. 

Kno. What Lunacy is this, that haunts this Man ? 

Kite, Well, Goodwite Ba'd, Cob's Wite, and you, 
That make your Husband ſuch a Hoddy doddy; 

And you, young Apple ſquire, and old Cuckold-maker ; 
PIl ha* you every one before a Juſtice : 
Nay, you ſhall anſwer it, I charge you go. 

Kno. Marry, with all my Heart, Sir, I go willingly ; 
Though I do taſte this as a Trick put on me, 

To puniſh my impertinent Search, and juſtly, 
And half forgive my Son for the Device. 

Kite. Corne, will you go? 

Dame. Go? to thy ſhame, believe it. 

Cob, Why, what's the matter here? what's here to do ? 

Kite. O, Cob, art thou come? | have been abus'd, 

And i' thy Houſe: Never was Man fo wrong'd ! 

Cob. 'Slid, in-my Houſe? my Maſter Kiely ? Who 
wrongs you in my Houſe ? 

Kire. Marry,young Luft in old,and old in young here: 
Thy Wite's their Bawd, here have I eaken 'em. 

Cob. Wow ? Bawd? Is my Houſe come to that ? Am 
I preferr'd thicher ? Did 1 charge you to keep your 
Doors ſhut, [zbel? and do you let 'em lie open for all 
Comers? | He falls upon his Wife, and beats her. 
a... Friend, know ſome Cauſe, betore thou beat'ſt chy 

ife, 

This's Madneſs in thee? Cob. Why ? is there no Cauſz ? 

Kite. Yes, I'll ſhew cauſe before the Juſtice, Co6 : 
Come, let her go with me. Cob. Nay, ſhe ſhall go. 

Tib. Nay, I will go. I'll ſee ar? you may be allow'd 
to make a Bundle o Hemp of your right and lawtu! 
Wife chus, at every Cuckoldly Knaves pleaſure. Why 
do you not go ? | | 

Kite. A bierer Quean! Come, we'll ha' you tam'd. 


A& IV. Scene Xl. 


Brain worm, Matthew, Bobadil, Stephen, Down-right. 


WE! of all my Diſguiſes yet, now am I moſt like 

my ſelf, being in chis Serjcants Gown. A Man 
of my preſent Protetiion never counterfeits, cill he lays 
hold upon a Debtor, and fays, he reſts him ; tor then he 
brings hiny to all manner of unreſt. A kind of little 
Kings we are, bearing the Diminutive of a Mace, made 
like a young Artichock, that always carries Pepper and 
Sale in it ſelf. Well, I know not what Danger I under- 
go by this Exploit 3 pray Heaven I come well off. 

Mat. See, I think, yonder is the Varler, by his Gown, 

Bob. Let's go in queſt of him. 

Mat. "Save you, Friend ; are not you here by appoint- 
ment of Juſtice Clement's Man ? 

Brai. Yes, an't pleaſe you, Sir; he cold me, rwo Gen- 
tlemen had will'd him to procure a Warrane from his 
Maſter (which I have about me) to be ſerv'd on ons 
Down-right. 

Mat. It is honeſtly done of you both ; and ſee where 
the Party comes you mult arreſt; ſerve it upon him quick- 
ly, afore he be aware. 4 | 

Bob. Bear back, Malter Matthew. 

Brai. Maſter Down-right, 1 arreſt you i the Queens 
Name, and mult carry you afore a Juſtice, by vercug ot 
this Warrant. 

Step. Me, Friend ? I am no Down-right, I: Tam Ma- 
ſter Stephen ; You do not well to arreſt me, I tell you 

(Fuy 2 
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truly : I am in no bodies Bonds nor Books, I would you 
ſhould know it. A plague on you heartily, for making 
me thus atraid afore my cime. 

Braji. Why, now yov are deceived, Gentlemen. 

Bob. He wears ſuch a Cloke, and that deceived us : 
But ſee, here a comes indeed ; this is he, Officer. 

Down. Why, how now, Signior Gull ! are you turn'd 
Filcher of late? Come, deliver my Cloke. ; 

Step. Your Cloke, Sir? I bought it even now, 1n open 
Market. 

Brai. Maſter Down right, T have a Warrant I muſt 
ſerve upon you, —— by theſe two Gentlemen. 

Down. Theſe Gentlemen ? theſe Raſcals ! Wb” 

Brai. Keep the Peace, I charge you in her Majeſty's 
Name. | | 

Down. T obey thee. What muſt I do, Officer ? 

Erai. Go betore Maſter - Juſtice Clement , to anſwer 
what they can obje& againſt you, Sir : I will uſe you 
kindly, Sir. 

Mat. Come, 
tain ; 
Bb. The Vailet's a tall Man, afore Heaven ' 

Down. Gull, you'll gr me my Cloke? 

Step. Sir, I bought it, and Pll keep it. | 

Down. You will ? Step. I, that I will. bo 

Down. Officer, there's thy Fee, arreſt him. 

Bri. Maſter Stephen, TI muſt arreſt you. 

Stey. Arreſt me! I ſcorn it. There, take your Cloke, 
Ill none on'. : 

Dewn. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve {ic turn, now, Sir. 
Officer, I'll go wich thee to the Juſtices; Bring him 
along. 

Step. Why, is not here your Cloke ? what would you 
have ? 

Down. T'll ha' you anſwer it, Sir. 

Brai. Sir, I'll take your Word, and this Gentleman's 
too, for his Appearance- Ie 

Down. Fil ha? no Words taken: Bring him along. 

Brai. Sir, I may chuſe to do that, I may take Bail. 

Down. *Tis true, you may take Bail, and chuſe, at ano- 
ther time: but you ſhall not now, Varlet : Bring him 
along, or Fil ſwinge you. : 

Brai. Sir, I pity the Gentleman's Caſe. Here's your 
Moncy again. ON 

Down. *Sdeyns, tell not me of my Money ; bring him 
away, I ſay. ; 

» Bro I warrant you he will go with you of himſelf, 
Sir. | 

Down. Yet more ado ? 

Brai. T have made a fair Maſh ont. 

Step, Muſt I go? 

\ Brai. I know no remedy, Maſter Stephen. 

Down. Come along,afore me here; I do not love your 
hanging Look behind. : 

Step. Why, Sir, I hops you cannot hang me for it. 


Can he, Fellow ? Hb 
Brai, I think not, Sir : It is but a whipping matter, 


ſure. 
Step. Why then let him do his worſt, I am reſolute. 


At V., Scene I. 


Clement; Kno*well, Kitely, Dame Kitely, Tib, Caſh, 
l Cob, Servants. 


Ict's before, and make the Juſtice, Cap- 


Ay, but ſtay, ſtay, give me leave : My Chair, Sir- 
rah. You, Maſter Kno'well, ſay you went thither 
to meet your Son? 
Kno. I, Sir. / ; 
Clem. But who directed you thither ? 
Kno. That did mine own Man, Sir. 
Clem. Where 15 he ? : : 
. Kne. Nay, I know not now ; I left him with your. 
Clark, and appointed him to itay here for me. 


{ 


Every Man in bis Humour. 


Clem. My Clark ? About what time was this ? 

Kno. Marry, between one and two, as I take ir. 

Clem. And what time came my Man with the falſe 
Meſlage to you, Maſter Kiely ? 

Kite, After two, Sir. 

Clem. Very good : But, Miſtris Kirely, how chance 
that you were at Cobs ? ha ? 

Ho An' pleaſe you, Sir, I'll tell you : My Brother 
= bred told me, that Cob's Houſe was a ſuſpeed 
place , 
Clem. >0 it appears, methinks; but on. 

Dame. And that my Husband us thither, daily. 

Clem. No matter, fo he usd himlelt well, Miſtris. 

Dame. True, Sir ; but you know what grows by ſuch 
Haunts oftentimes. 

Clem. I (ee rank Fruits of a jealous Brain, Miſtris Kire- 
ly : But did you find your Husband there, in that Calc 
as you ſuſpected ? 

Kite. 1 tound her there, Sir. 

Clem. Did you fo? That 1lters the Caſe. Who gave 
you knowledge of your Wifes being there ? 

Kite. Marry, that did my Brother I-l- bred. 

Clem. How ? Wel-bred firſt tell her ? then cell you af- 
ter? Where is Well bred ? 

Kite, Gone with my Siſter, Sir, I know not whither. 

Clem. Why, this is a meer Trick, a Device ; you are 
gulPd in this moſt groſly all. Alas, poor Wench, were 
thou beaten for this ? 

Tib. Yes, moſt pitifully, and't pleaſe you. 

Cob. And worthily, I an if it ſhall prove ſo. 

Clem. I, that's like, and a piece of a Sentence. How 
now, Sir ? what's the matter ? 

Ser. Sir, there's a Gentleman i' the Court without, 
defires to ſpeak with your Worſhip. 

Clem. A Gentleman ? what's he ? 

Ser. A Soldier, Sir, he ſays. 

Clem. A Soldier? Take down my Armor, my Sword, 
quickly. A Soldier ſpeak with me ! 
Why, when, Knaves? Come on, 
come on, hold my Cap there, ſo; 
give me my Gorget, my Sword : Stand by, I will end 
your Matters anon——Lect the Soldier enter. Now, Sir, 
what ha' you to fay to me ? 


A&t V. Scene IL 
Bobadill, Matthew. 


BY your Worſhips favour 
Clem. Nay, keep out, Sir; I know not your Pre- 
tence, You ſend me word, Sir, you are a Soldier: Why, 
Sir, you ſhall be anſwer'd here, here be them have been 
amongſt Soldiers. Sir, your Pleaſure. 

Bob. Faith, Sir, ſo it is, this Gentleman and my | ſelf 
have been moſt uncivilly wrong'd and beaten, by one 
Down-right, a courſe Fellow, about the Town here; and 
for my own part, I proteſt, being a Man in no fort given 
to this filehy Humour of Quarrelling, he hath affaulced 
me in the way of my Peace,deſpoil'd me of mine Honor, 
diſarm'd me of my Weapons, and rudely laid me along 
in the open Streets, when I not ſo much as once offer'd 
to reſiſt him. 

Clem. O, God's precious! Is this the Soldier ? Here, 
take my Armour off quickly, *ewill make him ſwoon, 1 
fear ; he is not fic to look on't, that will put up a Blow. 
E Mat. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, he was bound to the 

eace. 

Clem. Why, and he were, Sir, his Hands were not 
bound, were they ? 

Ser. There's one of the Varlets of the City, Sir, has 
brought two Gentlemen here ; one, upon your Worſhips 
Warrant. us | 

Clem, My Warrant ? 

Ser. Yes, Sir; the Officer lays, procur'd by theſe 
ewo. Clem. Bid 


[ He arms himſelf. 


[ To them. 
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| Clem. Bid him come in. Set by this Pifture. What, 
Mr. Down-right ! are you brought at Mr. Freſh-water's 
Suic here ? 


AR V. Scene II. 


Down-right, Stephen, Brain-worm. | To them. 


' Faith, Sir. And here's another brought at my Suit. 

Clem. What are you, Sir ? 

Step. A Gentleman, Sir. O, Uncle! 

Clem, Uncle! who? Maſter Kno*well ? 

Kno. I, Sir ; this is a wiſe/Kinſman of mine. 

Step. God's my Witneſs, Uncle, 1am wrong'd here 
monſtrouſly ; he charges me with ſtealing of his Cloke, 
and would I might never ſtir, it I did not find it in the 
Street by chance. | 

Down. O, did you find ir now ? You faid you bought 
it e're while. L 

Step. And you faid, I ſtole it: Nay, now my Uncle 
is here, I'll do well enough with you. 

Clem. Well, let this breath a while : You that have 
cauſe to complain there, ſtand forth: Had you my 
Warrant for this Gentleman's Apprehenſion ? 

Bob. I, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Clem. Nay, do not ſpeak in pafſion fo: Where had 

'OU it ? 
: Bob, Of your Clerk, Sir. 

Clem. That's well ! an* my Clerk can m«ke War- 
rants, and my Hand not at *em ! Where is the Warrant? 
Officer, have you it ? 

Brai. No, Sir, your Worſhips Man, Maſter Formal, bid 
ne do ir for theſe Gentlemen, and he would be my 
Diſcharge. 

Clem. Why, Maſter Down-right, are you ſuch a No- 
vice to be ferv'd and never fee the Warrant ? 

Down. Sir, he did not ſerve ic on me. 

Clem. No? How then ? | 

/ Down. Marry, Sir, he came to me, and faid he muſt 
ſerve it, and he would uſe me kindly, and ſfo—— 

Clem. O, God's pitty, was it ſo, Sir ? he muſt ſerve ie? 
give me my long Sword there, and help me off. So, 
come on, Sir Varlet, I muſt cue off your Legs, Sirrah : 
nay, ſtand up, Fl uſe you kindly ; I muſt cur off your 
Legs I fay. | He flouriſhes over bim with bis lovg Sword. 
| 4 O, good Sir, I belecch you; nay, good Maſter 

uſtice. 

Clem. 1 muſt do it, there is no remedy, I muſt cut off 
your Legs, Sirrah, I muſt cur off your , you Raſcal, 
I muſt doit; I muſt cut off your Noſe, I muſt cut off 
your Head. 

Brai. O, good your Worſhip. 

Clem. Wall, riſe, how doeſt thou do now ?' doeſt thou 
feel thy ſelf well ? haſt thou no harm ? 

Brai, No, I thank your good —_ Sir. 

Clem, Why, ſo? I faid I muſt cut of thy Legs, and 
I muſt cut off thy Arms, and I muſt cut © 
but, I did not do it: ſo you faid you mult ſerve this 
Gentleman with my Warrant, but you did not ſerve 
him. You Knave, you Slave, you Rogue, do you ſay 
you muſt ? Sirrah, away with him, to the Goal, Fll 
teach you a Trick, for your muft, Sir. 

Brai. Good, Sir, I beſcech you, be good to me. 

. IU Tell him he ſhall to the Goal, away wich him, 
ay. 

Brai, Nay, Sir, if you will commit me, it ſhall be for 
committing more than this: ] will not loke by my 
travail, any grain of my fame, certain, 

Clem. How is this ? 

Kno. My Man Brain worm. 

Step. O yes, Uncle, Brain-worm has been with my 
Couln Edward and I all this day. 

Clem. I told you all, there was ſome device. 

Brai. Nay, excellent Juſtice , ſince I hays laid my 


| 


thy Head; ' 


ſelf thus open to you; now, ſtand trong for me: 
with your Sword he your Ballance. Fr "I 

Clem. Body o' me, a merry Knave! Give me a Bowle 
of Sack : If he belong to yon, Maſter Kno'well, 1 be- 
ſpeak your patience. 

Brai. Thatis it, I have moſt need of. Sir, if you'll 
re mg me only, Ill glory in all the reſt of my ex- 
ploits. 

Knv. Sir, you know I love not to have my favours 
come hard from me. You have your Pardon, though 
| ſuſpect = ſhrewdly tor being of councel with my | 
Son againſt me. 

Brai« Yes, faith, I have, Sir, though you retain'd me 
doubly this morning for your felt: firſt as Brai-worm ; 
after, as Fitz-Sword. 1 was your reform'd Soldier, Sir. 
"Y mu I ſent you to Cob's upon the-Errand without 
end. 

Kno. Is it poſſible ! or thar thou ſhould'ſt diſguiſe thy 
Language fo as I ſhould not know thee ? 

Brai. O, Sir, this has been the day of my metamer- 
phofis ! Tt is not that ſhape alone that 1 have run through 
to day. I brought this Gentleman, Mr. Kite/y, a met 
lage too, in the form of Mr. Juſtices Man here, to 
draw him out o'the way, as wellas your Worſhip, while 
Maſter 1e-bred might make a conveiance of Miltris 
Bridget to my young Maſter. 

Kite, How ! my Sifter ſtol'n away ? 

Kno. My Son is not married, I hope ! 

Brai. Faith, Sir, they are both as ſure as Love, # 
Prieſt, and three thouſand Pound ( which is her Por- 
ton ) can-make 'emz and by this time are ready to be- 
you their Wedding Supper at the Windmill, except 
ame Fricnd here prevent *em, and invice *em home. * 

Clem. Marry, that will I (I chank thee for putting 
me in mind on'e.) Sirrah, go you and fetch 'em hi- 
ther upon my Warrant. Neithers Friends have cauſe 
to be ſorry, if I know the young couple aright. Here; 
I drink co thee for thy good news. Bur, I pray thee, 
what haſt thou done with my Man Formall ? 

Brai. Faith, Sir, after ſome ceremony paſt, as makin 
him drank, firſt wich Story, and then with Wine (bur *& 
in kindneſs) and ſtripping him co his Shire : I left him 
in that cool vain departed, fold your Worſhips Warrane 
to theſe two, pawn'd his Livery for that Varlets Gown 
to ſerve it in; and thus have brought my felt by my 
activity to your Worſhip's conſideration. | 

«Clem. And I will conſider thee in another Cup of 
Sack, Here's to thee ; which having drunk off, his is 
my ſentence.” Pledge me. Thou hatt done, or afliſted 
to nothing, in my judgment, but deſerves to be par- 
don'd for the wit o'the offence. If thy Maſter, or av 
Man here be angry with thee, I thall ſuſpect his En- 
gine while I know him for't. How now, what nol 
is that ? | 

Serv. Sir, it is Roger is come home. 

Clem. Bring him in, bring him in. What ! drunk irt 
Arms againſt me? Your reaſon, your reaſon for this. 


Act V. Scene IV. 


* Formal. [To them. 
, 

Beſeech your Worſhip to pardon me; I happend in. 
I to ill company by chance that caſt me into a !12ep, 
and ſtripe me of all my Clothes 

Clem. Wcel), cell him 1 am Juſtice Clement, and Go 
pardon him : bue what is this co your Armour ? what » 
may that (ignite ? 

Form. Are pleaſe you, Sir, it hung up i the Reom, 
where I was {tript; and I borrow it of on: o th 
Drawers to come home in, becauſe I was loth do do 
Penance through the Streve Pmy Shirr. 


Clm, Vo), 


Every Man in his Humour. 


—__ 


' Clem. Well, ſtand by a while. Who be theſe ? O, the 

young company, welcome, welcome. Gi” you joy. Nay 
"1 Miſtris Bridget, bluſh hot; you are not ſo freſh a Bride, 
[- but the news of it is come hither afore you. Maſter 
| Bridegroom , 1 ha' made your peace, give me your 
hand: fo will I for all the reſt, &'er you forſake my 
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28 4 Act V. Scene V. 

F | | : Ed. Knowell, Well-bred, Bridget. | To them. 
FY / | —_ WE are the more bound to your humanity, Sir. 

| ( Clem. Only theſe ewo have fo little of Man in 


*xm, they are no part-of my care. 
Wel. Yes, Sir, let me pray you for this Gentleman, he 
| belongs ro my Siſter the Bride. 
-þ# > 4.  Clew. In what place, Sir? 
17 WWel. Of her delight, Sir, below the ſtairs, and in 
| | publick :* her Poet, Sir. 
Clem. A Peet ? I will challenge him my ſelf preſently 
at ex tempore. | 
Mownt up thy Phlegon Muſe, and teſtifie, 
How Saturn ſitting in an Ebon Cloud, 
Diſrob'd his Podex white as Ivory, 
And through the Welkin thundred all alond. 
Te). He is not tor ex rempore, Sir. He is all for the 
pocked- Muſe: .pleaſe you command a fighgot it. 
Clem. Yes, yes, ſearch him for a taſte iy Vein. 
( I/ell. You muſt not deny the Queens Juſtice, Sir, un- 
' der a Writ o' Rebellion. 
"= Clem. What! all this Verſe? Body o'me, he carries a 
| wholz Realm, a Common-wealth of Paper in's Hole ! 
$ Ict's 1ec ſome of his ſubjects. 
. Unto the boundleſs Ocean of thy Face, 
| Runs this poor Ryver charg'd with ſtreams of Eyes, 
How ? this is ſtoln ! -* _. 
E. Kn. A Parodie ! a Parodie ? with a kind of miracus 
lous gift, to make it abſurder than it was. 
* C/:m, Is all the reſt of this batch? Bring me a Torch; 
'* lay it together, and give fire, Cleanſe the Air. Here 
y was enough to have inte&ted the whole City, if it had 
not heen taken in time ! Sec, fee, how our Poets glory 
ſhines ! brighter and brighter ! {till it increaſes! O, now 


Kno. There's an Emblem tor you Son, and your Stu- 
dies ! | 


cvery Year, as an Alderman. There goes more to the 


meet him, than I will to the Mayor out of his Year. 
But theſe Paper-pedlers | theſe Ink-dablers! They can- 
nor expect reprehenſion or reproach. They have ic 
with the fact. 

E. Kn. Sir, you have ſayd me the labour of a ' de- 
fence. 

Clem. It ſhall be diſcourſe for Supper ; between your 
Father and me, if he dare undertake me. But to dif. 
patch away theſe, you fign o the Soldicr, and Picture 0* 
the Poer ( but both ſo falſe, 1 will not ha* you hang'd 
out at my Door till midnight ) while we are at Sup- 
per, you ewo ſhall penicently faſt ic out in my Courc 
without 3 and, if you will, you may pray there that we 
may be ſo merry within as to forgive or forget you, 
when we come out. Here's a third, becauſe we tender 
your ſafety, ſhall watch you, he is providell for the pur- 
poſe, Look to your Charge, Sir. | 

Step. And what ſhall I do ? 

Clem. O' I had loſt a Sheep an' he had not bleatcd ! 
Why, Sir, you ſhall give Mr. Down-right his Cloke: and 
I will intreat him to take it. A Trencher and a Nap- 
kin you ſhall have ! the Buttry, and keep Cob and his 
Wite company here; whom I will intreae firſt to be 
reconcil'd : and you to endeavour with your wit to 
keep *em ſo. | 
Step. PIl do my beſt. 

Cob, Why, now I ſee thou art honeſt, 7b, I receive 
thee as my dear and mortal Wife again. 

Tib. And I you, as my loving and obedient Husband. 
Clem. Good complement! It will be their Bridal 
Night too. 'They are married anew. Come, I conjure 
the reſt co pur oft all diſcontent. You, Mr. Down-right, 
your Anger ; you, Maſter XKn#ell, your Cares; Matlter 
Kitely and his Wife, their Jcalouſie. 

For, I muſt tell you both, while that is fed, 

Horns 1 the Mind are worſe than o' the Head. 

Kite. Sir, thus they go from me; kiſs me, ſweet 
heart. , 
See what a —— Horns flie myhe Air, 

Wing'd with my cleanſed and my credulons breath ! 
Watch 'em ſuſpicions Eyes, watch where they fall. 
See, ſee ! on Heads, ts think th'bawve none at all! 
O, what a plenteous World of this will come ! 

When Air rams Horns, all may be ſure of ſome. 


it's at the higheſts and now it declines as faſt. You | I ha? learn'd ſo much Verſe out of a jealous Man's part 
may ſec, Sic tranſit gloria mund;. in a Play. . 


Clem. *Tis well, 'tis well! This Nighe we'll dedicate 
to Friendſhip, Love, andLaughter. Maſter Bridegroom, 


Clem. Nay, no ſpeech or a& of mine be drawn a- | take your Bride and lead : every one a fellow. Here is 
gainſt ſuch as profeſs it worthily. They are not born my iſtris. Bram-worm! to whom all my Addreſſes 
of Co 


urtſhip ſhall have their reference. Whoſe Ad- 


making of a good Poer, than a Sheriff. Mer. Kiely. | ventures this Day, when our Grand-Children ſhall hear 
You look -upon me | though, I- live i the City here, a- | ro be made a table, I doubt nor but it ſhall find both 


mongſt you, I will do more Reverence to him, when [ Spectators and Applaulc. 


THE EN D. 


EVERY 


| — 

EVERY MAN 

HUMOUR 
A Conucal Satyr. 


Firſt Aced in the Year 1599. By the then Lord CnamperLtartn his 
Servants : with the Allowance of the Maſter of Re ver. s. | 


| 


The Amthor B. |. 


Non aliena meo preſſi pede | * fi propius ſtes. | 
Te capient magis | * & decies repetita placebunt. Hor. 


— 


0 THE 
Nobleſt NurxstrIEs of Humanity and Liberty in the Kingdoni, 


The Inns of Court. 


Underſtand you, Gentlemen, not your Houſes : and a Worthy Succeſſion of you to all Time, 44 
being born the Judges of theſe Studies. When T wrote this Poem I bad Friendſhip with di- 
vers in your Societies ; who, as they were great Names in Learning, ſo they were nd leſs Ex- 

amples of Living. Of them, and then ( that I ſay no more ) it was not deſpisd. Now that the 
Prmter, by a doubled e, thinks it "worthy a longer life than commonly the Air of ſuch things 
doth promiſe ; I am careful to put it a ſervant to their Pleaſures, who are the Inheriters of the firſt 
Fawour born it. Tet, Tcommand, it ke not in the way of your more Noble and Uſeful Studies to the 
publick. For ſo 1 ſhall ſuffer for it: But when the Gown and Cap is off, and the Lord of Liberty 
Reigns, then to take it m your Hands, perhaps may maks ſome Bencher, tmfted with humanity, read 
and not repent him, | 
By your true Hotourer, 


Bzx. JOHNSON: 


E- The 


— 
"The Names of the Actors. 
As» x, the Preſenter. 


- Þ' 


\ ' 


MAacilt#N rex. " | Sorwd1S0. '. Ris Hind. 
His Lady. | , Taylor. 
Waiting Gent. FunGoso. Ha ſher. 
PUNTARVOL0O. Huntſman, | ( ( Shoe-maker. 
Serving Men 2. SOGLIARD 0, 
Dog and Cat. SHIFT. r, Ruſtici 
Cakrto'BurroNe. - \ \ A Grqom. 
FasTiD Br1sK. Cinedo his Page. CLueve. | 4 Draws 
DEL1R o. Fido their Servant. =—_ | Conſtbie, and 4 
Fallace 0} Muſicians. Officers. 
SAVIOLINA. ER... f 
G 
CoBnDpairus 7 _—y | Mrred. 
"The Principal Comeditms were of 


WirLL.S5S 


Ric, BurBapGeE. 
Aus. Puilles. 


]J ou. HeminGs, 


LY. Hen, Coxper. 


Tro,' Porr, 


Asytr his Character. 


FE is of an ingenious and free ſpirit, eager and conſtant 
| © bla ror on 426 tho Worlds abuſes. 
One whom no ſervile hope of gain, or froſty apprehenſion of 
danger, can make to be a Paraſite, either to Time, Place, or 
Opinion. | " 
' MacitxnTE. A Man well parted, a ſufficient Scho- 
lar, and travail'd ; who (wanting that place in the world: 
account which he thinks his merit capable of) falls into ſuch 
an CNUVIOOS 8 yy with which b1s judgment is 
and diſftated, that be grows violently impatient of © any oppo- 
ſite happineſs in another. | NE Oe 

PuxTAarRvoLo. A waingloriom Knight , over-En- 

firms hte Trawetr, and whelly confecrated to arity ; the 
wery Jacob's Staff of Complement : a Sir that hath liv/'d to 
+ ſee the revolution of Time in moſt of his Apparel. Of preſence 
good enough, but ſo palpable affetted to his own praiſe that (for 
want of flatterers) be commend himſelf, to the floutag# of hu 
own Family. He deals upon rw and ſtrange perfor- 
mance, reſolvmg ( in deſpight of publick dikes) to fſtiek to 
bis own particular Faſhion, Phraſe, and Geſture. 

CarLo BuFroNE. 4 mIm4s 1 EP and frophane 
Feſter ; that (more ſwift than Circe)wih abſurd ſimilgs will. 
transform any Perſon ingo deformity, Aoed Feaſt-bounfh, or 
Banket-beagle,that will ſent you cut a Supper ſome three Miles 
off, and ſawear to his Patrons (Damn him) he came in Oars, 
when he was but waſted over in a Skuller. | A ſlave that bath 
an extrabrdmary gift Pleaſmg Bir Pallat, and will fivill up 
more Sack at a ſitting than would make all the Guard @'Poſſet.. 
His Religion is railing, and his Diſcourſe ribaldry. They ſtand 

 bigheſt im bis reſpett, whbm be ſtudies moſt to reproach. 
Fas Tip1usBRrisx. A neat, /pruce affetting Chuttier, 
one that wears Clothes well, and m faſhion ; precigh eh by bus | 
Glaſs bow to ſalute; ſpeaks good rewmants ( notwithſtandi 
the Baſe-wiol and Tobacco: ) ſwears terſly, and with dar}ity, 
cares not what Ladler \favuur be belyes, or great - Mans fams- 
liarit) : a good property 4 perfume "the Boot of a Coach. He. 
will borrow another Man's Horſe to praiſe, and backs bim as 
his own. Or, for\a'v6d, on foot can'\poſt himſelf mto eredit 
with his Merchant, only with the gimgle of his Spur, and the 
jerk of bis Wand, _ | 

Dzt1ro. A goed doting CitiZen, who (it is thought |) 
»ight be of the Common Ceuncel for his Wealth : a fellow ſom- 
eerely beſcrted cn bus own Wife, and ſo rapt with a conceit of 
ber perfeioms, that he ſimn'y holds himſelf unworthy of , her. 
find in that hood-winkt bumour lroves more like a Suter than a 
' Hashand ;, ſtanding in as true dread of her diſpleaſure, as 
2when be firſt made Love to her. He doth ſacrifice two-pence in 
Juniper to ber every morning before ſhe riſes, and wakes her 
ith wvillanows-out-of rune Muſick, which ſhe out of her con- 
rempt (thougi not cut of her judgment ) is ſure to diſlike. 


lA 


underſtanding judgment ; and has the p 


_ 


Peat, and as perverſe as he is officious. She dotes as perfedtly 
- wy the Courtier, as her Hutband doth on her, and only wants 
the face to be diſhoneſt. 
AVIOLINA. A Court Lady, whoſe weightieſt praiſe « 

: EI wit, admir'd by her ſelf, and ene more, her ſervant 

risk. 

 SORDIDO, A wretched bob-nai'd Chuff, whoſe recrea- 
tion is reading of Almanackr, and feliciry, foul Weather.” 
One that never pray'd, but for a lean dearth, and ever wept 
in « fat Harveſt, vo /\ 

FunGcoso, The Sew of Sordido, and a Student : one 
that has revelÞd in bis time, and follows the Faſhion a far off, 
like a Spice. He makes it the whole bent of his endeavours, 
to wring ſufficient means from his wretched Father to put bim 
in the Courtiers Cut : at which he earneſtly aims, but ſo un- 
luckily, that be ſtill lights ſhort a Sute. 

SOGLIARDO. A eſſential Clown, Brother to Sordid 
yet ſo enamour'd of the name of a Gentleman, that he will 
have, it, though he buys it; He comes wp every Term to learn 
to take Tobacco, and ſee new motions. . He is in his Kingdom 
when he can get bimſelf into company where be may be well 


laught at. & 
4 ph 43 A C_—y ark: one that _ was Sol.- 
ter, yet Ives endangs, His profeſſion is skeldring and 
odling, his bonk Pauls, and his _ he Pict-hatch. Takes 
up ſingle Teſtons upon Oaths, till Dooms-day. Falls under Exe- 
ans Ain Sbillings, and enters into. fivegroat Bonds. 
He way-layt the reports of ſervices, and cons rbem without 
Bok, ng himſelf he cane new from" thers, when all the 
while be was taking the Diet in the bawdy-houſegor lay pawns 
in his Ch tuber for Rent anil Vituals. He is of that admi- 
rebel memory, that be will [alate one for an old. 
acquamiance bat be never faw in his a tefore He nſurps 
upon Cheats, Quarrel;, and Robberies, which be never did, 
—_ et bitn & name. His chief exerciſes are, taking the' 
Wim: + TIvg 4 Cockarrice, and making provy ſearches for, 


Imparters . «44 ; 
 Croyx and Oxance. Anwmſeparable caſe of Cox- 
combs, City born; The Gemini, or Twins of foppery : that like' 
a pair of woodden Foyles, are fit for nothing but to be pradtis'd 
upon. Being well flatter'd they'll lend Mony, -and repent 
when they ba' done. Their glory is to invite Players, and 
make Suppers. Find in company of better rank ( to avcid the 


ſuſpett of inſufficiency} will inforce their ignorance moſt deſpe- 


rately, to ſet upon the underſtanding of any thing. Orange « 
the more humorons of the two (whoſe ſmall portion cf ju'ce being 


ſqueez'd out ) Clove ſerves to tick him with commendations. 


CorRpartus., The Author's Friend: an Man inly ac- 
quainted with the Jcope and drift of his Plot : of a diſcreet and 
"ac of a Moderator. 


therefore we have 


MirTt1s. 


Is a Perſon of no attiun, 


Fariacz Deliro's 1/\fe, and Idol : a proud mincing 


reaſon to afford bim no Character. 


EVERY 


?7 


EVERY MAN 


OGUF OF HIS 


HUMOUR 


_— 


After the ſecond Sounding. 


GRE X. 
Cordatus, Aſper, Mitw. 


Ay, my dear Aſper. 
Mit. Stay your Mind. 
Aſp. Away. 

Who is ſo patient of this impious World, 
That he can check his Spirit, or rein his Tongue ? 
Or who hath ſuch a dead unfeeling Senſe, 

' That Heavens horrid Thunders cannot wake? 
To ſec the Earth cracke with the weight of Sin, 
Hell gaping under us, and o're our Heads 
Black ray*nous Ruin, with her Sail-ſtretche Wings, 
Ready to fink us down, and cover us. 
Who can behold fuch Prodigies as theſe, 
And have his Lips feal'd up ? Not I: My Soul 
Was never ground into' ſuch Oily Colours, 
To flatter Vice, and dawb Iniquity : 
Bue (with an armed and reſfolyed Hand) 
I'll ſtrip the ragged Follies of the Time 
Naked as at their Birth : (Cor. Be not too bold. 
Aſp- You trouble me) and with a Whip of Steel 
Prine wounding Laſhes in their Iron Ribs. 
I fear no Mood ſtampt ia a private Brow, 
When I am pleas'd t' unmask a publick Vice. 
I fear no Strutnpers Drugs, nor Rufhans Stab, 
Should I dete& thei hateful Luxuries : 
No Brokers, Uſurers, or Lawyers Gripe, 
Were I diſpos'd to ſay, They're all corrupt. 
I fear no Courtiers Frown, ſhould I applaud 
The eaſie Flexure of — Hams. 
Tuc, theſe are {o innate popular, 
That drunken Cuſtom would not ſhame to laugh 
(In ſcorn) at him, that ſhould not dare to tax *em. 
And yet, not one of theſe but knows his Works, 
Knows what Damnation is, the Devil, and Hell; 
Yet hourly they perſiſt, grow rank in Sip, 
Puffing their Souls away in perjrous Air, 
To cheriſh their Extortion, Pride, or Luſts. 
Mit. Forbear, good Aſper ; be not like your Name. 
Aſp. O, but to fuch whole Faces are all Zeal, 
And (with the Words of Herenles) invade 
Such Crimes as theſe ' that will not ſmell of Sin, 
But ſeem as they were made of Sanctity ! 
Religion in their Garments, and their Hair 

Cut ſhorter than cheir Eye-brows ! when the Conſcience 

Is vaſter than the Ocean, and devours 

More Wretches than the Counters. Air. Gentle A/per, 

Contain your Spirit in more ſtricter Bounds, 

And be not thus tranſported with the Violence 

Of your ſtrong Thoughts. Cor. Unleſs your Breath had 

wer | 

To melt the World, and mould it new again, 


_—_Kx___ 


— 


It is in vain to ſpend it in theſe Moods. 

Aſp. I not obſerv'd this thronged Round till now. 
Gracious and kind Spe&ators, you are welcome; 
Apollo and the _ feaſt your Eyes 
With graceful Objects, and may our Minerva 
Anſwer your Hopes, unto their largeſt Strain. 

Yet here miſtake me not, Judicious Friends : 
I do not this, to beg your Patience, 

Or ſervilely to fawn on your Applauſe, 

Like ſome dry Brain, deſpairing in his Merit. 

Let me be cenſur'd by th' auſtereſt Brow, 

Where I want Art or Jadgwcas, tax me freely : 

Let envious Cenfors, with their broadeſt Eyes, 

Look through and through me, I purſue no Favour ; 

Only vouchſate me your 

And I will give you Muſick worth your Ears. 

O, how I hate the monſtrouſnefs of Time, 

Where every ſervile imitating Spirit, ; 

(Plagu'd with an itching Leprofie of Wit) 

In a meer halting Fury, ſtrives to fling 

His Ulc'rous Body in the Theſ/pian Spring, 

And ſtreight leaps forth a Poet ! bur as lame 

As Vulcan, or the Founder of Cripplegate. 

Y Mr. Lu _ = — will come ill co ſome, 

ou will be thought to be too peremptory. 
Aſp. This Humour? good | And = mare Humour, Mit? 

Nay, do not turn, but anſwer. Mi. Anſwer ? what? 
Aſp. I will not ſtir your Patience, pardon me, 

I urgd ic for ſome Reaſons, and the rather 

To give theſe ignorant ge» Days 

Some Taſte of their Abuſe of this word Humour. 
Cor. O, do not let your Purpoſe fall, good A/per ; 

It cannot but arrive moſt acceptable, 

Chiefly to fuch as have the happinels 

Daily to ſee how the poor innocent Word. 

Is racke and tortur'd. Aft. I, I pray you pr . 
Aſp. Ha ? what? what is't? Cor.For the abuſe of Humour. 
Aſp. O, I crave pardon, I had loſt my Thoughts. 

Why, Humour (as *tis ens) we thus dehne' it, , 

To be a Quality of Air, or Water, 

And in it felt holds theſe ewo Properties, 

Moiſture and Fluxure : As, for demonſtration, 

Pour Water on this Floor, 'ewill wet and run : 

Likewiſe the Air (forc'd through a Horn or Trumpet) 

Flows inſtantly away, and leaves behind 

A kind of Dew 3 and hence we do conclude, 

That whatloe're hath Fluxure and Humidity, 

As wanting power to contain it elf, 

Is Humour. So in every Humane Body, 

The Choler, Melancholy, Phlegm, and Blood, 

By rcaſon that they flow continually 

In ſome one Part, and are not continent, 

Receive the name of Humours. Now thus far 

It may, by Mataphor, apply ir felt 

Unco che general Diſpolition-: 

As when tome one peculiar Quality 


Doth fo pollgh a Man, that it doth draw 
* E a Al 


- 


25. 


Every Man in bis Humour. 


All his Aﬀects, his Spirits, and his Powers, 

In their Confluctions, all to run one way, 

This may be truly ſaid to be a Hamour, 

But that a Rook by wearing a py'd-Feather, 
The Cable Hatband, or the three-pil'd Ruff, 

A Yard of Shoz-tye, or the Switzer's Knot 

On his French Garters, ſhould aff:& a Humour ! 
O, it is more than molt ridiculous. 

Cor. He ſpeaks pure Truttenow ; if an Idiot 
Have but an apiſh or fantaſtick Strain, 
It is his Humour. Aſp. Well, I will ſcourge thoſe Apes, 
And to theſe courteous Eyes oppoſe 4 Mirrour, 
As large as is the Stage whereon we act ; 
Where they ſhall ſee the Times Deformity 
Anatomiz'd in every Nerve and Sinew, 
With conſtant Courage, and contempt of Fear. 

Mit. Aſper, (I urge it as your Friend) take heed, 
The Days are dangerous, full of exception, 
And Men are grown impatient of Reproof. Aſp. Ha, ha ! 
You might as well have told me, Yond” is Heaven, 
This Earth, theſe Men, and all had moyv'd alike. 
Do not I know the Times Condition ? 
Yes, Mis, and their Souls, and who. they be 
Thar eicher will or can except *gainſt me. 
None bur a fort of Fools, fo fick in taſte, 
That they. contemn all Phyſick of the Mind, 
And, like glad Camels, kick at every touch. 
Good Men, and vertuous Spirits, that loath their Vices, 
Will cheriſh my free Labours, love my Lines, 
And with the tervor of cheir ſhining Grace 
Make my Brain fruittul, to bring forth more Objeas 
Worthy their ſerious and intentive Eyes. 
But why enforce I this ? as fainting ? No. 
It any here chance to behold himſelf, 
Let him not dare to challenge me of Wrong ; 
For, if he ſhame to have his Follies known, 
Firſt he ſhould ſhame to at 'em : My ftrit Hand 
Was made to ſciſe on Vice, and with a Gri 
Squeeze out the Humour of ſuch Spongy 
As lick up every idle Vanity. 

Cor. Why, this is right Fweror Poeticus ! 
Kind Gentlemen, we hope your Patience 
Will yer conceive the belt, or entertain 
This Suppoſition, That a Mad-man ſpeaks. - 

Aſp. What, are you ready there ? Mits, fit down, 
And my Cordatrs, Sound ho, and begin. 

T leave you two, as Cenfors, to fit here : 
Obſerve what I preſent, and liberally 
Speak your Opinions upon every Scene, 
Asit ſhall = che View of theſe S ators. 


V 


atures, 


$ 
Nay, now y are tedious, Sirsz for ſhame begin: 
And, Mits, note me; It in all this Front 
+ You can eſpy a Gallant of this Mark, 
Who (to be thought one of the Judicious) 
Sits with his Arms thus wreath'd, his Hat pull'd here, 
Crics Mew, and nods, then ſhakes his empty Head, 
Will ſhew more ſeveral Motions in his Face 
Than the new Londen, Rome, Ot Ninvveh, 
And (now and then) breaks a dry Biſquet-Jeſt, 
Which, that it may more eaſily be chew'd, 
He ſteeps in his own Laughter. Cor, Why, will that 
Make it be ſooner ſwallow'd? Aſp. O, aflure you. 
Or if it did nor, yet, as Horace ings, 
* Tejun raro flomachus vulgaria temnit, 
«* Mean Cares are welcom till co hungry Gueſts. 
Coy. *Tis true 3 but why ſhould we obſerve 'em, Aſper ? 
A/p. O, I would know 'em ; for in ſuch Aſſemblies 
Ti are more intectious than the Peſtilence: 
And therefore I would give them Pills co purge, 
And make 'em fit tor fair Societies. | 
How monſtrous and deceſtcd is'r, to ſee 
A Fellow, that has neicher Art nor Brain, 
Sit like an Ari/tarch:x, or ftark Afs, 
Taking Mens Lines, wich a Tabacco-face, 


| For theſe I'll melt my 


In ſnuff, (till fpicting, uſing his wry'd Looks 

(In nature of a Vice) to wreſt and turn 

The good Aſpect of thoſe that ſhall tir near him, 
From what they do behold ! O, *tis moſt vile. 

Mit. Nay, Aſper. 

Aſp. Peace, Mitz, I do know your Thought. 
You'll ſay, Your Gueſts here will except at this : 
Piſh, you are too timerous, and full of doubt. 
Then he, a Patient, ſhall reje& all Phyſick, 
"Cauſe the Phyfician els him, you are fick : 
Or, if I fay, That he is vicious, 

You will not hear of Vertue. Come, y'are fond. 
Shall I be fo extravagant, to think, 

That happy Judgments, and compoſed Spirits, 
Will challenge me for taxing ſuch as thele? 

I am aſham'd. Cord. Nay, but good pardon us ; 
We muſt not bear this peremptory Sail, 

But ule our beſt Erdeavouts how to pleaſe. 

Aſp. Why, therein Icommend your careful Thoughts, 
And I will mix with you in Induſtr 
To pleaſe : But whom? Acttentive Auditors, 

Such as will join their Profit with their Pleaſure, 
And come to feed their underſtanding Parts : 
For theſe I'll prodigally ſpend my felt, 
d ſpeak away my Spirit into Air ; 
; in into Invention, 
Coin new Conceits, and hang my richeſt Words 
As polliſhe Jewels in their bounteous Ears. 
But ſtay, I loſe my ſelf, and wrong their Patience: 
It I dwell here, they'll not begin, I ſee. 
Friends, fit you {till, and entertain this Troop 
With ſome familiar and by-Conference, 
I'll haſte chem ſound. Now, Gentlemen, I go 
To turn ant Actor, and a Humoriſt, 
Where (e're I do reſume my preſent Perſon) 
We hope to make the Circles of your Eyes 
Flow with diſtilled Laughter : If we fail, 
We muſt impute it to this only Chance, 
« Art hath an Enemy call'd Ipnoraxce. [ Exit Aſper. 

Cord. How do you like his Spirit, its ? 
= I ſhould like it much better, if he were leſs con- 

ent. 

Cord, Why, do you ſuſpe& his Merit ? 

- Mit. No, but I fear this will procure him much 
nvy. | 

Cord. O, that ſets the ſtronger Seal on his Deſert; if 
he had no Enemies, I ſhould eſteem his Fortunes moſt 
wretched at this inſtanc. 

Mit. You have ſeen his Play, Cordatw : Pray you, 
how is ? 

Cord. Faith Sir, I muſt refrain to judge; only this I 
can ſay of it,” Tis ſtrangs, and of a particuliar kind by it 
ſelf, ſomewhat like Vetws Commdia : a Work that hath 
bounteouſly pleaſed me ; how it will anſiver the general 
ee Dohe obree al th 

t, Do's e Laws of in it? 
Cord, What Laws mean you ? _— 

Mit, Why , the equal Diviſion of it into A&#s and 
Scenes, according to the Terentian manner ; his true Num- 
_ of _—_— -d = ——_— of the _ with Grex or 
ws, and that the whole Argument tall within compals 
of a Days Buſineſs. OY — 

Cord. O no, theſe are too nice Obſervations. 

Mit. They are ſuch as muſt be received, by your fa- 
vour, or it cannot be authentick. 

Cord. Troth, I can diſcern no ſuch Neceflity. 

Mit. No? 

Cord. No,I aſſure you,Signior. If thoſe Laws you ſpeak 
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| of had been delivered us ab initio, and in their preſenc 


Vertue and Pertection, there had been ſome reaſon of 
obeying their Powers ; but *cis extant, that that which 
we call Comedies, was at firſt nothing bur a ſimple and 
continued Song, _—— one only Perſon, rill S«/ario 
invented a Second; after him, Epicharmw a Third ; 

Phormus 


Every Man in bis Humonr. 


Phormns and Chionides deviſed to have Four Actors, - with 
a Prologue and Chorus ; to which Cratinus Clong atter) 
added a Fifth and Sixth ; Erpols, more ; Ariſtophanes, 
more than they : Every Man in the dignity ot his Spi- 
rit and Judgment ſupplied fomething. And (though 
that in him this kind of Poem appeared abſolute, and 
fully perfected) yer how is the Face of it chang'd fince, 
in M:nander , Philemon , Cecilizs , Plants, and the reſt ? 
who have utterly excluded the Chora, altered the Pro- 
perty of the Perſons, their Names, and Natures, and 
auginented it with all Liberty, according to the Elegan- 
cy and Diſpoſition of thoſe Times wherein they wrote. 
I ſee not then, but we ſhould enjoy the ſame Licence, 
or free Power, to illuſtrate and heighten our Invention 
as they did ; and not be tied to thoſe ſtrict and regular 
Forms which the Niceneſs of a few (who are nothing 
but Form) would chruſt upon us. 

Mit. Well , we will not diſpute of this now : Bur 
what's his Scene ? 

Cor. Marry, Inſuls Fortunata, Sir. 

Mit. O, the Fortunate Iſland : 
himſelf to a ſtri Law there. 

Cor. Why ſo? 

Mit. He cannot lightly alter the Scene, without crof- 
ſing the Seas. 

Cor. He needs not, having a whole Ifland to run 
through, I think. 

Mi. No ? How comes it then, that in ſome one Play 
we ſee ſo many Seas, Countries, and Kingdoms, paſt 
over with ſuch admirable Dexterity ? 

Cor. O, that but ſhews how*'well the Authors can tra- 
vel in their Vocation, and out-run the Apprehenfion of 
their Auditory. Burt leaving this, I would they would 
begin once : This Protraction is able to four the belt- 
ſecled Paticnce in the Theatre. 

Mit. They have anſwered your Wiſh, Sir : they 
ſound. 

Cer. O, here comes the Prolezue. Now, Sir, it you 
had ſtaid a little longer, I meant to have ſpoke your 
Prologue for you, ? faith. 


The third Sounding. 


PROLOGUE. 


Prol. Marry, with all my heart, Sir, you ſhall do it 
yet, and I thank you. 

Cord. Nay, nay, ſtay, ſtay, hear you ? 

Prol. You could not have ſtudied to ha' done mg, a 
greater benefic at the inſtant ; for I proteſt co nc 
unperfe&t, and (had I ſpoke it) I muſt jof neceflicy have 
been out» | 

Cord, Why, but do you ſpeak this ſeriouſly ? 

Prol, Seriouſly ! 1 (Wits my help, do I) and eſteem 
my ſelf indebted to your Kindnels tor it. 

* Cord, For what? 

Prol. Why, for undertaking the Prologue for me. 

Cord, How ? did I undertake it for you ?- 

Prol. Did you ! I appeal to all theſe Gentlemen, 
whether you did or no? Come, come, it pleaſes you 
to caſt a ſtrange look on't now ; but 'twill not ſerve. 

Cord. 'Fore me, but it mult ſerve ; and therefore ſpeak 
your Prologuc. 

Prol. And I do, let me die poifon'd with ſome vene- 
mous Liſs, and never live to look as high as the Two- 
penny Room again. 

Mir. He has pur you to it, Sir. 

Cor, What a humorous rolog 


Maſs, he has bound 


: is this ? Gentlemen, 
good faith I can ſpeak no Prologue,howſoever his weak 
Wit has had the Fortune to makethis ſtrong uſe of me 
here betore you : But I proteſt——— 


Carlo Buffome. | He enters with a Boy and Wine: 

Carl. Come, come, leave theſe fuſtian Proteſtations : 
away, come, | cannot abide theſe gray-headed Ce2reme- 
nies. Boy, fetch me a Glaſs, quickly, 1 may bid chet: 
Gentlemen welcome z gire 'em a Health here. I mar le 
whoſe Wit *ewas to put a Prologue in yond* Sackburs 
Mouth ; they might well think he'd be out of tune, and 
yer you'ld play upon him too. 

Cord. Hang him, dull Block. 

Carl. O good words, good words; a well-timber'd Fcl- 
low, he would ha* made a good Column, ar? he had been 
thought on, when the Houſe was a building. O, art thou 
cone? Well ſaid; give me, Boy, fill, fo. Here's a Cup 
ot Wine ſparkles like a Diamond. Gentlewomen (I am 
{worn to put them in firſt) and Gentlemery a Round, in 
place of a bad Prologue ; I drink this good Draught to 
= Hcalth here, Canary, the very El:x:r and Spirit of 

inc. This is that our Poet calls Caftal:on Liquer, when 
he comes abroad (now and then) once in a Fortnight; 
and makes a good Meal among Players, where he has 
Caninum appetitum ; Marry, at home he keeps a good 
Philoſophical Dizr, Beans and Butter milk ; an honeſt 
pure Rogue, he will. take: you off three, four, five of 
theſe, one atter another, and look villanoufly when he 
has done, like a one-headed Cerberms (he do's not hear 
me, I hope) and then (when his Belly is well ballac'r, 
and his Brain rigg'd a little) he fails away with all, as 
though he would work Wonders when he comes home. 
He has made a Play here, and he calls it, Every Man cut 
of bu Humcur : Bur an* he gee me out of the Humour 
he has put me in, Ill cruſt none of his Tribe again while 
I live. Genceels, alt I can fay for him, is, You are wel- 
come : I could wiſh my Bottle here amongſt you ; buc 
there's an old Rule, No pledging your cwn Health. Marry, 
if any here be thirſty for ic, their beſt way (that I know) 
is, ſic ſtill, ſeal up their Lips, and drink to much of the 
Play in at their Ears. [ Exxie. 


GRE X. 


Mit. What may this Fellow be, Cordata ? 

Cor, Faith, if the Time will ſuffer his Deſcription, Pl 
giveit you. He is one, the Author calls him Carlo Buf- 
fone, an impudent common Jeliter, a violent Railer, and 
an incomprehenſible Epicure; one whoſe Company is 
deſir'd of all Mcn, bur belov'd of none ; he will foonec 
loſe his Soul than a Jeſt, and profane even the moſt Holy 
things, to excite Laughter : No Honourable or Reverend 
Perlonage whacloever, can come within the reach of his 
Eye, bur is turn'd iaco all manner of Variety, by his 
adult'rate Similies, 

Mit. You paint forth a Monſter, | 

Cor. He will prefer all Countries before his Native, 
and thinks he can never ſufficiently, or with admiration 
enough , deliver his affe&ionate Conceit of Foreign 
Atheiſtical Policies. But ſtay — Obſ:rve theſe; he'll 
appear himſelt anon. 

Mit. O, this is your envious Man (Macilente) I think: 

Cor. The (lame, vir. 


AC I. . Scene I. 


Alaciiunte. 


V* eſt, fortune cecitatem facilt ferre. 

"Tis true 3 but, Stoick, where (in the vaſt World) 
Doth that Man breathe, that can fo much command 
His Blood and his Aﬀecion? Well, I {ce 

I ſtrive in vain to cure my wounded Soul ; 


For every Cordial that my Thoughes apply 


Turns to a Corr live, and corh cat & farther. 


Thers 


30 : Every Man out of bis Humour. 


_— 


T here is no taſte in this Philoſophy, 

"Tis like a Potion that a Man ſhould drink, 

Bur tugns his Sromach with the ſight of it. 

I am nb ſuch pild Cynique, to believe 

That beggery is the only happineſs 3 

Or ( with a number of theſe patient Fools ) 

To ling : My mind to me a Kingdom 1s, 

When the lank hungry Belly barks for Food. 

I look into the World, and there I meet 

With objects, that do ſtrike my blood-ſhot Eyes 
Into my Brain : where, when view my felt, 
Having before obſerv'd, this Man is great, 

Mighty, and fear'd : that lov'd, and highly favour'd : 
A third thought wiſe and learned : a tourth rich, 
and therefore honour'd : a fifth rarely featur'd : 

A fixth admir'd for his nuprtial fortunes : 

When I ſee theſe (IT ſay) and view my ſelf, 

] wiſh the Organs of my ſight were crack ; 

And that the Engine of my grief could caſt 

Mine Eye-balls, like two Globesof wildfire, forth, 
To melt this unproportion'd frame of Nature, - 
Oh, they are thoughts that have transfixe my heart; 
And otten (1' the ſtrength of apprehenſion ) | 
Made my cold paſſion itand upon my Face, 


Like drops of Dew on a ſtiff cake of Ice. 


GREM. 


Cor. This alludes well to that of the Poet, 
Invidus ſu/pirat, gemit, incutitque dentes, 
Sudat frigidus, intuens quod odit. 
Mit. O peace, you break the Scene. 
.Maci. Sott, who be theſe ? 
T'll lay me down a while cill chey be paſt. 


GRE AX. 


Cor. Signior, note this Gallant, I pray you. 
Alit. What is he ? 
Cor. A tame Rook, you'll take him preſently : liſt. 


Act I. Scene II. 
Segliardo, Carlo, Buffone, Macilente: 


AY, look you Carlo: this is my humour now! I 
have Land and Mony, my Friends left me well, 
and I will be a Gentleman whatſoever it coſt me. 

Car. A moſt Gentleman-like reſolution. 

Sog. Tut, and I take an humour of a thing once, I 
am like your Taylors Needle, I go through, but, 
for my name, Signior, how think you ? will ic not ſerve 
for a Gentlemans name , when the Signior is put t 
it? ha? - - 

Car. Let me hear : how is't? 

Sog. Signior Inſulſo Sogliardo : methinks it ſounds well. 

Car. O cxcellent ! tut, and all fired ro your name, 


. you might very well ſtand for a Gentleman: I know 


many Sog{:ard;*s Gentlemen. | 

Sog. Whyg and for my Wealth I might be a Juſtice 
of Feacs 

Car. I, and a Conſtable for your Wit. 

Sog. All this is my Lordſhip you ſee here, and thoſe 
Farmes you came by. 

Car. Good ſteps to Gentiliry too, marry : but Sogliar- 
do, if you affect ro be a Gentleman indeed, you muſt 
obſcrve all the rare qualities, humours, and complements 
ot a Gentleman.. 

Soz. 1 know it, Signior, and if you pleaſe to inſtrud, 
I am not too good to learn, Fl afture you. 

Car. Enough Sir: I'll make admirable uſe i'the pro- 
jection of my Medicine upon this lump of Copper here. 
li bethink me tor you Sir. 


PE 


—_—— 


Sog. Signior, I will both pay you, and pray you, and 
thank you, and think on you. 


GRE X. 


Cor, Is not this purely good ? 

_ Why, why ſhould ſuch a prick-car'd Hine as 
this, 

Be rich ? ha? a Fool ? ſuch a tranſparent Gull 

That _ be ſeen through ? wheretore ſhould he have 
- n , ' 

Houſes, and Lordſhips? O, I could eat my Intrails, 
And ſink my Soul into the Earth with ſorrow, 

Car. Firſt ( to be an accompliſhe Centleman, that is, 
a Gentleman of the time ) you mult give o'er Houſe- 
keeping in the Country, and live altogether in the City 
amongſt Gallants; where, at your firſt appearance, 
ewere hoon you turn'd four or five hundred Acres of 
= belt Land into ewo or three Trunks of Apparel 

you may do it without going to a Conjurer ) and be 
lure you mix your ſelf ſtill with ſuch as flouriſh in the 
ſpring of the Faſhion, and are leaſt popular : ſtudy their 
carriage and behaviour in all ; learn to play at Primers 
and Paſſage, and ( ever when you loſe ) ha' ewo or three 
peculiar Oaths to ſwear by, that no Man elſe ſwears : 
but above all, proteſt in your play, and affirm upon your 
credit ; As you are a true Gentleman, (at every caſt ) you 
may do it with a ſafe Conſcience, I warrant you, 

Sog. O admirable rare ! he cannot chuſe but be a 
Gentleman that ha's theſe excellent gifts; more, more, 
I beſeech you. 

Car. You muſt endeavour to feed cleanly at your Or- 
dinary, fit melancholy, and pick your Teeth when you 
cannot ſpeak: and when you come to Plays, be hu- 
morous, look with a good ſtarch't Face, and ruffle your 
Brow like a new Boot, laugh at nothing but your own 
Jeſts, or elſe as the Noble Men laugh. That's a ſpecial 
grace you muſt obſerve. 

Sog. I warrant you, Sir. 

Car, I, and fit o'the Stage and flout, provided you 
have a good Suit. 

Sog. O, Ill have a Suit only for that, Sir. 

— Car. You muſt talk much of your Kindred and Al- 


lies. 

Sog. Lies ! no Signior, I ſhall not need to do fo, I haye 
Kindred i” the City to talk of : I have a Niece is a Mer- 
chants Wife; and a Nephew, my Brother Sordido's Son, 
of the Inns of Court. | 

Car. O, but you muſt pretend Alliance with Cour- 
tiers and great Perſons : and ever when you are to dine 
or ſup in any —_—_ __— a Fellow with a great 
Chain ( though it.be Copper, it's no matter) to bring 
you Letters, feign'd from ſuch a Noble Man, or ſuch a 
Knight, or ſuch a Lady, To their worſhipful, right rare 
and nobly qualified Friend or Kinſman, Signior Injulſo Sogl:- 
ardo; give your felt ſtile enough. And there ( while 
you intend circumſtances of News, or enquiry of their 
Health, or ſo ) one of your familiars ( whom you muſt 
carry about you ſtill ) breaks it up ( as 'twere in a jeſt) 
and reads it publickly at the Table : at which you muſt 
ſeem to take as unpardonable offence, as it he had torn 
your Miſtrefſes Colours, or breath'd upon her Picure; 


vance a Challenge upon it preſently. 

Sog. Stay, I do not like that humour of Challenge, ic 
may be accepted ; but I'll tell you what's my humour 
now: [ will do this: I will take occation of ſending one 
of my Suits to the Taylors to have the Pocket repaired, 
or 10; and there ſuch a Letter as, you talk of ( broke 
open'and all ) ſhall be left: O, che Taylor will preſently 
give out what I am, upon the reading of it, worth ewen- 
ty of your Gallants. 

Car. But then you muſt put on an extreme face of 
diſcontment at your Man's negligence. 


Srp. O, 


and purſue it with that hot grace, as it you would ad- 


—_ 
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; Every Man out of bis Hine. J1 
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Sog. O, fo I will, 4nd beat him too: Pl have a Man 
for the purpole. 

Maci. You may, you have Land and Crowns: O 
partial fats! 

Car. Maſs, well remembred, you muſt keep your Men 
gallant at the firſt, fine pyed Liveries laid with good 
Gold Lace; there's no loſs in it, they may rip't oft and 

awn it when they lack Victuals. 

Sog. By r Lady, that is chargeable Signior, *will 
biing a Man in debt.. 

Car. Debt? why, that's the more for your Credit Sir: 
it's an excellent Policy to owe much in theſe days, it 
you note it, 

Sog. As how, good Signior? I would fain be a Poli- 
tician. 

Car. O! look where you are indebted any great ſum, 

our Creditor obſerves you with no lefs regard, than 
if he were bound to you for ſome huge benefit, and 
will quake to give you the leaſt cauſe of offence, lelt 
he toſs his Mony. I aſſure you (in theſe times ) no 
Man has kjs Servant. more oblequious and pliant, than 
Gentlemen cheir Creditors ; eo whom (if at any time) 
you pay but a moiety, or a fourth part, it comes more 
acceptably than if you gave 'em a New-years gift. 

Sog. 1 perceive you, Sir: I will cake up, and bring 

my Tar in Credit ſure. 
Car. Marry this, always beware you commerce not 
with Bankrupts, or poor needy Ladgathians : they are 
impudent , = Pull, turbulent ſpirits, chey care not 
what violent Tragedics they ſtir, nor how they play 
faſt and looſe wich a poor Gentlemans fortunes, to get 
their own. Marry, theſe rich Fellows (that ha* the 
World, or the better part of it, fleeping in their count- 
ing Houſes ) they are ten times more placable, they 3 
cither fear, hope, or modeſty, reſtrains them from ofter- 
ing any outrages : but this 1s nothing to your followers, 
you ſhall not run a penny more in arrearage for them, 
an' you liſt your ſelf. 

Sog. No? how ſhould I keep 'em then ? 

Car. Keep %em ? ler them keep themſelves, they are 
no Sheepyare they ? What ? you ſhall come in Houles, 
whete Plate, Apparel, Jewels, and divers other pretty 
Commodiries lic negligently ſcattered, and I would ha' 
thoſe Mercuries follow me (I crow, ) ſhould remember 
they had noe cheir Fingers for nothing, 

Sog. That's not {o good methinks. 

Car. Why, after you have kept *em a fortnight, or 
{o, and ſhew'd 'em enough to the World, you may turn 
'em away, and keep no more but a Boy, it's enough, 

Sog. Nay, my humour is not for Boys, Fll keep Men, 
and [ keep any ; and Il give Coats, that's my h1mour : 
but I lack a Culliſen. 

Car. Why, now you ride to the City you may buy 
one, I'll bring you where you ſhall ha' your choiſe for 
Mony. 

Sug. Can you, Sir ? 

Car. O, I : you ſhall have one take meaſure of you, 
and make you a Coat of Arms to fit you, of what faſhion 
'ou will. 

Sog. By word of Mouth, I thank yoy, Signior : I'll 
be once a little prodigal in a humour rfaih, and have a 
moſt prodigious Coar. 

Maci. Torment and death | break Head and Brain at 
once, | 
To be deliver'd of your fighting iſſue. 

Who can indure to ſee blind Forrune dote thus? 
To be enamour'd on this dulty Turf ? 
This Clod? a whorſon  puck-filt ? O God, God, God, 


God, &c. 
I could run wild with gricf now, to behold 
The rankneſs of her bounties, that doth breed 
Such Bull-ruſhes ; theſe Muſhromp Gentlemen, 
That ſhoot up in. a Night co Place, and Worſhip. 
"Car. Let him alone, ſome ſtray, ſome ſtray. 


| Seg. Nay, I will examine him before I go, ſure. 
Car. The Lord of the Soil has all wefts and ſtrays 

here, has he not? 

Sog. Yes, Sir. 

Car. Faich then I pitty the poor Fellow, he's fal'n in- 
to a Fools hands. 

Sog. Sirrah, who gave you a Commiſſion to lye in 
my Lordſhip ? 

Maci. Your Lordfhip ? 

Sog. How ? my Lordſhip ? do you know me, Sir ? 

Macs. 1 do know you, Sir. 

Car. He anſwers him like an Eccho. 

Sog. Why, who am I, Sir ? 

Maci. One of thoſe that Fortune favours. 

Car. The Peripbraſis of a Fool; I'll obſerve this 
berrer, 

Sog, That Fortune favours? how mcan you that 
Friend ? 

Maci, I mean ſimply. That you are one that lives 
not by your wits. 

Se By my wirs? No, Sir, I ſcorn to live by my wits, 
I. 1 have better means I tell thee, than to take ſuch 
baſe courſes, as to live by my wits. What, dofſt thou 
think I live by my wits? 

2 Methinks, Jeſter, you ſhould not relliſh this 
well. 

Car. Ha? does he know me? 

Maci. Though yours be the worſt uſe a Man can put 


vern and Ordinary ; yet ( methinks) you ſhould have 
eurn'd your broad-fide at this, and have been ready 
with an Apologie, able to ſink this bulk of ignorance into 
the bottom and depth of his contempe. 

Car. Oh! *tis Macileme ! Signior, you are well en- 
countred, how it? O, we muſt not regard what he 
ſays Man, a Trout, a ſhallow Fool, he has no more 
Brain than a Bucter-fly, a meer Stuft ſuit, he looks like 
a muſty Bottle new wickard, his Head's the Cork, 
Ught, lighe. I am glad to fee you fo well return'd, 

ignior. 

tac You are? Gramercy, good Fane. | 

Sog. Is he one of your acquaintance ? I love him the 
better for that. 

Car. God's precious, come away Man, what do you 
mean? an' you knew him as I do, youl'd ſhun him, as 
youl'd do the Plague. 

Sog. Why Sir? 1 

Car. O, he's a black Fellow, take heed on him. 

Seg. Is he a Scholar, or a Soldier? 

Car. Both, both ; a lean mungril, he looks as if he 
were Chop-tal'n, with barking at other Mens good for- 
tunes; *ware how you offend him, he carries Oyl and 
Fire in his Pen, will ſcald where it drops : his fpirit's 
like Powder, quick, violent : he'll blow a Man up with 
a jeſt: I fear him worſe than a rotten Wall do's the 
Cannon, ſhake an hour after at the report. Away, 
come not near him. 

See. For God's fake let's be gone, an' he be a Scholar, 
you know I cannot abide him. Thad as lieve fee a 
Cockatrice, ſpecially as Cockatrices go now. 

Car. What, you! ſtay, Signior ? this Gentleman Sogii- 
ardo, and I, are to viſit the Knight Puntarvdlo, and from 
thence to the Ciry, we ſhall meer there. 

Macs. I, when I cannot ſhun you, we will meer. 

"Tis ſtrange ! of all che Creatures I have ſeen, 

I envy nor this Buffoxe, for indeed 

Neicher his Fortunes nor his Parts deſerve it : 

But I do hate him, as I hate the Devil, 

Or that Braſs-viſag'd monſter Barbari/m. 

O, 'tis an open-throated, black-mouth'd Cur, 
That bites at all, but eats not choſe that feed him. 
A ſlave, that to your Face will (Serpent like ) 
Creep on the Ground, as he would eat the Duſt ; 


And 


his wit to, of thouſands, to proſtitute ir at every Ta- 
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And to your Back will turn the Tail, and ſting 
More deadly than a Scorpion : Stay, who's this ? 
Now for my Soul another minion 

Of the old Lady Chance's : I'll obſerve him. 


A& I. Scene III. 
Sordids, Macilente, Hine. 


{ Rare! , good, good, good, good! I thank my 
O Stars, I thank my Stars for it. 

Maci. Said I not true? doth nor his paſſion ſpeak 
Our of my divination ? O my ſenſes, 

Why loſe yoy nat. your powers, and become 
Dull'd, if not deaded with this ſpeRacle ? 

I know him, 'tis Sordido, the Farmer, 

A Boar, and Brother to that Swine was here. 

Sord. Excellent, excellent, excellent ! as I would wiſh, 
as I would wiſh. 

Maci. See how the ſtrumpet Fortune tickles him, 

And makes him ſwoun with laughter, O, O, O. 

Serd. Ha, ha, ha, I will not fow my Grounds this 
year. Let me ſee what Harveſt ſhall we have ? June, 
Fuly, — h OR. 

Maci. What is't, a Prognoſtication raps him fo ? 

Serd. The xx, xxi, xxii days, Rain and Wind, O 
good, good | the xxiii, and xxiv, Rain and ſome Wind, 
good | the xxv, Rain, good {till ! xxvi, xxvii, xxviii, 
Wind and fome Rain; would it had been Rain and 
ſome Wind : well 'tis good (when it can be no better, ) 
xxix, inclining to Rain : inclining to Rain? that's nor 
ſo good now : xxx, and xxxi, Wind and no Rain: no 
Rain ? 'Slid ſtay; this is worſe and worſe: what ſays 
he of Saint Swithins? turn back, look, Saint Swithins : 
no Rain? 

Mac: O, here's a precious durty damned Rogue, 
That tats himſelf with expeAation 
O' :04rca Weather, and unſeaſon'd Hours ; 

And he is rich for it, and elder Brother ! 

His Bxrns are full ! his Reeks and Mows well trod ! 
His Garners crack with ſtore! O, 'tis well; ha, ha, ha : 
A Plague conſume thee, and thy Houſe. 

Serd. O, here, St. Swithins, the xv day, variable Wea- 
ther, for the moſt part Rain, good ; for the moſt pare 
Rain : why, ic ſhould Rain forty days after, now, more 
or leſs, it was a rule held, afore I was able to hold a 
Plough, and yet here are twodays noRain; ha ? it makes 
me mule. We'll ſee how the next Month begins, if that 
be better. September, firſt, ſecond, third, and tourth days, 
rainy and bluſtering ; this is well now : fifth, ſixth, ſe- 
venth, eighth, and ninth, rainy, with ſome Thunder; I 
marry, this is excellent ; the other was falſe printed ſure: 
the tenth and eleventh,great ſtore of Raig; O good,good, 
good, good, good ! the twelfth, thirteenth, and fourteenth 
days, Rain 3 good till : fifteenth, and ſixteenth, Rain; 
good ſtill : ſeventeenth and eighteenth, Rain, good ſtill; 
nineteenth and twentieth, good ſtill, good ſtill, good ſtill, 

ood ſtill, good ſtill! one and twentieth, ſome Rain ; 

ome Rain ? well, we muſt be patient, and attend the 
Heavens pleaſure, would it were more though : the one 
and twentieth, ewo and twentieth, three and twentieth, 
great Tempeſts of Rain, Thunder, and Lightning. 

O good again, paſt expeRtation good ! 

I thank my blciſed Angel; never, never 

Laid I Penny better our than this, 

To purchaſe this dear Book: not dear for price, 
And vet of me as dearly priz'd as Life, 
SincT in ir, is contain'd the very Life, 

Blood, Strength, and Sinews of my —_ 
Bleſt be the hour, wherein I bought this Book : 
His ſtadies happy that compos'd the Book. 
And the Mag, torcunace that fold the Book. 
Sleep wich this Charm, and be as true to me, 
AsT am joy'd, and conhdent in thee. 


 Maci, Ha, ha, ha? T not this good ? Ir not pleaſing 
this? [ The Hinde enters with @ Paper. 
Ha, ha, ha ! God pardon me! ha, ha! 

Is poſlible that ſuch a ſpacious Villain 

Should live, and not be plagu'd ? or lies he hid 

Wichin the wrinckled Boſom of the World, 

Where Heaven cannot ſee him ? why, (methinks ) 

'Tis rare, and ſtrange, that he ſhould breathe, and walk, 
Feed with diſgeſtion, ſleep, enjoy his Health, 

And (like a boiſt'rous Whale, ſzallowing the poor ) 
Still ſwim in Wealth and Pleaſure ! is't not ſtrange ? 
Unleſs his Houſe and Skin were Thunder-proof, 

I wonder at it ! Methinks, now, the He&ick, 

Gout, Leprofic, or ſome ſuch loath'd Diſeaſe, 


. | Might hr upon him ; or that Fire (from Heaven ) 


Might fall = his Barns; or Mice and Rats 
Eat up his Grain; or elſe that it might rot 


Within the hoary Reeks, e'en as it ſtands : 
Methinks this might be well ; and after all 
The Devil might come and fetch him. - 1; 'tis true ! 
Mean time he ſurfeits in Proſperity, 
And thou ( in envy of him) gnaw'ſt thy ſelf : 
Peace, Fool, ger hence, and tell/thy vexed ſpirit, 
* Wealth in this Age will ſcarcely look on merit. 
Sard. Who brought this ſame, Sirrah? 
Hine. Marry, Sir, one of the Juſtices Men, 
a Pregept, and all their Hands be art it. 
Sor#. I, and the prints of them ſtick in my Fleſh, . 
Deeper than i'their Letters: They have ſent me 
Pills wrapt in Paper here, that ſhould I take 'em, 
Would poyſon all the ſweetneſs of my Book, 
turn my Honey into Hemlock-juyce. 
But I am wiſer than to ſerve their Precepts, 
Or follow their Preſcriptions. Here's a device, 
To charge me bring my Grain unto the Markets: 
I, much, when I have neither Barn nor Garner, 
Nor Earth to hide it in, I'll bring it; cill then, 
Each Corn I ſend ſhall be as big as Pasls. 
O, but (ſay ſome) the poor are like to ſtarve. 
Why let 'em ſtarve, what's that to me? are Bees 
Bound to keep life in Drones and idle Moths ? no: 
Why ſuch are theſe (that term themſelves the Poor, 
y becauſe they would be pitied, 
But are indeed a fort of lazy ars ) 
Licencious _— and ſturdy Vagabonds, 
Bred (by the ſloth of a fart plenteous Year ) 
Like Snakes in heat of Summer, out of Dung ; 
And this is all that theſe cheap times are good for : 
Whereas a wholfom and penurious Dearth 
Purges the Soil of ſuch vile excrements, 
And kills the Vipers up. Hine. O, but Maſter, 
Take heed they hear you not. Sord. Why ſo? 
Hine. They will exclaim againſt you. 
Sord. 1, their exclaims 
Move me as much, as thy Breath moves a Mountain ! 
Poor Worms, they hiſs at me, whilſt I at home 
Can be contented to applaud my ſelf, 
To fit and clap my Hands, and laugh, and leap, 
Knocking my Head againſt my Roof, with joy 
To ſee how plump my Bags are, and my Barns. 
Sirrah, go, hie you home, and bid your Ellows, 
Get all their Flayls ready again” I come. 
Hine, I will, Sir. 
Serd. Tl inſtantly ſet all my Hines to thraſhing 
Of a whole reek of Corn, which I will hide 
Under the Ground ; -and with the Straw thereof 
I'll ſtuffthe out-ſides of my other Mows : 
That done, Pll have *em empty all my Garners, 
And ? the friendly Earth bury my ſtore, 
That, when the Searchers come, they may ſuppoſe 
AlPs ſpent, and that my Fortunes were belyed. 
And to lend more opinion to my want. 
And ſtop that many-mouthed vulgar Dog, 
( Which elſe would ſtill be baying at my Door) = 


he ſays 'cis 
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Exch Market-day, I will be ſeen to buy 

Part of the pureſt Wheat, as for my Houſhold ; 
Where when it comes, it ſhall increaſe my heaps, 
"Twill yield me treble gain at this dear time, 
Promisd in this dear Book : I have caſt all. 

Till then I will not fell an Ear, PIl hang firſt. 

O, I ſhall make my Prizes as I liſt, 

My Houſe and 1 can feed on Peas and Barley ; 
What though a world of wretches ſtarve the while ? 
« Fe that will thrive muſt think no Courſes vile. 


GREMX. 


Cir. Now, Signior, how approve you this? have the 
Humoriſts expreſt themſelves truly or no ? 

Mit. Yes, (if it be well proſecuted) *tis hitherto hap- 
py enough : but methinks Macilente went hence too 
ſoon, he might have been made to ſtay, and ſpeak lome- 
what in reproof of Sordido's wretchedneſs now at the laſt. 

Cor. O, no, that had been extreamly improper 3 be- 
ſides, he had continued the Scene too long with him, as 
'twas, being in no more action. 

Mit. You may enforce the length as a neceſſary Rea- 
ſon ; bur for propriety, the Scene would very well have 
born ic in my Judgment. 


Cor: O, worſt of both ; why, you miſtake his Hu- 
mour utterly then. 

Mit. How ? do I miſtake it ? is't not Envy. 

Cor. Yes, but you muſt underſtand, Signior, he en- 
vies him not as he is a Villain, a Woolt ! the Common- 
wealch, bur as he is rich and fortunate, for the crue con- 
"* dition of Envy, is, Dolor aliene felicitatis, to have our 
Eyes continually fixt upon another Mans Proſperity, 
that is, his chief happineſs, and to grieve at that. 
Whereas if we make his monſtruous and abhord ARi- 
ons our Object, the Grief (we take then) comes nearer 
the Nature of Hate than Envy, as being bred out of a 
kind of contempt and loathing in our ſelves. 

". Mit. So you'll infer it had been Hate, not Envy in 
him, to reprehend the Humour of Sordido ? 

Cord. Right, for whar a Man truly envies in another, 
he could always love and cheriſh in himſelf ; buc no 
Man truly reprehends in another, what he loves in him- 
ſelf ; therefore reprehenſion is out of his hate. And this 
diſtin&tion hath he himſelf made in a Speech there (if 
you markt it) where he ſays, [ envy not rhis Buffon, but 
1 hate bim. | 

Mit. Stay, Sir : I envy not this Buffon, but I bate him : 
why mighe he not as well have hated Sordido as him? 

Cor. No, Sir, there was ſubject for his Envy in Sordido, 
his Wealth ; ſo was there not in the other. He ſtood 

offelt of no one eminent Gift, but a moſt odious and 
Fiend-like Diſpoſition, that would curn Charity it felt 
into Hate, much more Envy, tor the preſent, 

Mit. You have ſatisfied me, Sir, O, here comes the 
Fool and the Jeſter again methinks. 

Cor. *Twere pitty they ſhould be parted, Sir. 

Mit. What bright-ſhining Gallant's that with them ? 
the Knight they wene to ?! 

Cor. No, Sir, this is one Monſieur Fajtidius Brick, 0- 
therwiſe call'd the freſh Frenchefied Courier, 

Mit. A Humorilt too ? 

Cor. As humorous as Quick-filver, do but obſerve him, 


the Scene is the Country Itill, remember. 


Scene I. 


A&t. II. 
Faſt. Brik, Cinedo, Carlo Buffone, S' gliardo. 


melo, watch when the Knight comes, and give us 


word. Cine. I] will, Sir. | 
Faſt. How lik'it thou my Boy, Carls ? 
Car. O, well, well. He looks like a Colonel of the 


P 1g mes Horle, 


| antique Clock : he would ſhew well upon a Habber- 


da(hers Stall, at a Corner Shop rarely, 
Faſt. What a damin'd witty Rogue's this ? how he con- 
founds with his Similes ? 


Car. Bercter wich ſamiles than ſmiles : and whethec 


| were you riding now, Signiory 


Faſt. Who, 1 7 what aililly je{t's that ; whether ſhould 
[ ride but to the Court ? 

Car. O, Pardon me, Sir, ewen laces more : 
Hot-houſe, or your Whore houſe 4 "A 

Faſt. By the virtue of my Soul, this Knight dwells iti 
Elizuum here. 

Car. He's gone now, I thought he would flie Out pre- 
ſenely. Thee be our Nimble-ſpicited Cat/#s, that ha' 
their evafions ar pleaſure, will run over a Bog like your 
Wild >; ; no looner ſtarted, bur they'll leap trom one 
thing co another, like a S{quirrel, heigh ! dance and do 
ericks 1 cheir Diſcourſe, from Fire to Water, from Water 
to Air, from Air to Earth, as if their Tongues did but 
E 7” _ "ap Elements over, and away. 

aſt. Surah, Carlo, thou never ſaw it my Grey- 
yet, didſt chou ? DIY 
or = _ you ſuch a one ? 
aſe. Lhe beſt in Exrepe (my good villain) thou' 
when thou ſeeſt him. of pans 

Car. But when ſhall I ſee him ? 

Faſt. There was a Noble Man i* the Court offered me 
a hundred Pound for him,by chis Light; a fine liecle fi y 
ſlave, he runs bke a (oh) excellent, exccll-nt ! with the 
very found jof the Spur. 

Car. How? the ſound of the” Spur ? 

_ Fat. O, it's your only humour now extant, Sir : a good 
g1ngle, a good gingle. 

_ Cay, You ſhall ſee him curn Morrice dancer, he has got 
him Bells, a good Sure, and a Hobby-horſe. 

Sog. Signior, now you talk of a Hobby-horſe, I know 
where one is will not be given for a brace of Angels. 

Faſt. How is that, Sir? | 

Sog. Marry,Sir,l am telling this Gentleman of a Hobby- 


horſe, ic was my Fathers indeed, and (though I ſay it—— 


Car. That ſhould nor ſay ic) on, on. 

Sog. He did dance in it, with as good humour, and 
as good regard as any Man of his Degree whatſoever; 
being no Gentleman : I have danc'e in ic my ſelf too. 

Car. Nor fince the humour of Geatilicy was upon 
you? did you? 

Sog. Yes, once; marry, that was but to ſhew what 4 
Gentleman mighe do in a Humour. 

Car. Q, very good. 


GRE LX 

Mit. Why, this Fellows diſcourſe were nothing bue 
for the word Humour. | 

Cer. O, bear with him, an' he ſhould lack matter and 
words too, *ewere pitiful. 

Sog. Nay, look you, Sir, there's ne're a Gentlemart 
1' the Countrey ha's the like humours, for the Hobby-. 
horſe, as I have; I have the method for the threding of 
the Needle and all, che 

Car. How, the method ? 

' Cog. I, the Leigerity for that, and the Whigh-hie, 
and the Daggers in the Noſe, and the Travels of the Egg 
trom Finger to Finger, all che Humours incident co the 
Quality. The Horſe hangs at home in my Parlor. Fl 
keep it for a Monument as long as I live, ſure. 

Car. Do fo; and when you die, *ewill be an excellent 
Trophee to hang over your lomb. 

Sog. Maſs, and I'll have a Tomb (now I think on't) 
'tis but ſo much Charges. 

Cay, Beſt build ic in your Lifetime then, your He rs 
hap to forget it elle. 

Sog. Nay, I mean fo, Pll not truſt to them. 

Car, No, tor Heirs and Execurtors are grown dam- 
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tors left walking : how like you him, Signior? 

Faſt. *Fore Heavens, his humour arrides me exceed- 
ingly. 

Car. Arrides you ? 

Faſt. I, pleates me (a pox on't) I am fo haunted at 
the Court, and at my Lodging, with your refin'd choice 
Spirits, that it makes me clean of another Garb, another 
ſh<2f, I know not how ! I cannot frame me to your harſh 
vulgar Phraſe, *cis againſt my genize. 

Sez. Signior Carlo, 


GRE @A 


Cer. This is right to that of Horace, Dum wvitant ſtult 
wvitia,” in contraria currunt : fo this Gallant, labouring to 
avoid popularity, falls into a habit of Aﬀectation, 'Ten 
thouſand rimes hatefuller than the tormer. : 

Car. Who he? a Gull, a Fool, no falt in him ? the 
Earth, man : he looks like a freſh Salmon kept in a 
Tub, he'll be ſpent ſho:tly. His Brain's lighter than his 
Feather already, and his Tongue more ſubje& to Iye, 
tha: chat's to wag : he ſleeps with a Musk-cat every 
night, and walks all day hang'd in Pomander Chains 
for Penance : he has his Skin tan'd in Civet, to make his 
Complexiau ſtrong, and the ſweetneſs of his Youth 
laſting ia the S2nle of his ſweet Lady ; a good empty 
puff, - he loves you well, Signior. : 

$Gog. There ſhall be no love loſt, Sir, I'll aſſure you. 

Faſt. Nay, Carlo, T am not happy  ghy love, I fee: 
pray thee ſuffer me to enjoy thy Company a little ({weet 
Michief) by this Air, I ſhall envy this Genelemans place 
in thy Aﬀections, if you be thus private, ifaith. How 
now ? is the Knight arriv'd ? 


CINED®O. 


C:n. No, Sir, but *cis gueſt he will arrive preſently, by 
his Fore-runners. 

Faſt. His Hounds ! by Minerva an excellent Figure 3 
a good Boy. 

. Cer. You ſhould give him a French Crown for it: the 
Poy would ftiad ewo better Figures i that, and a good 
iigure of your Bounty beſide. 

Faſt, "Tut, the Boy wants no Crowns. 

Car. No Crown : ſpeak i” the ſingular Number, and 
we'll believe you. 

Faſ#. Nay, thou art ſo capriciouſly conceited now. 
Sirra't (dzmation) I have heard this Knight Pantarvolo, 
reported 2o be a Gentleman of exceeding good humour 3 
thou know'ſt him : pr'y thee, how is his Diſpoſition ? 1 
nz're was ſo favour'd of my Stars, as to ſee him yet. 
Boy, do you look to the Hobby ? 

Cn. I; Sir, the Groom has ſet him np. | 

Faſt. 'Tis well: I rid out of my way of intent to vi- 
fit him, and take knowledg of his Nay, good 
wickedneſs, his Humour, his Humour. 

Cer. Why, he loves Dogs, and Hawks, and his Wife: 
well ; he has a good riding face, and he can fit a great 
Horſe ; he will caint a Staff well at Tile : when he is 

amounted he looks like the Sign of the George, that's all 
I know, fave, that inſtead oft a Dragon, he will bran- 
diſh againſt a Tree, and break his Sword as confidently 
upon the knotty Bark, as the other did upon the Scales 
ot the Beaſt. | 

Faſt. O, but this is nothing to that's deliver'd of him. 
They fay he has Dialogues and Diſcourſes between his 
Horſe, himſelf, and his Dog : and that he will court his 
own Lady, as ſhe were a ſtranger never encounter'd 
betore. 

Car. I, that he will, and make freſh love to her eve- 
ry morning : this Gentleman has been a ſpeRator of it, 
Sigmer In \ul's. 

Sg. Lamrelolue to keep a Page : ſay you Sir ? 

_ He l:aps from whiſpering with the Boy. 


! 


Car. You have ſeen Signior Puntarves accolt his Lady : 
Sog. Q, I Sir. 
Faſt.And how is the manner of it pr'y thee,good Signior? 
Sog. Faith Sir, in very good fort, he has his humours 
for ir, Sir : as firſt, (fuppole he were now to comme from 
riding or hunting, or ſo) he has his Trumpet to found, 
and then the waiting Gentlewoman, ſhe looks out, and 
then he ſpeaks, and then ſhe ſpeaks— very pretty itaith, 
Gentlemen. 
Faſt, Why, but do you remember no Particulars, 
Signior ? 
Sog. O, yes Sir, firſt, the Gentlewoman, ſhe looks 
out at the Window. 
Car. After the Trumpet has ſummon'd a Paile, not 
before ? 
Sog. No, Sir, not before : and then ſays he, ha, ha, 
ha, = &<c. 
Car. What ſays he ? be not rapt fo. 
Sog. Says he, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 
Faſt. Nay, ſpeak, ſpeak. 
Sg. Ha, ha, ha, fays he : God fave you, ſays he: ha, 
ha, &c. 
Car. Was this the ridiculous motive to all this Paſſion ? 
Sog. Nay, that, that comes atter is, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 
Car. Doubtleſs he apprehends more than he utters, 
this Fellow : or elſe, " T[ Acry of Hounds within. 
Sg. Liſt, liſt, they are come from hunting : ſtand by, 
cloſe under this Tarras, and you ſhall fee it done better 
than I can ſhew it. 
Car. So it had need, *rwill ſcarce poize the obſerva- 
tion elſe. 
Sog. Faith, I remember all, but the manner of it is 
quite out of my Head. ' 
Faſt, O, with-draw, with-draw, it cannot be but a 


molt plealing Object. 
| A&t IL. Scene Il. 


Puntarvolo, Huntſman, Gemtlewoman. {| To the reſt. 
rreſter, give Wind to thy Horn. Enough ; by 
this the Sound hath touche the Ears of the incloſed : 
Depart, leave the Dog, and take with thee what thou 
haſt deſerv'd, the Horn, and Thanks. 

Car. I, marry, there's ſome taſte in this. 

Faſt. Is't not good ? 

Sog. Ah, peace, now above, now above ! 

| The Gentlewoman appears at the Window. 

Punt. Stay : mine Eye hath (on the _ through 
the bounty ofthe Window, receiv'd the form of a Nympb. 
I will ſtep forward three Paces; of the which, 1 will 
barely retire one ; and (after ſome little flexure of the 
Knee) with an erected grace ſalute her (one, two, and 
three.) Sweet Lady, God ſave you. 

Gent. No, forſooth: I am but the waiting Gentlewo- 
man, © A 

Car. He knew that before. | 

Punt. Pardon me : Humanum «ft errare. 

Car, He learn'd chat of his Chaplain. 

Punt. To the pertetion of Complement (which is 
the Dial of the thought, and guided by the Sun of your 
Beaurics) are requir d thefe three ſpecials : the gnomon, 
che puntilio's, and the ſuperficies : the ſuperficies, 15 that 
we call place ; the puntilio's, Circumſtance; and the 


gnomon Ceremony ; in either of which, for a ſtranger to 


err, "tis calic and facile, and ſuch am I. 

Car. True, not knowing her horizon, he muſt needs 
err; which I fear he knows too well. 

Punt, What call you the Lord of the Caſtle? ſweet face. 

Gent, The Lord of the Caſtle is a Knight, Sir 3 Sig- 
nior Puntaryolo, 

Punt, Puntarvwolo ? O. 

Carl. Now mult he ruminate. 


Faſt, Does the Wench know him all this while, then ? 
Carl. 
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Carl. O, do you know me, man ? why, therein lyes 


the Syrrup of the Jeſt; it's a project, a defignment of 


his own, a thing ſtudyed, and rehearſt as ordinarily at 
his coming from hawking or hunting,as a Jig after a Play. 
Sogl. I, &en like your Jig, Sir. 


Punt. *Tis a moſt fumpruous and ſtacely Edifice ! of 


what years is the Knight, fair Damſel ? 

Gent, Faith, much about your years, Sir. 

Punt. What Complexion or what Stature bears he ? 

Gent, Of your -Stature, and very near upon your 
Complexion. 

Punt. Mine is melanchy. 

Carl. So is the Dogs, "aſk 

Pazr. And doth argue Conſtancy, chiefly in love. 
What are his Endowments? Is he courteous ? 

Gent, O, the moſt courteous Knighe in Chriſtian 
Land, Sir. 

Punt. Is he magnanimous ? 

Gent, As the Skin between your Brows, Sir. 

Punt. 1s he bountiful ? 

Carl. 'Slud, he takes an Inventory of his own good Parts, 

Gent. Bountiful ? I, Sir, I would you ſhould know it ; 
the Poor are ſerv'd at his Gate, early and late, Sir. 

Punt. Is he Learned ? 

Gent. O, I Sir, he can ſpeak the French and Italian. 

Punt. Then he has travail'd ? 

Gent. I, forſooth, he hath been beyond Seas once or 
twice. 

Carl. As far as Pars, to fetch over a Faſhion, and 
come back again. 

Punt, Is he Religious ? 

Gent. Religious ? I know not what you call religious, 
bur he goes 80 Church, I am fure. ' 

Faſt, 'Slid, methinks theſe anſwers ſhould offend him. 

Carl. Tut, no; he knows they are excellent, and to 
her capacity that ſpeaks 'em. 

Punt. Would I might ſee his face. | 

Carl. She ſhould let down a Glaſs from the Window 
at that word, and requeſt him to look in't. 

Punt. Doubtlefs the Gentleman is moſt exat, and ab- 
ſolurely qualified ? doth the Caſtle contain him? 

Gent. No, Sir, he is from home, but his Lady is within. 

Punt. His Lady ? what, is ſhe fair ? ſplendidious? and 
amiable ? 

Gent. O, Lord, Sir' 

Punt. Prythee, dear Nymph, intreat her Beauties to 
ſhine on this ſide of the building. 

Carl. That he may ere a new Dial of Complement, 
with his gnomons and his puntilio*s. | Gent. leaves the Window. 

Faſt. Nay, thou art ſuch another Cynique now, a Man 
had need walk uprightly before thee. 

Carl. Heart, can any Man walk more upright than he 
does? Look, look ; as if he went in a frame, or had a 
Suit of Waneſcot on : and the Dog watching him, leſt 
he ſhould leap out orre. 

Faſt. O, villain: 

Carl. Wcll; and e're I meet him in the City, Ill ha' 
him joynted, I'll pawn him in Ea#-cheap, among the 
Bucchers elſe. 

Faſt. Peace, who be theſe, Carlo ? 


A&t IL. Scene II. , 


Sordido, Fungoſo, Lady. [ To the ref, 
d he -= your Godfather ; do your Duty to him, Son. 
Sep. This, Sir ? a poor elder Brother of mine, Sir, 

a Yeoman, may diſpend ſome ſeven or eight hundred a 
year: that's his Son, my Nephew, there. 

Punt. You are not ill-come, Neighbour Sordido, though 
I have not yet ſaid, well-come ; what, my God-ſon is 
grown a great proficient by this ? 

$:xd. 1 hope he will grow great one day, Sir. 

Faſt. What does he ſtudy ? che Law ? 


Seg. I Sir, he is a Gentleman, though his Facher be 
but a Yeoman. 

Car, What call you your Nephew, Signior ? 

Sog. Marry, his name is Fungoſo. 

Car. Fungoſo ? O, he lookt ſomewhat like a Spunge in 
that Pinct yellow Doubler, methought : well, make 
much of him;1 ſee he was never born to ride upon a moyl. 

Gent. My Lady will come preſently, Sir. | Return'd above. 

Sog. O, now, now. 

Punt. Stand by, retire your ſelves a ſpace : nay, pray 
you, forget not the uſe of your Hat the Air is PICrCing« 

. [ Sordido and F wed | withdraw to the other part of 
the Stage, while the Lady is come to the Window. 

Faſt. What ? will not their Preſence prevail againſt 
the Current of his Humour ? 

Car. O, no: it's a meer Flood, a Torrent carries all 
afore it. 

Punt. What more than beavenly pulchritude is this ? 

What maga%ine, or treaſwry of bli(s ? 

Daz/e, you Organs to my optique ſenſe, 

To wiew a Creature of Tack eminence : 

O, I am Planet-ſtrook, and in yond (pher-, 
; MA brighter Star than Venus doth appear /! 

Faſt. How ? in Verle! 

Car. An extaſie, an extaſic, Man, 

Lady. 1s your defire to ſpeak with me, Sir Knight ? 

Car. He will tell you chat anon; neither his Brain, 
nor his Body, are yer moulded for an anſwer. 

Punt. Moſt debonair, and luculenc Lady, I decline 
me low as the baſis of your Altitude. 


GRE X. 


Cor. He makes Congies to his Wife in Geometrical 
Proportions. , 
Ai. It poflible there ſhould be any ſuch Humouriſt ? 

Cor. Very eaſily poflible, Sir, you ſee there is. 

Putt, 1 have fcarce colleted my Spirits, but lately 

ſcatrer'd in the admiration of your form; to which (if 
the Bounties of your mind be any way reſponſible) I 
doubt not, but my deſires ſhall find a ſmooth, and ſecure 
Paſſage. I am a poor Knighe Errane (Lady ) thac 
hunting in the adjacent Forreſt, was by adventure in 
the purſuit of a Hart, brought to this place ; which 
Hart (dear Madam ) eſcaped by Enchantment : che 
Evening approaching (my ſelf, and Servane wearied) 
my ſuit is, to your fair Caſtle, and refreſh me. 
Lady. Sir Knight, albeit it be not uſual with me 
(chicfly in the ablence of a Husband) to admit any en- 
trance to Strangers, yet in the true regard of thoſe inna- 
ted Vertues, and fair Parts, which ſo ſtrive to expreſs 
themſelves, in you; I am refolv'd to entertain you to the 
beſt of my unworthy power : which I alot to be 
nothing vallu'd with what ſo worthy a Perſon may de- 
ſerve. Pleaſe you bue ſtay while I deſcend. 

Punt. Moſt admir'd Lady, you aſtonifh me ! 

Carl. What? with ſpeaking a Speech of your own 
penning ? [ Sbe departs : Puntarvolo 2, in with 

Sordido and bis Son. 

Faſt. Nay, look; pr'y thee peace. 

Carl. Pox on't : I am impatient of ſuch Foppery. 

Faſt. O, let's hear the relt. 

Carl. What? a tedious Chapter of Courtſhip, after 
Sir Lancelot, and Queen Guevener? away. I marl in 
what dull cold Nook he found this Lady out ? that (be- 
ing a Woman) ſhe was bleſt with no more Copy of wit, 
but to ſerve his humour thus. *Slud I chink he teeds 
her with Porridge. 1: ſhe could ne're have tuch a thick 
Brain elſe. 

Sogl. Why, is Porridge fo hurtful, Signior ? 

Carl. O, nothing under Heaven more prejudicial to 
thoſe aſcending ſubtile Powers, or doth ſooner abate 
that which we call, acumen mgeni, than your groſs 


; Fare : Why, I'll make you an Inſtance : 


your 


F 2 Ciry 


L : 
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of bis Humor, 


tres Fools 1 the World bred, than they are generally ; 
and yer you ſe (by the finene(s and delicacy of heir 
Diet, diving into ehs tar Capons, drinking your rich 


| Wines, fe:ding on Larks, $par1ows, Porato-pies, and fuch 


good tnctuors Meats) how their Wirs are refind and ra- 
rificd ; and ſometimes a very Quinreflence of Conceir 
flows trom *em, able co drown a weak Apprehention. 
Faſt. Peace, here comes the Lady. | ; 
Lady. Gods me, here's Company ; turn 1n again. 
[ | Lady with her Gent. defcendcd, ſeerng them, 
urns mn agamn. ; E 
Fa. *Slight, our Prelence has cut off che Convoy ot 
the J-ſt. | 
Carl. All the better, I am glad on't; for the Ifſue was 
very perſpicuous. Come, l-: 5 diſcover, and lalwe the 
Knight. [ Carlo end the other two jtcp forth. 
Punt. Stay ; who be cHicl> that addreſs chemlelves to- 
wards 152 What, Carlo ? Now, by the lincericy ot my 
Soul, welcome; welcome Gentlemen: And how doſt 
thou, thou grand Scourge, or ſecond Untru/s of the Lime: 
Carl, Faith, ſpending my Mecal in this rezling World 
(here and there) as the {way of my Aﬀection carries 
n12, and perhaps [tumble upon a Yeoman Feuterer, as I 


Go how ; or one of Fortunes Moils, laden with Trea- 


fire, and an empty Cleke-bag tollowing him, gaping 
when a Bag will untie. 

Punt. Peace, you Bandgg, peace : What brisk Nym- 
fadero is that in the white Vugin- Boot there ? 

Carl, Marry, Sir, one that 1 mult entreat you to take 
a vey particular knowledge of, and with more than or- 
dinaiy reſpe&t ; Monſieur Fa/t:dizs. 

Punt. Sir, I could wilb, that for the time of your 
vouchſaft abiding here, and more real Entertainment, 
this my Houſe ſtood on the AZz/es Hill, and theſe my 
Orchards were thoſe of the He/perides. 

Faſt. I poſlels as much in your With, Sir, as if I were 
made Lord of the Indies; and I pray you believe ie. 

Car. | have a better opinion ot his Faith, chan to 
think it will be fo corrupted. 

Seg. Come, Brother, FIl bring you acquainted with 
Genclemen, and good Fellows, ſuch as ſhall do you more 
grace man ; 

Sord. Bother, | hunger not for ſuch Acquaintance : 
Do you take heed, leſt 


—y 


| Carlo « coming toward them. 
Sog. Huſhe : My Brother, Sir, tor want of Education, 

Sir, fomwhat nodding to the Boor, the Clown ; bur I 

recuelt youyin private, Sir. RT 
Fung. By Heaven, it is a very fine Sute of Clothes: 


GRE MAX. 


Cer. Do you obſerve that, Signior ? There's another 
Humour has new crackt the Shell. 
— Mi. What? he is cnamourd of the Faſhion, is he ? 
Cor. O, you foreſtal the Jeſt. 
Furg. 1 mar'l what it mighe ſtand him in! 
Scg. Nephew ? 
Fung, *Fore me, it's an excellent Sute, and as neatly 
becomes him. Whae (aid you, Uncle ?_ 
Seg. When ſaw you my Niece ? 
Fung. Marry, yeſternight 1 fupe there, That kind of 
Boot do's very rare t00 ! | 
| Sog. And what News hear you ? 
Fung. The gilt Spur and all | Would I were hang'd, 
bur *ris exceeding good. Say you, Uncle ? 
Sog. Your Mind is carried away with lomewhace elle : 
I ask what News you hear ? 
Fung. Troth, we hear none. In good faith, I was ne- 


ver ſo pleas'd with a Faſhion days ot my liſe. O (ar I 
might have but my wiſh) Pld ask no more of good now, 
bur ſuch a Sure, ſuch a Hat, ſuch a Band, ſuch a Doubler, 
luch a Llole, fuch a Boor, and ſuch a 


- 
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Ciry-wives, but offferve *em, you ha' not more pertect | 


Sog. They lay, there's a new Motion of the Ciry of 
Niniveb, with Jonas and the Whale, to be {cen at FEleer- 
vridge. You can tell, Coutin ? . 

Fung. Here's ſuch a world of Queſtions wich him 
now : Yes, I chink there be ſuch a ching, I ſaw the Þi- 
cure: Would he would once be ſatisfied. Let me ice, 
the Doubler, ſay Fitty ſhillings the Doubler, and berween 
chree or tour Pound the Hoſe; then Boots, Har, and 
Band ; Some ten or eleven Pound will do it all, and Surg 
me, *fure the Heavens. 

Sog. I'll fee all choſe Devices, an* I come to LI ndin 
ONCce, 

Fung. Gods lid, and I could compaſs it, 'twere rate. 
Hark you Unc. 

Sog. Whar ſays my Nephew ? 

Fung. Faith Uncle, I'd ha' defir'd you to have made a 
Motion for me co my Father, in a thing that—— Walk 
al:de, and I'll cell you, Sir ; no moic bur this : There's a 
parcel of Law: books (ſome Twenty pounds worth) that 
lie in a place for lictle more than half che Money they 
colt , and I think for ſome ewelve Pound, or ewenty 
Mark, I could go near to redeem 'em ; there's Plowden, 
Dyar, Brooke, and Fitz- Herbert, divers ſuch as I muſt have 
eer long; and you know, I were as good fave five or lix 
Pound, as not, Uncle. I pray you, move ir tor me. 

Sog. That I will: When would you have me do it ? 
preſently ? 7 h 

Fung. O I, I pray you, good Uncle : God ſend me 
good luck : Lord (an't be thy will) proſper it: O my 
Stars, now, now, if it take now, 1 am made for ever. 

Faſt. Shall I cell you, Sir ? By this Air, I am the moſt 
beholden to that Lord, of any Gentleman living; he 
do's uſe me the moſt honourably, and with the greateſt 
reſpect, more indeed than can be utter'd with any Opi- 
nion-of "Truth, 

Punt. Then have you the Count Grariato. 

Faſt. As true noble a Gentleman too as any breathes; 
I am exceedingly endear'd to his Love: By this Hand, 
(I proteſt eo, you, Signior, I ſpeak it not gloriouſly, noc 
out 'of affe&arion, but) there's he, and the Count Fru- 
gale, Signior luſtre, Signior Luculento, and a fort of *em, 
that (when I ani at Court) they Go ſhare me amongit 
em. Happy is he can enjoy me moſt private. I do 
wiſh my felt ſometime an Ubiquitary for their Love, in 
good faith. 

Carl. There's ne'er a one of theſe but mighe lic a 
Week on the Rack,c'er they could bring torth his Name ; 
and yet he pours them out as familiarly, as it he had 
ſeen *em ſtand by the Fire i' the Preſence, or ta'n Ta- 
bacco with chem over the Stage i' the Lords Room. 
Punt. Then you mult of neceflity know our Court- 
ſtar there, that Planet of Wit, Maddona Saviclina ? 

Faſt. O Lord, Sir! my Milſtris. 

Punt. Is ſhe your Miſtris ! 

Faſt. Faith here be ſome flight Favours of hers, Sir, 
that do ſpeak it, ſhe # ; as this Scart, Sir, or this Ribband 
in my Ear, or ſo; this Feather grew in her ſweet Fan 
ſometimes, though now it be my poor Fortune to weai 
it, as you ſee, Sir : ſlight, ſlight, a tooliſh Toy. ( 
Punt, Well, ſhe is the Lady of a moſt exalced and in- 
genious Spirit. | 

Feſt. Did you ever hear any Woman ſpeak like her ? 
or inriche with a more plentitul Diſcourſe ? 

Carl. O villagous | nothing but Sound, Sound, x meer 
Eccho 3 ſhe ſpeaks as ſhe goes tir'd, in Cobwei-l awn, 
light, thin; good enough to catch Flies wichal. 

Punt. O, manage your Attections. 

Fa#t.” Well, if chou be'ſt nor plagu'd for this Blaſphe- 
my one day—— 

Punt, Come, regard not a Jeſter : Ic is in the power 


of my Purſe co make him ſpeak well or ill of me. 


Faſt. Sir, I affirm it co you (upon my Credit and Judg 
ment) ſhe has the moſt harmonious and muſical ſtrain 


of Wit that ever tempted a true Ear; and yet to ſce, 


a rude 
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a rude Tongue would protane Heaven , it ir could. 

Punt. | am not ignorant of ir, Sir. 

Faſt. Oh, ir flows from her like Neaar, and ſhe doth 
give ic chat {weet quick Grace, and Exornation in the 
Compoſure, that (by this good Air, as | am an honeſt 
Man, would I might never ſtir, Sir, but) the do's ob 
ſerve as pure a Yhraſe, and uſe as choice Figures in her 
ordinary Conferences, as any be i the Arcadia. 

Carl. Or father in Green's Works, whence ſhe may ſteal 
with more {<curity. 

Sord. Well,” it Ten pound will ferch *cm, you ſhall 
have it; bur Pll part wich no more. 

Fung. YI ery what that will do, it you pun 

Sord, Do ſo; and when you have 'em, ſtudy hard. 

Fung. Yes, Sir. An' I could ſtudy to ger Forcy ſhil- 
| lings more now ! W-ll, I will put my felt into the Fa- 
ſhion, as far as chis will go, preſently. 

Sord. I wonder it rains not | The Almanack fays, we 
ſhould have ſtore of Rain to day. 

Punt. Why, Sir, ro morrow [ will aflociate you to 
Coure my ſelf, and from thence to the Ciry, abour a 
Buſineſs, a Project I have ; I will expole it to you, vir: 
Carlo, I am fure, has heard of it. 

Carl. Whar's that, Sir ? 

Punt. F do intend, this Year of Jubile coming on, to 
travel : And (becauſe I will not alcogecher go upon Ex- 
pence) I am determined to pur forth ſome Five thou- 
land Pound, to be paid me Five for One, upon the re- 
eurn of my felt, my Wite, and my Dog, from the Turk's 
Court in Conſtantmople, It all or cicher of us miſcarry 
in the Journey, 'tis gone: If we be ſucceſsful, why, 
there will be Five and ewenty thouſand Pound to enter- 
rain Time wichal. Nay, go 'not, Neighbour Sordido, 
ſtay co nighe, and help ro make our Society the fuller. 
Genclemen, frolick : Carly ? what, dull now ? 

Carl. I was thinking on your Project, Sir, an* you call 
,it 10? Is this the Dog goes with you ? 

Punt.. This is the Dog, Sir. 

Carl. He do' not go bare-foot, does he 2 

Punt. Away, you Traitor, away. 

Carl. Nay, atore God, I ſpeak ſimply ; he may prick 
his Foot with a Thorn, and be as much as the whole 

enture is worth. Beſides, for a Dog that never tra- 
vell'd before, it's a huge Journey to Conſtantmople. Ill 
tell you now (an' he were mine) 1d have fome preſent 
Conference with a Phyſician, what Antidotes were 
good to give him , Prefervatives againſt Poyſon 3 for 
(aſſure you) if once your Money - out , there'll be 
divers Attemprs made againſt the Life of the poor 
Animal. 

Punt. Thou art ſtill dangerous. 

Faſt. Is Signior Deliro's Wife your Kinſwoman ? 

, Sogl. I, vir, ſhe is my Niece, my Brother's Daughter 
here, and my Nephew's Siſter. 

Sord. Do you know her, Sir ? 

Faſt. O God, Sir, Signior Deliro, her Husband, is my 
Merchant. 

Fung. 1, I have ſeen this Gentleman there often. 

Faſt. 1 cry you mercy, Sir : let me crave your Name, 


pray you. 

Fung. Fungoſo, Sir. 

Faſt. Good Signior Fungeſo; I ſhall requeſt to know 
you betrer, Sir. | 

Fung. I am her Brother, vir. 

Faſt. In fair time, Sir. 

Punt, Come Gentlemen, I will be your Conduct. 

Faſt. Nay, pray you, Sir; we ſhall meet at Signior 
Delro's often. Y 

Sel You ſhall ha' me at the Herald's Office, Sir, 
for yn Week or ſo at my firſt coming up. Come, 
Cario. 


| 


—_— 


GRE X. 


Mu. Methinks, Cordatus, he dwelc 
on this Scene ; it hung i che hand. 

Cor. [ fee not where he could have inſiſted lefs, and 
t' have made the Humours per{picuous enough. 

Mit. True, as his Subject lies ; but he might have al- 
rered che Shape of his Argument, and explicated *em 
betrer in ſingle Scenes. 

Cor. That had been ſingle indeed. Why, be chey 
not the ſame Perſons in this, as they woul ve been 
in thoſe 2 And is ic not an Object of more State, to be- 
hold the Scene full, and relicy'd wich variety of Speak- 
ers to the end, chan to ſee a vaſt empty Stage, and the 
Actors come in (one by one) as if they were drops 
down with a Feather into the Eye of the Spectators ? 

Mit. Nay, you are better traded with theſe things 
than I, and therefore Ill ſubſcribe ro your Judgment ; 
marry, you ſhall give me leave to make Objections. 

Cor. O, what elſe? It's the ſpecial Intent of the Aw 
thor you ſhould do ſo; for thereby others ( that are 
preſent) may as well be fatisfied, who haply would ab- 
ject the ſame you do. 

Miu. So, Sir: But when appears Macilente again ? 

Cor. Marry, he ſtays bur till our Silence give him 
leave : Here he comes, and with him Signior Deliro, a 
Merchant, at whoſe Houſe he is come to ſojourn : 
Make your own Obſervation now, only transfer your 
Thoughts to the City, with the Scene ; where, ſuppoſe 


they ſpeak. 


| —— to0 long 


A& II. Scene IV. 
Deliro, Macilente, Fido, Fallace. 


T% tell you by and by, Sir. 
Welcome (good Macilente ) to my Houſe, 
To ſojourn at my Houſe for ever ; if my beſt 
Incates,and every fort of good Intreaty 
{ Deliro cenſerh. Hw Boy fkrews Flowers. 
May move you ſtay with me. ack I thank you, Sir. 
And yet the muffled Fates (had it pleas'd them) 
Might have ſupply'd me from their own full Score, 
Without this Word (I thank yeu) to a Fool. 
I ſee no Reaſon why that Dog (call'd Chance) 
Should fawn upon this Fellow, more than me: 
I am a Man, and I have Limbs, Fleſh, Blood, 
Bones, Sinews, and a Soul, as well as he : 
My Parts are every way as good as his ; 
If I faid better, why, I did not he. 
Natt'lefs, his Wealth (but nodding on my Wants) 
Muſt make me bow, and cry, (I thank you, Sir.) 
Deli. Diſpatch, cake heed your Miſtris ſee you nor. 
Fido. 1 warrant you, Sir, Ill ſteal by her ſoftly. 
Del;. Nay, gentle Friend, be , raiſe your Looks 
Our of your Boſom ; I proteſt (by Heaven) 
You are the Man moſt welcome in the World. 
Macz. (I thank you, Sir.) I know my Ce, I think. 
Fido. Where will you have 'em burn, Sir ? 
_ more Perfumes and Herbs. 
Deli. Here, good Fido. What, ſhe did not ſee thee ? 
Fido. No, Sir. 
Deli. That's well. Strew, ſtrew, good Fido, the freſheſt 
Flowers ; fo. 
l Macs. What means this, Signior Del:ro? all this cen- 
Ing? « 
Deli. Caſt in more Frankincenſe, yet more ; well faid. 
= —_— | have fuch omar ye MP 
ing fair! fo air | unkind ! 
Bur of ſach worth, rye to be unkind, 
(Since no Man can be worthy of her Kindneſs) 
Maci. What can there not ? Deli.No,that is ſure as death, 
No Man alive ! I do not fay, is nor, 
Bur 


f 
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But cannot poſlibly be worth her Kindneſs! c 
Nay, it is certain, let me do her right. 
How, faid I? do her right ? as though I could, 
As though this dull groſs Tongue of mine could utter 
The rare, the true, the pure, the infinite rights, 
That fit ( as high as I can look ) within her : 
Maci. This is ſuch dotage, as was never heard. 
Deli, Well, this muſt needs be granted. 
Maci. Granted, quorth you ? 
Deli. Nay, Macilente, do not fo diſcredit 
The goodneſs of your judgment to deny it, 
For I do ſpeak the very leaſt of her ; 
Ard I would crave, and beg no more of Heaven, 
For all my Fortunes here, but to be able 
To utter firft in fit terms, what ſhe is, 
And then the true Joys I conceive in her. 
Maci. 1s't poflible ſhe ſhould deſerve fo well, 
As you pretend? = Deli. I, and ſhe knows ſo well 
Her own deſerts, that ( when I ſtrive & enjoy them ) 
She weighs the things I do, with what ſhe merits : | 
And (ſeeing my worth our-weigh'd fo in her graces ) 
She is ſo ſolemn, 1o preciſe, ſo froward, 
That no obſervance I can do to her, 
Can make her kind to me : if ſhe find faule, 
I mend that fault ; and then ſhe ſays, I faulted, 
That I did mend it. Now, good Friend, adviſe me, 
How I may temper this ſtrange Spleen in her. 
Maci. You are too amorous, too obſequious, 
And make her too afſur*d, ſhe may command you. 
When Women doubt moſt of their Husbands Loves, 
They are moſt loving. Husbands muſt take heed 
They give no gluts of Kindneſs to their Wives, 
Bur uſe them like their Horſes z whom they feed 
Not with a Manger-full of Meat together, 
But half a Peck at once: and keep them ſo 
Still with an Appetite to that they give them. 
He that deſires to have a loving Wite, | 
 Muft bridle all the ſhew of that deſire : 
Be Kind, not Amorous ; nor bewraying Kindneſs, 
As if Love wrought it, but conſiderate Duty. 
« Offer no Love-rites, but let Wives till ſeek them, 
« For when they come unſought, they ſeldom like them. 
Deli. Believe me, Macilente, this is Goſpel. 
_ ©, that a Man were his own Man ſo much, 
To rule himſelf thus. - I will ſtrive ?faith, 
To be more: ſtrange and careleſs: yet, I hope 
I have now taken ſuch a perfe& courſe, 
To make her kind to me, and live contended, 
Thar I ſhall find my Kindneſs well return'd, 
And have no need to fight with my Afﬀections. 
She (lace) hath found much faule with every Room 
Within my Houſe ; one was too big ( fhe ſaid ) 
Another was not furniſht to her mind, | 
And fo through all : all which, now, I have alter” 
Then here, ſhe hath a place ( on my back-ſide ) 
Wherein ſhe loves to walk ; and that ( ſhe ſaid) 
Had ſome ill ſmells about it. Now, this walk 
Have I ( before ſhe knows it) thus perfum'd 
With Herbs, and Flowers, and laid in divers places, 
( As 'twere on Altars, conſecrate to her ) | 
Perfumed Gloves, and delicate Chains of Amber, 
To keep the Airin awe of her ſweet Noftrils : 
This have I done, and this I think will pleaſe her. 
Behold ſhe comes. Fa!. Here's a ſweet ſtink indeed: 
Whar. ſhall I ever be thus croſt and plagu'd ? 
And fick of Husband ? O, my Head doth ake, 
As it would cleave afunder, with thoſe favours, 
All my Rooms alter'd, and but one poor walk 
Thar | delighted in, and that-is made 
So fullome with Perfumes, that I am fear'd 
(My Brain doth ſweat 1o) I have caught the Plague. 
Deli. Why, (gentle Wite) is now thy walk too 1weet ? 
Thou faid'ſt ofHate, it had ſowr Airs abour it, 
Aud found'ſt much fault, that I did not corre it. 


Y That moves for ever, and 
Or Fire, that burns much 


Fal. Why, an' I did find fault, Sir ? 

Deli. Nay, dear Wife ; 

I know, thou haſt ſaid, thou haſt lov'd Perfumes, 
No Woman better. Fal. I, long ſince perhaps, 
But now that Senſe is alter'd : you would have me 
( Like to a Puddle, or a ſtanding Pool ) 

To have no motion, nor no ſpirit within me. 
No, I am like a pure and fprightly River, 
'et {till the ſame ; 

ood, yet ſtill one flame. 

Deli. But yeſterday, I ſaw thee at our Gatden, 
Smelling on Roſes, and on Purple Flowers, 

And ſince, I hope, the humour of thy Senfe 
Is — chang'd. 

Fal. Why, thoſe were growing Flowers, 

And theſe within my walk, are cut and ſtrew'd. 

Del;. But yet they have one ſcent. 

Fal. 1! have they fo ? 

In your groſs judgment. If you make no difference 
Betwixt the _ of growing Flowers, and cut ones, 
You have a Senſe to taſte Lamp-Oil i'faith, 

And _ ſuch judgment have you chang'd the Cham- 


rs, 
Leaving no Room, that I can joy to be in, 
In all your now my walk, and all, 
Youſmoak me from, as if I were a Fox, 
And long, belike, to drive me quite away. 
Well, walk you there, and I'll walk where 1 lift. 
Deli. What ſhall I do ? O, I ſhall never pleaſe her. 
Maci. Out on thee, dotard ! what Star rul'd his birth ? 


That brought him ſuch a Star ? blind Fortune till 


| Beſtows her gifts on ſuch as cannot uſe them : 


How long ſhall I live, e'er I be ſo happy, 
To have a Wite of this exceeding form ? 

Deli. Away with 'em, would I had broke a joynt, 
hen I hag 1 this, that ſhould ſo diſlike her. 

way, bear all away. Fido bears . 

Fal. I, do: for four . 2 
Ought that is there ſhould like her. O, this Man, 
How cunningly he can conceal himſelf 
As though he lov'd ? nay, honour'd and ador'd ? 

Deli. Why, my ſweet Heart ? 

Fal. Sweet Heart ! O! better ſtill ' 
And asking, why? wherefore ? and looking ſtrangely, 
As if he were as White as Innocence. . 
Alas, you'r timple, you : you cannot change, 

k pale at pleaſure, and then red with wonder : 
©, No, not you ! 'tis pitty o' your naturals. 
id but caſt an amorous Eye, &'en now, 

Upon a pair of Gloves, that ſomewhat lik'e me, 
And ſtraight he noted it, and gave command, 
All ſhould be ta*en away. Deli. Be they my bane then, 
What, Sirrah, Fido, bring in thoſe Gloves again, 
You took from hence. Fel. Sir, but do nor, 
Bring in no Gloves, to ſpite me: if you do—— 

Deli. Ay me,moſt wretched; how am I miſconſtru'd ? 

Maci. O, how ſhe temptes my Heart-ſtrings with her 


Eye, 
To knit them to her Beauties, or to break ? 
What mov'd the Heavens, that they could not make 
Me ſuch a Woman ? but a Man, a Beaſt, 
That hath no bliſs like to others. Would to Heaven 
(In wreak of my misfortunes ) I were turn'd 
To ſome fair Water-Nympb, that (ſer u 
The deepeſt Whirl-pit of the rav'nous Les) 
My adamantive Eyes might head-long hale 
This Iron World to me, and drown it all. 


GRE X. 


Cor. Behold, behold, the tranſlated Gallant, 
Mit. O, he is welcome. 


Act 


Every Man out of bis Humonr. 
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AR II. Scene V. 


Fungoſo. [To the reſt. 
"CAve you Brother and Siſter, ſave you, Sir 3 I have 
Sg commendations for you ourti' the Country : (1 won- 
der chey take no knowledge of my Sute : ) mine Uncle 
Sogliardo is in Town. Siſter, methinks, you are melan- 
choly : why are you ſo fad? I think you took me tor 
Maſter Faſtidius Brisk ( Siſter ) did you not ? 

Fatt. Why ſhould I take you tor him ? 

Fung. Nay, nothing— I was lately in Maſter Faidimes 
his company, and methinks we are very like. 

Del:. You have a fair Suit, Brother, 'give you joy on't. 

Fung. Faith, good enough co ride in, Brother ; I made 
it to ride. In. Y 

Fal. O, now I ſee the cauſe of his idle demand, was 
his new Suit. 7 

Deli. Pray you, good Brother, try if you can change 
her mood. 

Fung. 1 warrant you, let me alone. Il put her. out 
of her dumps. Siſter, how like you my Suit ? 

Fal. O, you are a Gallant in print now, Brother. 

Fung. Faith, how like you che Faſhion? it's the laſt 
Edition, I affure you. 

Fal. 1 cannor bur like ir, to the deſert. 

Fung. Troth, Siſter, 1 was fain to borrow theſe Spurs, 
I ha/ left my Gown in gage for 'em, pray you lend me 
an Angel. 

Fal. Now, beſhrow my Heart then. 

Fung. Good truth, Ill pay you again at my next ex- 
hibicion : I had but bare ren Pound of my Father, and 
ic would not reach to put me wholly into the Faſhion. 

Fal. I care not. 

Fung. I had Spurs of mine own before, but they 
were not ginglers. Monſieur Faſtidics will be here anon, 
Siſter. 

Fal. You jeſt? 

Fung. Never lend me Penny more ( while you live 
then, ) and that 11d be loth to fay, in truth. 

Fal. When did you fee him ? 

Fung. Yeſterday, I came- acquainted with him at Sir 
Puntarvyols's : nay, 1weet Siſter. 

Maci. 1 o_ would know of Heaven now, why yond 

Foo 
Should wear a ,Suic of Sattin-? he? that Rook ? 
That painted Jay, with ſuch a deal of out-fide ? 
Whar 1s his inlide trow ? ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Good Heaven, give me patience, patience, patience. 
A number ot chele Popenyays there are, 
Whom, if a Man confer, and but examine 
Their inward merit, with fuch Men as want ; 
Lord, Lord, what things they are ! 

Fal. Come, when will you pay me again, now ? 

Fimg. O good, vilter ! 

Maci. Here comes another. 


A&t IL. Scene. VI. 


Faſtidins Brick. [ To the reſt. 
Gan you, Signior Deliro: how do'ſt thou, ſweet Lady ? 
Lee me kits thee. 

Fung. How ? a new Suit ? Ay me. 

Deli. And how do's Maſter Faſftidivs Brick ? 

Faft. Faith, live in Court, Signior Deliro 3 in grace, 
I thank God, both of the noble Maſculme and Fernie. 
I muſt ſpeak with you in private by and by. 

Deli. When you pleaſe, Sir. | 

Fal. Why look you fo pale, Brother ? 

I'ung,. *Nlid, all this Mony is caſt away now. 

Aaci. I, there's a newer Edition come terth. 


Fung. *Tis but my hard fortune | Well, Vil have my 
Suit Chang'd, I'll go teech my Taylor preſently, but firit 

' FH deviſe a Lerrer ro my Father. Ha? you any Pen and 
| Ink, Siſter ? 

Fal. What would you do withall ? 

| Fung. I would uſc it. "Slight, an' it had come bur 
| four Gays ſooner, the faſhion. - 

Faſt. There was a Countebs gave me her Hand to kiſ 
to day, i'che preſence : did me more good by that 
lighe than — and yeſternighe ſent her Coach twice to 
my Lodging, to intreat me accompany her, and my 
{wece Miſtris, with ſome two or three nameclets Ladics 

, more: O, I have been grac't by 'em beyond all aim of 
Aﬀection : this 's her Garter my Dagger hangs in; and 
they do fo commend and approve my Apparel, with 
my judicious wearing of it, it's above wonder, ; 

Fal. Indeatl, Sir, 'tis a moſt excellent Suit, and 

' wear it as extraordinaty. 
Fait. Why, FIl tell you now (in good faith) and by 
| chis Chair, which (by the Grace of God) I intend pre- 
| ſently to fit in, 1 had three Suits in one Year made three 
great Ladies in love wich me: I had other three, un-did 
three Gentlemen in imitation : and other three gat 
three other Gentlemen Widows of three thouſand pound 
a Ycar. . 

Deli. It -poſhble ? 

Faſt. O, believe it, Sir; your good Face is the Witch, 
and your Apparel the Spells, that bring all the pleaſures 
, at tho World into their circle. 

Fal. Ah, the tweet grace of a .Courtier ! 

Maci. Well, would my Father had left me but a good 
Face tor my Portion yer ; though I bad ſhar'd the un- 
tortunate wit that gocs with it, | had noe car'd : I mighc 
have paſt for ſomewhat 1 the World then. 

Faf. Why, allure you, Signior, rich Apparel has 
ſtrange virtucs: it makes him» chat hath ic without 
means, eſteemed for an excellent wit : he-thac enjoys ir 
wich means , puts the World in remembrance ot his 
means : it helps the deformities of Nature, and gives 
luſtre to her Beauties ; makes continual Holy-day where 
it ſhines ; ſers the wits of Ladies at work, that other- 
wiſe would be idte : furniſheth your ewo Shilling Or- 
dinary ; takes pofſeflion of your Stage at your new 
Play ; and enricherh your Oars, as fcorning co go with 
your Scull. 

Maci. Pray you, Sir, add this ; it gives reſpe& to your 
Fools, makes many Thieves, as many Strumpets, and no 
tewer Bankrupts. 

Fal. Out, our, unworthy to ſpeak where he breatheth. 

Faſt. What's he, Signior * 

Deli. A Friend of mine, Sir. : 

Faſt. By Heaven, 1 wonder at you, Citizens, what 
kind of Creatures you are . 

Deli. Why, Sir * 

Faſt. That you can confore your felves with fuch - 
poor Seam-ent Fellows. 

Fal. He ſays true. 

Deli. Sir, 1 will affure you (how ever you eftcem of 
him) he's a Man worthy of regard. 

Faſt. Why ?- what has he in him of ſuch vertue to he 
regarded ? ha ? 

Deli. Marry, he is a Scholar, Sir. 

Faſt. Nothung elle ? 

Deli. And he is well travail 'd. 

Faſt. He ſhould get him Clothes; I would cheriſh 
thoſe good parts of travail in him, and preter him to 
{ome noble Man of good place. 

Deli. Sir, fuch a benefit ſhould bind me to you for 
ever (in my Friends right) and I doubt not, but his de- 
ſere ſhall more than antwer my praile. 

Faſt, Why, an' he had good Clothes, ld carry him 
ro Court with me to morrow. 

Deli. He ſhall not want for thoſe, Sir, if Gold and 
| the whole Giry will furniſh him. 

Faſt, You 


you do 
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Fait. You ſay well, Sir : faith, Signior Deliro, I am 
come to have you play the Alchymiſt with me, and 
change the ſpecies of my Land into that Mettle you 
talk of. ; 

Deli. With all my Heart, Sir, what ſum will ſerve 

'ou ? 
: Faſt. Faith, ſome three or tour hundred. 

Deli. Troth, Sir, I have promis'd to meet a Gentle: 
man this Morning in Pauls, but upon my return Ill 
diſpatch you. : | 

Faft. I'll accompany you thither. | : 

Deli. As you pleaſe, Sir 3 but I go not thither direAly. 

Faſt. *Tis no matter, I have no other delignment 1n 
hand, and theretore as good go along. 

Deli. I were as good have a _=_ Fever follow me 
now, for I ſhall ne'er be rid of him : ( bring me a Cloke 
there, one ) ſtill, upon his grace at Court, I am ſure to 

- be viſited 3 I was a Bealt to give him any hope. Well, 
would I were in, that I am out with him once, and— 
Come Signior Macileme, I muſt confer with you, as we 
go. Nay, dear Wife, I beſeech thee, forlake theſe 


moods : look not like Winter thus. Here take wy cypherers 


Keys, my counting Houſes, ſpread all my Wealt 
before hee, chuſe any object that delights thee : if thou 
wilt cat the ſpirit of Gold, and drink diffoly'd Pearl in 
Wine, *cis for thee. 

Fal. So, Sir. 

Deli. Nay, my ſweet Wife. : 

Fal. Good Lord | how you are perfum'd! in yous 
terms and all! pray you leave us. 

Deli. Come, elemen. 

Faſt. Adieu, ſweet Lady. 

Fal. I, I! Let thy words ever ſound in mine Ears, 
and thy graces diſperſe contentment through all my 
ſ:nſes!"O, how happy is that Lady above other Ladies, 
that enjoys ſo abſolure a Gentleman to her ſervane! A 
Counteſs give him her Hand to kifs ? ah, fooliſh Coun- 
reſi ! he'sa Man worthy ( if a Woman may ſpeak of a 
Mans worth ) to kiſs the Lips of an oo 

Fung, What's Maſter Faſtidims gone, Siſter? 

[ Ketwrned with bis Taylor. 

Fal. I, Brother ( he has a Face like Chernbin! ) 

Fung, Gods me, what luck's this ? I have feeche my 
| Ta lor and all : which way went he, Siſter ? can you 


- 


tell : 

Fal. Not 1, in good faith ( and he has a Body like an 
Angel! ) 

Furg. How long is't ſince he went? 

Fal. Why, but een now : did you not meet him ? 
and a Tongue able to raviſh = oman i” the Earth!) 

Fig. O, for God's fake (I'll pleaſe you for your 
pur: ) but e'en now, ſay you ? Come, good Sir: 'Slid 

had forgot it too : Siſter, if any Body ask for mine 
Uncle Sogliardo, they ſball ha' him at the Herald's Of- 
fice yonder by Pauls. 

Fal. Well, I will not altogether deſpair : I have heard 
of a Citizens Wife has been belov'd of a Courtier; and 
why not[? heigh, ho: well I will into my private 


Chamber, lock the Door to me, and think over all his 
good parts, one after another, 
GREX. 


Air. Well, I doubt, this laſt Scene will endure ſome 
grievous torture. 

Cor, How ? you fear *twill be rackt by fome hard 
conltruftion ? 

Air. Do not you ? 

Ccr. No, in good faich : unleſs mine Eyes could light 
me beyond Senſe. I ſee no reaſon why this ſhould be 
more liable to the rack than the reſt : you'll ſay, per- 
haps, the City will not cake ic well that the Merchant 
is made here to dote fo perfetly upon his Wife ; and ſhe 
again to be fo Faſtidiouſly affefted as ſhe is ? 


| 


Cor. You have utter d my thought, Sir, indecd. 

Cor. Why, (by that proportion) the Court might as 
well cake offence at him we call the Courtier, and with 
much more pretext, by how much the place tranſcends, 
and gdes before in Dignity and Vertue; but can you 
imagine that any noble or true ſpiric in Court ( whoſe 
ſnowy, and alcogether unaffected graces, very worthily 
expreſs him a Courtier ) will make any exception at 
the opening of ſuch an empty Trunk, as this Brisk is ? 
or think his own worth empeacht, by beholding his 
motly inſide ? 

Mit. No, Sir, I do not. 

Cor. No more, aſſure you, will any grave wiſe Cici- 
zen, or modeſt Martron, take the object of this folly in 
Deliro, and his Wife : but rather apply it as the foil to 
their own Vertues. For that were to affirm, that a 
Man writing of Nero, ſhould mean all Emperors: or 
ſpeaking of Machiavel, comprehend all Stares Men ; or” 
in our Sordido, all Farmers; and ſo of the reſt: than 
which, nothing can be utrer'd more malicious, or ab- 
ſurd. Indeed, there are a fort of theſe narrow-ey'd de- 
, I confeſs, that will extort ſtrange and ab- 
{truſe meanings out of any ſubje, be it never ſo con- 
ſpicuous and innocently deliver'd. But to ſach (where 
e'er they fit conceal'd ) let them know, the Author de- 
fies them and their Writing-Tables ; and hopes no ſound 
or ſafe judgment will infe& it felt with their contagi- 
ous Comments, who (indeed) come here only to per- 
vert and \ ww the ſenſe of what they hear, and .for 
nought ec 

Mit. Stay, what new Mute is this, that walks fo 
ſuſpiciouſly ? 

Cor. O, marry this is one, for whoſe better illuſtrati- 
on, we muſt deſire you to peatkgge the Stage, the 
middle Iſle in Pas/s ; and that, the Weſt end of it. 

Mis. So, Sir, and what follows ? 

Cor. Faith, a whole Volume of humour, and worthy 
the unclapſing- 

Mit, As how ? what name do you give him firſt? 
Cor, He hath ſhift of names, Sir : ſome call him 
ple Fobn, ſome Signior Whiff, marry, his main ſtanding 
name is Cavalier Shift: the reſt are but as clean Shirts 

to his Natures, 

Mit. And what makes he in Paul: now ? 

Cor. Troth, as you ſeo, for the advancement of a $1. 
que, or two ; wherein he has ſo varied himſelf, that it 
any one of 'em take, he may hull up and down in the 
humorous World a little longer. 

Mit. It ſeems then he bears a very changing ail ? 

Cor. O, as the Wind, Sir : here comes more. 


A&t III. Scene I. 
Shift, Orange, Clove. 


HIS is rare, I have ſet up my Bills without diſco- 
Very. © 

Oran. What? Siznior Whiff ! what fortune has broughe 
you into theſe Welt parts ? 

Shift. Troth, Signior, nothing but your Rheum ; I 
have been taking an Ounce of Tabacco hard by here, 
with a Gentleman, and I am come to ſpit private in 
Pauls. 'Save you, Sir. 

Oran. Adieu, good Signior Whiff. 

Clov. Maſter Apple Fobn ! you are well met : when 
ſhall we ſup together, and laugh, and be fat with thoſe 
good Wenches ? ha ? 

Shift. Faith, Sir, I muſt now leave you, upon a few 
humoyrs and occaſions: but when you pleaſe, Sir. 

Clov. Farewell, ſweet Apple Fobn : I wonder there are 
no more ſtore of Gallants here ! 

\ 
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GRE X. 
Mit. What be theſe two, Signior ? . 


Cor. Marry a couple, Sir, that are mcer ſtrangers to 
the whole ſcope of our Play ; only come to walk a 
turn or ewo 1' this Scene of Pauls by chance. 

Orang. *Save you, good Maſter Clove. 

Cleve. Swect Maſter Orange. 


GRE A. 


Mit. How ? Clove and Orange? 

Cor. 1, and they are well mer, tor *tis as dry an Orange 
as ever grew : nothing but Salutation ; and, O God, Sir ; 
and, it pleaſes you to ſay ſo, Sir 3 one that can Jaugh at a 
jſt for company with a moſt plauſible and extemporal 
grace; and fome hour after, in private, ask you what it 
was : the other, Monſieur Clove, is a more fpic't youth : 
Iv will fit you a whole aftcer-noon ſometimes in a 
Book-ſellers Shop, reading the Greek, Italian, and Spa- 
»ijh ; when he underſtands not a word of cither : if 
hc had the Tongues to his Sures, he were an excellent 
Linguilt, 

Cleve. Do you hear this reported for certainty ? 

Orang. O God, vir. 


Act Ill. Scene II. 


Puntarvolo, Carlo. 


Irrah, take my Cloak: and you Sir Knave, follow me 
Sg cloſer. If chou loſeſt my Dog, thou ſhale dye a 
Dogs death; I will hang thee. 

, "Car, Tut, fear him not, he's a good lean flave, he 
oves a Dog well, I warrant him ; I ſee by his looks, I : 
Mals he's ſomewhat like him. *>lud poyſon him, make 


him away with a crooked Pin, or ſomewhat, Man; 
thou mailt have more ſecurity of chy lite : and fo Sir, | 
what? you ha' not put out your whole Venture yet? | 
ha' ou? 

Punt, No, 1 do want yet ſome filteen or ſixteen hun- | 
dred Pounds ; but my Lady (my Wite) is out of her | 
humour ; ſhe docs not now go. 

Car. No? how then ? 

Punt, Marry, I am now enforc't to give it out, upon 
the return of my Self, my Dog, and my Cat. 

Car. Your Cat! where is the 2 | 

Punt, My Squire has her there, in the Bag : Sirrah, 
look to her : How lik'ſt thou my change, Carl ? 

Cay. Oh, for the better, Sir; your Cat has nine lives, 
and your Wife ha' but one. 

Punt. Belides, ſhe will never be Sea-fick, which will 
ſave me ſo much in Conlerves: when faw you Signior ; 
Sogliardo ? 

Car. I came from him but now, he is at the Herald: 
Office yonder : he requeſted me to go atore, and take | 
up a Man or two for him in Pauls, againſt his Cognifance 
was ready. 

Punt. What, has he purchaſt Arms, then? 

Car. I, and rare ones too : of as many Colours as 
c'er you ſaw any Fools Coat in your lite. Ill go look 


among yond” Bills, an* I can fit him with Legs co his |. 


Arms 
Pant. With Legs to his Arms! Good : I will go with 
you, vir. | They go to look wpon the Bulls. 


Ac&t NIEL Scene II. 


Faftidins, Deliro, Macilente. 


Orme, let's walk in Mediterraneo : I aflure you, Sir, 1 
am not the leaſt ceſpe&ted among Ladies; but ler 
that paſs: do you know how to go into the Preſence, Sir ? 
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Maci. Why, on my Feet, Sir. 
Faſt. No, on your Head, Sir - for 'tis that muſt bear 
you our, I aſſure you : as thus, Sir. You mult firſt have 
an eſpecial care ſo to wear your Hat, that it oppref6 nor 
confuſedly this your predominant, or fore-rop; becauſe 
(when you come at the Preſence Door ) you may wveuh 
once qr twice ſtroaking up your Fore-head thus, enter 
with your predominant perfe& : that is ſtanding up ſtiff. 

Maci. As it one were frighted ? 

Fa#t. I, Sir. 

Mzaci. Which, indeed, a true fear of your Miſtris 
ſhould do, rather than Gum-water, or Whites of Eggs : 
is © not ſo, Sir ? 

Faſt. An ingenious obſervation : give me leave to 
crave your name, Sir. 

Deli. His name is Macilerfte, Sir. 

Faſt. Good Signior Macilente, if this Gentleman, S:z- 
mor DelÞo, turnith you ( as he ſays he will) wich Clothes, 
I will bring you to morrow by this time, into the pre- 
lence of the molt divine and accute Lady in Courc : 
you (hall fee ſweet filent Rhetorique, and dumb Elo- 
_—_ ſpeaking in her Eye; but when ſhe ſpeaks her 

elf, fuch an Anatomy of wit, fo ſnewiz'd and arte- 


riz'd, that *tis the goodlieſt Model of Pleaſure that 


| Cyer was tO behold. Oh ' ſhe ſtrikes the World into 


admiration of her ; ( O,O, O)I cannot exprets.'<m, be- 
lieve me. 
Maci. O, your only admiration, is your filence, Sir. 
Punt. *Fore God, Carlo, this is good; let's read 'em 


again. 
The firſt BILL. 

If there be any Lady or Gemtlewoman of goed carriage 
that is deſirous to entertain ( to ber private nſes ) a young 
ſtraight, and upright Gentleman, of the age of froe or fix 
and twenty at the moſt ; who can ſerve in the nature of a 
Gentleman-Uſher, and hath little Legs of purpoſe, and a 
black Satten Sute of bis own, to go before ber in : which 
Sute ( for the more ſweetning ) now lies in Lavander : and 
can hide bis Face with ber Fan, if need require + or fit in the 
cold at the Stair-fort for her, as well a another Gentleman : 
Let ber ſub(cribe her name and place, and diligent veſpett 
ſhall be given, | 

Punt, "This is above meaſure excellent ! ha ? 

Car. No, this, this! here's a tine ſlave. 


The ſecond BILL. 

IF this City, or the Suburbs of the ſame, do ”=_ any young 
Gentleman, of the firſt, ſecond, or third Head, more or leſs, 
whoſe Friends are but lately deceaſed, and whoſe Lands are - 
but new come into his bands, that ( to be axRxatily qualified 
as the beſt of our ordinary Gallants are) u affetted to enter- 
tain the moſt Gentleman-like uſe of Tabacco : as firſt, to give 
it the moſt exquiſite Perfume : then, 40 know all the delicate 
ſweet forms for the aſſumption of it : as alſo the rare Corollary 
and Prattice of the Cuban Ebolition, Euripus and IWhiff ; 
which he ſhall receive, or take im bere at London, azd eva- 
porate at Uxbridge, or farther, if it pleaſe bim. If there be 
any ſuch generons ſpirit, that is truly-enamour d of theſe good 
faculties : May it pleaſe bim but (bf a note of his Hand )to [peci- 
fre the Place or Ordmary where be uſes to eat and lie ; and 
moſt ſweet attendance with Tahacco and Piges of the bej* [ort, 
ſhall be miniſtred : Stet Quazlo Candide Lector, 

Punt. Why this is without paralle/, this : : 

Car. Well, Vit mark this Fellow for Sog/:ards's ulz pre- 
ſently. 

Punt. Or rather, Sogliardo tor his uſe. 

Car. Faith cicher ot *em will ſerve,cthey are both good 
properrtics: Ill deſign the other a place too, that we may 
lee him. | 

Punt. No better place than the Merre, chat we may be 
ſpeators with you, Carlo. Sott, behold who enters here : 
S:gnior Sogliardo ! fave you. 


- 
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Act WI. Scene IV. 


Soghardo, 'Ti them. 

Ave you, good Sir Puntarvels; your Dog's in health, 

Sir, | ſee ; how now, Carlo! 

Carl, We have ta'ne ſimple pains, to chooſe you out 
followers here. 

Pant. Come hither, Signior, \ 

Clove, Monticur Orange, yond' Gallants obſerve us; 
pr'y thee let's talk ftuſtain a little, and gull 'em : make 
em believe we are great Schollats. | They ſhew him the Bills, 

Orange. O Lord, vir. | 

Clove. Nay, pr'y thee let's, believe me, you have an 
excellent habit in diſcourſe. 

Orange. It pleaſes you to lay ſo, Yir. 

Clove. By this Church, you ha' la : nay, come, begin : 
Ariſtotle in bis Demonologia, approves Scaliger for the beſt 
Navigator *m his time : and in his Hypercritiques, he reports 
him to be Heautontimorumenos : you underſtand the Greek, 
Sir, 

Orange. O God, Sir. 

Macs. For Societies fake he does. O, here be a Cou- 
ple of tine tame Parrots, 

Cleve. Now, Sir, whereas the Ingenuity of the time, 
and the Souls Synderi/is are but Embrions in Nature, added 
to the Panch ot Eſquilime, and the Intervallum of the 
Zodiack, beſides the Ecliptick Ime being optick, and not 
mentall, but by the contemplative and theorick part thrreot, 
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Seg. O, |, | have ic in writing here « 
colt me rwo Shillings the ericking, 
Cari, I ers hear, let's hear, 
Punt, It is the moſt vile, fooliſh, abſurd, palpable, and 
ridiculous Efcuecheon that ever this Eye furvi>'d. Save 
you, good Monticur Faſtidine. 
| They ſalute as they meet 111 the IValk. 
Cay, Silence, good Knight : on, on, 
Sog. Gyrony, ot eight pecces ; /twre and Gulcs, between 
three Plates ; a Chevron, engrailed checkey, Or, Vert, and 
Ermins ; on a cheefe Argent between two am {ots, ſables ; 
a Bores Head, Proper. 
Car, How's that, on a cheef Argent. 
Sog. On a cheef Argent, a Bores head Proper, between 
two Anwlets ſables. 
Car, *Slud, it's a Hogs-check, and Puddings in a Pew- 
ter Field this. p 
[ Here they ſhift. Faſtidius mixes with Puntarvolo, Carlo and 


Sogliardo, Deliro and Macilente, Clove and Orange, four 
Couple. 


Sog. How like you 'em, Signior ? 

Punt. Let the word be, Not without Mv»;tard ; your 
Creſt is very rare, Sir. | 

Car. A Frying-pan, to the Creſt, had had no fellow. 

Faſt. Intreat your poor Friend to walk oft a litcle, 
Signior, I will ſalute the Knight. 

Car. Come, lap't up, lap up. 

Faſt. You are right well encountred, Sir, how does 
your fair Dog ? 


- 


doth demonſtrate to us the wegerable cicumference, and the 
wventoſity of the Tropicks, and whereas our imtellettua/, or 
mincing capreal (according to the Metaphyſicks) as you 
may read 1n Plato's Hiſtoriomaſtix—— You conceive me, 
Sir ? 

Orange. O Lord, Sir. 

Clove. Then coming to the pretty Animal, as Reaſon 
long ſince is fled to Animals, you know, or indeed for the 
more modellizing, or enamelling or rather diamondizing of 
your ſubjet, you ſhall percive the Hypotheſis, or Galaxia, 
(whereof the Meteors long ſince had their initial inceptions 
and notions) to be meerly Pythagorical, Mathematical, and 
Ariſtocratical— For look you, vir, there is ever a kind 
of concinnity and ſpecies— Let us turn to our former dil- 
courſe, for they mark us nor. 

Faſt. Maſs, yonder's the Knight Puntarwolo. 

Deli. And my Coulin Sog/iard, methinks. 

Macs. I, and his Familiar that haunts him, the Devil 
with the ſhining face. 

Deli. Let 'em alone, obſerve 'em not. 

Sog. Nay, I will have him, I am reſolute for that, By 
Seeliardo, Pun- this Parchment Gentlemen, I have bcen fo 
rarvolo, Carly, £21l'd among the Harrers yonder, you will 
walks, not believe, they do ſpeak i the ſtrangeſt 

| Language, and give a Man the hardeſt 
Terms for his Money, that ever you knew. 

Car. But ha' you Arms, ha* you Arms ? 

Sog. Y'faith, I thank them, 1 can write my ſelf 
A be now, here's my Pattent, it colt me Thirty 
Pound, by this breath. 

Punt, A very fair Coat, wcll charg'd and full of Ar- 
mory. 
| Ste Nay, it has as much variety of Colours in it, as 
you have ſeen a Chat have, how like you the Creſt, 
Sir ? 
Punt. 1 underſtand it not well, what is't ? 

Seg. Marry, Sir, it is your Bore without a head Ram: 

ant, 
F A Bore without a lead, chat's very rare ! 

Car, 1, and Rampant too ; troth, I commend the Hes 
ralds wit, he has decyphered him well: A Swine wiehour 
a Head, without Brain, Wir, any thing indeed, ramps» 
ing to Gextility, You can blazon the reſt, Signior / 
can You nov! * 


, 


| Punt. In reaſonable ſtate, Sir; what Citizen is that you 
were conlorted with ? a Merchant ot any worth ? 

Fa#t. "Tis Signior Deliro, Sir. 
* Punt, Is it he? Save you, Sir. 

Deli. Good Sir Puntarwolo. 

Maci. O, what Copy of fool would this place mini- 
ſter, to one endew'd with patience, to oblerve ir? 

Car. Nay look you Sir, now you are a Gentleman, 
you muſt carry a more exalted preſence, change your 
Mood and Habit to a more auſtere Form, be exceeding 
proud, ſtand upon your Gentility, and ſcorn every 
Man. Speak nothing humbly, never diſcourſe under a 
Noble-man, though you ne're ſaw him but riding to the 
Star-Chamber, it's all one. Love no Man. 'Iruſt no 
Man. Speak ill of no Man to his Face: nor well of any 
Man behind his back. Salute fairly on che tront, and 
wiſh *em hang'd upon the turn. Spread your ſelf upon 
his Boſom publickly, whoſe Hearr you would eat in pri- 
vate. Theſe be Principles, think on chem, I'll come to 
you again preſently. 

Punt. Sirrah, keep cloſe ; yet not fo cloſe: thy breath 


| Salute. 


will draw my Ruff. 
Sg. O, good Coutin, I am a lietle buſic, how does 
my Neece * I amto walk with a Knight, here, 


Ac III. Scene V. 


Fungoſo, Taylor. ' To them. 
He is here, look you Sir, that's the Gentleman. 
Tay. What, he i” the Bluſh-coloured Saccin ? 
Fung. I, he Sir : though his Sute bluſh, he blulhes nor, 
look you, that's the Sute, Sir : I would have mine 
ſuch a Sure without difference, ſich Stuff, fuch a Wing, 
ſuch a Sleeve, ſuch a Skirt, Belly and all ; therefore, 
pray you obſerve it. Have you a Pair ot Tables? 
Faſt, Why do you fee, Sir; they fay I am Phantaſti- 
cal : why, rue, I know ir, and 1 purtic my Humour 
(till, in contempt of this cenforious Age, "Slight an' 
a Man ſhould do nothing, bur what a fort of ſtale Judg- 
ments abour this 'Town will approve in him, he were a 
ſiwece Aſs: I'ld beg him i'faith, | ne're knew any more tind 
more fault with a Yaſhion, than they that knew not 
how to put themſelves. into'te, Vor mine own part, fo | 
pleaſe mine own Appetite, | am carel-fs what the tuſty 


World ſpeaks of me. Pub Lungs 
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Fung. Do you mark, how it hangs at the Knee there? 

Tay, 1 warrant you, Sir, 

Fung. For Gods ſake do, note all : do you ſee the Col- 
ler, 'ﬆ WY toe 

Tay. Fear nothing, it ſhall not Uiffer in a Seich, Sir, 

Fung. Pray heav'n it do not, you'l make theſe Li- 
nings ſerve? and help me to a Chapman tor the Our-ſide, 
will you ? 

Ta. Pll do my beſt, Sir : you'l put it off preſently ? 

Fung. I, go with me to my Chamber you ſhall have 
it—— but make haſte of it, for the love of a Cuſtomer, 
' for V1l fie i' my old Sute, or elſe lye a Bed, and read the 

Arcadia till you have done. 
"Car. O, it ever you were ſtruck with a Jeſt, Gallants, 


now, now, I do uſher the moſt ſtrange piece of Mili-- 


tary profeflion that ever was diſcover'd in Inſula Pawina. 

Faſt, Where? where ? 

Punt. What is he for a Creature ? 

Car. A Pimp, a Pimp, that I have obſerv'd yonder, 
the rareſt ſuperfices of a hnmour ; he comes every morn- 
ing to empty his Lungs in Pauls here ; and offers up ſome 
five or ſix Hecatombs of Faces and Sighs and away again. 
Here he comes ; nay, walk, walk, be not ſeen to note 
him, and we ſhall have excellent ſporr. 


" AR IL. Scene VL 
Shift. [ To them. 
Punt, = he vented a Sigh e'ne now, I thought he 
would have blown up the Church. 


Cay. O, you ſhall have him give a number of thoſe 
falſe Fires e're he depart. 

Faſt. See, now he is expoſtulating with his Rapier ! 
look, look. 

Car. Did you ever, in your days, obſerve better Paſ- 
ſion over a Hilt ? 


Punt, Except it were in the Perſon of a Cutlers Boy, 
or that the fellow were nothing but Vapour, I ſhould 
think it impoſflible. 


Car. See again, he claps his Sword o' the head, as who 
ſhould ſay, well, go 40. 

Faſt. O violence ! I wonder the Blade can contain it 

{:1f, being ſo provoke. 
' Car. With that, the moody Squire thumpt bis Breaſt, 
And rear d his = Heaven for revenge. 
Sog. 'Troth, an' you good Gentlemen, let's make 
'em Priends, and take up the matter berwcen his Rapier 
and him. 

Car. Nay, if you intend that, you muſt lay down 
the matter ; for this Rapier (it ſeems) is in the nature 
of a hanger on, aad the good Gentleman would happily 
be rid of him. 

Faſt. By my faith, and 'tis to be ſuſpeed, I'll ask him. 

Maci. O, here's rich Stuff, for Lifes ſake, let us go. 
A Man would wiſh himſclf a ſenſeleſs Pillar, 

Rather than view theſe monſtrous Prodigics : 

Nil babet nw pages durius in [e, 

Quam quod ridiculos bomines facit—— 

Fa#t. Signior. 

Shift, At your Service. 

Fa#t. Will you ell = Rapier ? 

Car. He is turn'd wild upon che queſtion, he looks as 
he had ſeen a Serjeant. | 

Shift. Sell my Rapier ? now fate bleſs me. 

Punt. Amen. 

Shift, You ask't me, if I would fell my Rapier, Sir ? 

Faſt. 1 did indeed, | 

$bift, Now, Lord have mercy upon me. 

Punt, Amen, 1 (ay (till, 

ww 'Slid Sir, what ſhould you bohold in my Face, 
Sir, that ſhould move you (me y lay, Sir) co ask mo, 
Sir, if 1 would fell my Rapier 7 


Fait, Nay (let me pray you, Sir) be not mov'd : | 
proteſt, I would rather have been ſilent, than any way 
offenſive, had 1 known your nature. 

Sbift. 'Sell my Rapier ? *ods lid ! Nay, Sir (for ming 
own part) as l am a Man that has ferv'd in Cauſes, or 
lo, ſo 1 am not apt to injure any Gentleman in the de- 
gree of falling foul, but (fell my Rapier ? ) 1 will cell 
you, Sir, I have ferv'd with this fooliſh Rapicr, where 
lome of us dare not appear in haſte ; I name no Man : 
but ler that paſs. (Sell my Rapier? ) death to my Lungs. 
This Rapier, Sir, has travail'd by my ſide, Sir, the belt 
part of Fraxce and the Low Countrey : I have ſeen VMiſhing, 
Brill, and the Hague, with this Rapier, Sir, in my Lord 
of Leyſters time : and (by Gods will) he that ſhould ot- 
ter to diſrapier me now, I would Look you Sir, 
you preſume to be a Gentleman of ſort, and fo likewiſe 
your Friends here, if you have any diſpoſition to tra- 
vel, for the ſight of ſervice, or fo, one, two, or all of 
you, I can lend you Letters, to divers Officers and Com- 
manders in the low Countries, that ſhall for my cauſe do 
you all the good Offices, that ſhall pertain or belong to 
Gentlemen of your ——— Pleaſe you to ſhew the 
bounty of your mind, Sir, to impart ſame Ten Groarts, 
or halfa Crown to our uſe, till our abilicy be of growth _ 
to return it, and we ſhall think our ſelf Whar, 
ſell my Rapier ? 

S., I pray you, what ſaid he, Signior ? he's a proper 
an 


Faſt. Marry he tells me, if I pleaſe to ſhew the boun- 
ty of my mind, to impart ſome ten Groats to his uſe, 
Or for — 

Punt. Break his head and give it him. 

Car.I thought he had been playing o' the Fews Trump,l. 

Shif. My Rapier ? no Sir ; my Rapier 15 my Guard, 
my Defence, my Revenue, m : (if you car- 
not impart, be 1 you) and I will main- 
tain it, where there is a Grain of Duſt, or a Drop of 
Water. (Hard is the choice when the valiant muſt cac 
their Arms, or clem :) Sell my Rapier ? no, my dear, 1 
will not be divorc'd from thee, yer 3 I have ever found 
thee true as Steel-—— and (you cannot impart vir ?) 
Save you Gentlemen : (neverthelels if you have a fancy 
to it, Sir) | 

Faſt. Prethee away : is Signior Deliro reed ? - 

54 Ha' you how a FiabaSee Ro wants bet- 
ter ? 

Sog. I commend him, that can diſſemble 'em ſo well. 

Punt. True, and having ne better a cloke for it, chan 
he has neither. ; 

Faſt. Gods precious, what miſchievous luck is this ! 
adieu Gentlemen. 

Punt. Whither in ſuch haſte ? Monſieur Faftidins. 

Faſt. After my Merchant, Signior Deliro, Sir. 

Carl. O hinder him not, he may hap loſe his cide, a 
good Flounder i” faith. 

Oran. Hark you, Signior hiffe, a word with you. 

Oran and Clove call Shitr aſide. 

Car. How ? Signior Whiffe ? 

Oran. What was the difference between that Gallant 
that's gone, and you, Sir ? 

Shif. No difference : he would ha' given me Five 
Pound for my Rapier, and I retus'd it; thar's all. 

Clov. O, was't no otherwiſe ? we thought you had 
been upon fome Terms. 

Shif. No other chan you ſaw, Sir. 

Clev. Adieu, good Maſter Apple» Jobn. 

Car. How ? IWhiffe, and Apple-Jobn too ! Heart, what'l! 
y=_ lay if this be the Appendix, or Label to both yond' 

ndeneures ? 

Punt, It may be. 

Car, Reſolve us of it Jan, thouthat look'ſt every way | 
or thou Herewler, that haſt travell'd all Countries, 


Pur. Nay, Carlo, ſpend not time in Invocations now, 


| 'tis late, | 
CG 1 C4 
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Car. Signior, here's a Gentleman defirous of your 
Name, vir. 

Shif. Sir, my name is Cavalier Sbift : I am known lut- 
ficiently in this walk, Sir. LO 

Car. Shift ? T heard your name varied c'en now, as | 
take it, 

Shif. True, Sir, it pleaſes the World (as 1 am her ex 
'cellent Tabacconiſt) to give me the Stile of Signior 
Whiffe : as I am a poor Eſquire about the Town here, 
they call me Maſter Apple- Foby. Variety of good 
Names does well, vir. 

Car. I, and good parts, to make thoſe good names : 
out of which I imagin yond' Bills to be yours. 

Shif. Sir, if I ſhould deny the Manuſcripts, I were 
worthy to be baniſht the middle 1flz, tor ever. 

Car. I take your word, Sir: this Gentleman has ſub- 
ſcrib'd to *em, and is moſt deſirous to become your Pu- 
pil. Marry you muſt uſe expedition. Signior Inſu!ſo S:g- 
liardo, this is the Proteſlor. 

Sog. In good time, Sir ; nay, good Sir, houſe your 
Head : do you profeſs theſe Slights in Tabacco * 

Shif. T, do more than profeſs, Sir, and (if you pleaſe 
to bea Practitioner) I will undertake inone fortnight to 
bring you, that you ſhall take ir planſibly in any Ordina- 
ry, Theatre, or the Tilt-yard, if nccd be, i che moſt 
popular Aſſembly that is. 

Punt. But you cannot bring him to the 2»biffe, ſo ſoon ? 

Shif. Yes, as ſoon, Sir : he ſhall receive the hrft, ſzcond, 
and third whife, if ic pleaſe him, and (upon the reccipt) 
take his Horſe, drink his three Cups of Canary, and ex- 
poſe one at Homſlow, a ſecond at Stancs, and a third at 
Bagſhor. 

Car, Baw-waw | 

Sog. You will not ſerve me, Sir, will you ? Tl give 
you more than countenance. 

$hif. Pardon me, vir, I do ſcorn to ſerve any Man, 

Car, Who? he ſerve? he ! lie keeps high men, and 
low mcn, he! he has a fair living at Fullam. 

Shif. But in the nature of a fellow, I'll be, your fol- 
lower, if you pleaſc. 

Sog. Sir, you ſhall ſtay, and "dine with me, and if 
V'C Can agree, we'll not part in haſte: I am very bour- 
tiful to Men of Quality. Where ſhall we go, Signior ? 

Punt, Your Miter is your belt Loule, 

Shif. I can make this Dog take as many 2whifes as | 
liſt, and he ſhall retain, or effume them, at my pleaſure. 

Punt, By your patience, follow me, Fellows. 

Seg. Sir, Prntarvols | 

Punt. Pardon me, my Dog ſhall not cat in his Com- 
pany tor a Million. 

Car. Nay, be not you amaz.'d, Signior Wife, what 
Cre that Stiff-neckt Gentleman ſays. 

Sog. No, for you do not know the humour of the 
Dog, as we do: where ſhall we dine, Carlo * I would 
tain goto one of theſe Ordinarics, nowIam a Gentleman. 

Car. So you may, were you never at any yet ? 

Sog. No faith, but they ſay there reforts your moſt 
choice Gallants, | 

Car. True, and the faſhion is, when any ſtranger 
comes in amongſt *em, they all ſtand up and ſtare at 
him, as he were ſome unknown Beaſt, brought out of 
Affrick : but that'll be help't with a good adventurous 
Iace. You muſt be impudent cnoughs fit down, and 
ule no reſpect ; when any thing's propounded above your 
Capacity, {mile at it, make two or three Faces, and 
tis excellent, they'll think you have travaild : though 
you argue, a whole day, in filence thus, and diſcqurie 
in nothing but laughter, 'ewill paſs. Only (now and 
then} give fre, diſcharge a good full Oath, and offer a 

great Wager, cwill be admirable. 

Sog. | warrant you, | am reſolute : come, good Signtbr, 
there's a poor French Crown tor your Ordinary. 

$hifr. tt comcs well, tor I had not fo much as the 
leaſt Portcullic? of Coyn beto:e. | 


GRE A 

Mit. I travel with another objection, Signior, which 
[ tear will be enforc'd againlt the Author, ere I can be 
deliver'd of it, 

Cor, What's that, Sir? 

Mit. I hat the argument of his Comedy might have 
been of ſome other nature, as of a Duke to he in love 
with a Counteſs, and that Counteſs to be in love with 
the Dukes Son, and the Son to love the Ladics Waiting- 
maid : {ome ſuch crols wooing, with a Clown to their 
Servingman, better than to be thus near, and tamilliarly 
allied to the time. | ] 

Cor. You fay well, but I would fain hear one of theſe 


cannot, let him content himſelt with Cicero's detnnition 
(cill he have ſtrength to propale to himlelt a better) who 
would have a Comedy to be Imitatio wvite, Speculum con- 
ſuetudimss, Imags weritatis ;, a thing throughout pleaſant, 


manners: it the Maker have tail d inany Particle of this, 
they may worthily tax him 3 but if not, why be you 
(char are tor chem) filent, as 1 will be tor him ; and give 
way to the Actors. 


AEt III. Scene VII. 


Sordido, Hine. | 


NY gods-pretious, if the Weather and With a H- 
Seaſon be {o reſpetlets, that Beggers #7 about bis 
ſhall live as well as their Betrers ; and that my ** 
hunger and thirlt tor Riches, ſhall not make them hun- 
ger and thirſt with Poverty ; that my ſleep ſhall be hro- 
ken, and their Hearts not broken ; that my Coffers ſhall 
be full, and yet care ; theirs empty, and yer merry ' 
"Tis time, that a Croſs ſhould bear Flcſh and Blood, lince 
lleſh and Blood cannot bear this Crols. 
GRE XA. 

Mit, What, will he hang himſelf? 

Cor, Faith I, ir ſeems his Prognoſltication has not kept 
touch with him, and that makes him deſpair. 

Mit. Beſhrowe me, he will be out of his humour then, 
indec, 

Sor. Tut, theſe Star-monger Knaves, who would truſt 
em? one ſays, dark and rainy, when *tis as clear as 
Chryſtal; another ſays, rempeſtuous blaſts and ſtorms, 
and was as calm as a Milk-bowl ; here be {weet Raſcals 
for a man to credit his whole Fortuncs with : You Sky- 
ſtaring Cocks-combs you, = Farbrains, out upon you z 
you arc good for nothing but to ſweat Night-caps, and 
make Rug-gowns dear ! You learned Men, and have not 
a legion ot Devils, a woſtre ſervice ! a woſtre ſervice ! by 
Heaven, I think I ſhall dye a better Schollar chan they ' 
bue foft, how now, Sirrah. | 
Hine. Here's a Letter come from your Son, Sir. 

Sord, From my Son, Sir ? what would my Son, Sir 
ſome good news, no doubr. 


The LET TER. 
Weet and dear Father (deſiring you firſt to end me your ble;- 


fing, which w mire worth to ms than gold or ſilver) I defire 
you likewiſe to be advertiſed, that this Shroveride (contrary to 
cuſtom ) we uſe always to have Revells , which i indeed dan- 
cing and makes an excellent ſhew in trath ; «(pecially if we Gen 
tlemen be well attir'd, which our $cn:ors note, and think the bet- 
ter of cur Fathers, the better we are mamtain d, and that they 
ſhall Inow if they come up, and have any thing to do in the Law : 
therefore, good Father, theſe are (fer your en [ake as well as 
mine) tore-defire you, that you let me not went tht which a fit 
for the {etting up of our name, mm the honourable | {ume of Gen» 
tulity, that I may ſay to our Calumniators, with; uily, Ego 
ſum orcus domus mew, tu occalustur. And ris (mot dowbt + 
ing of your fatherly benevolence) Thumbly ask yeur Bleſſing , and 


—_—— 


pray Gi 1: bleſs Vt, YL vt, 1 his own. 


Ilow's 


autumne Judgements define once, Quid /i: Comedia * if hc 


and ridiculous, and accommodated to the correction ot 
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How's this! Yours, if his own? is he not my Son, except 
he be his own Son ? Belike this is ſome new k1-2d of fub- 


Toall the Poor that come, and my beſt Grain Et 
Be made Alms-bread, to fecd half-tamiſhe Mouches. 


ſcription the Gallants uſe. Well! wherefore doſt cho:z ſtay | Though hicherro amongſt you I have liv'd, 


Knave? Away: go. Here's a Letter indeed ! Reveis * 


and Benevolence 2 is this a weather to ſend Benevo- 
lence? or is this a ſeaſon to Revel in ? 'Slid the Devil 
and all takes part to vex me, I think ! this Letter would 
never have come now elſe, now, now, when the Sun 
ſhines, and the Air thus clear. * Soul, if this -hold, we 
ſhall ſhortly have an excellent crop of Corn ſpring out 
of the high ways: the Streets, and Houſes of the 
"Town will be hid with the rankneſs of the Fruits, that 
grow there in ſpight of good Husbandry. Go to, Ill 
prevent the tight of it, come as quickly as it can, I will 
prevent the ſight of. it. 1 have this remedy, Heaven. 
Seay ; [Il ery the pain thus a little, O, nothing, nothing. 
Well now | ſhall my Son gain a Benevolence by my 


"Death ? or any Body be the better tor my Gold, or lo | 


forth * No ; alive I kept it from 'em, and (dead) my 
Ghoſt ſhall walk abour ic, and preſ-rve itz my Son and 
Daughter ſhall ſtarve cer they touch it, I have hid. ic 
as deep as Hell from the tight of Heaven, and to it I go 


now, | Faks off. 
Act IL. Scene VIII. 

Ruſt ici. ' To him 

Kn#.1. Y me, what Pitiful ſight is this; help, help, 


help. 

Ruſ.2, How now ? what's the matter? _ 

Ruſt, 1. O, here's a Man has hangd himſzelt, help to 
get him again. At ; 

Ruſt. 2. Hang'd himſelf? *Slid carry him atore a Ju- 
ſtice, 'tis chance-medly, o' my word. 

Ruſt, ,, How now, whats here to do ? 

Ruſt. 4. How comes this? | 

Ruſt. 2. One has executed himſelf, contrary/ to order 
of Law, and by my conſent he ſhall anſwer. 

Ruſt, 5. Would he were in caſe to anſwer it. 

Ruſt. 1. Stand by, he recovers, give him breath, 

Sord, Oh. 

Ruſt. 5. Maſs, 'twas well you went the foot-way, 
Neighbour. 

Ruſt. 1. I, an I had not cut the Halter. 

Sord. How ! cut the Halter? Ay me, I am undone, 
I] am undone. 

Ruſt. 2. Marry, if you had not been undone, you had 
been hang'd I can tell you. 

Sord, You threau-bare horſe-bread-cating Raſcals, if 
vou would needs have been meddling, could you noe 
have unticd ir, but you muſt cut it? and in the midſt 
too! Ay me. 

Ruſt. 1. Out on me, 'tis the Catterpiller Sord;do ! how 
curſed are the Poor, that the Viper was bleſt with this 
good fortune ? 

Ruſt. 2. _E. how accurſt art thou, that art cauſe to 
che curſe of the Poor ? 

Ruſt. 3. I, and to fave fo wretched a Cayrtiff ? 

Ruſt. 4. Curſt be thy Fingers that loos d him. 


Ruſt. 2. Some deſperate Fury poſleſs thee, that thou | 


maiſt hang thy ſelf coo. 2 
Ruſt. 5. Never maiſt thou be fav'd, that fav'd fo 
damn'd a Monſter. 
Serd. What Curſes breathe thele Men ! how have my 
decds 
Made my looks differ from another Mans, 
That they ſhould thus deteſt, and lothe my life ! 
Our on my wretched humour, it is that 
Makes me thus monſtrous in true human Eyes. 
Pardon me (gentle Friends) Il make fair mcends 
For my foul errors paſt, and ewenty-fold 
Rettore to af Men, what with wrong I rob'd them ; 
My Barns and Garners ſhall ſtand open ſtill 


Like an unfavoury Muck-hill to my ſelf, 
Yet now my gather'd heaps being ſpread abroad, 
Shall turn to better and more fruitful uſes. 
Ble then this Man, Curſe him no more tor ſaving 
| My Life and Soul together. O, hdw deeply 
The bitter Curſes of the Poor do pierce ! 
I am by wonder chang'dz come in with me 
And witneſs my Repentance : now I prove, 
* No Lite is bleſt, that is not grac't with Love. 

Ruſt. 2. O miracle ! ſee when a Man has grace ! 

Ruſt. 3. Had't not been pitty, ſo good a Man ſhoul( 
have been caſt away ? 

Ruſt. 2. Well, FIl get our Clerk put his Converſion 
in the d#s and Monuments. 

Ruf?. 4. Do, tor | warrant him he's a Martyr. . 

Ruſt, 2. O God, how he wept, if you mark't it! did 
you ice how the tears erill'd ? 

Ruſt. 5. Yes, believe me, like Maſter Vicars Bowles 
upon the Green for all the World. 

3. 0r 4. O Neighbour, God's Bleſſing o your Izarrt, 
Neighbour, 'twas a good grateful deed. 


GREMqS. 


Cor. How now, Mit * what's that you conſider fo 
ſeriouſly ? 

Mit. Troth, that which doth cſſentially pleaſe me, 
the warping condition of this green and foggy Multi- 
rude ; bur in good faith, Signier, _ Author hath large- 
ly our-ſtripe my expectation in this Scene, I will liberal- 
ly confeſs it. For when 1 ſaw Sordido fo deſperately in- 
tended, I chought I had had a hand of him, then. 

Gn, What? you ſuppos'd he ſhould have hunghimſelf 
indeed : 

Mit. I did, and had fram'd my obje&ion to it ready, 
which may yet be very fitly urg'd, and with ſore nece(- 
ſity : for though his purpos'd violence loſt ch* effect, and 
extended not to death, yet the intent and horror of the 
object, was more than the nature of a Comedie will in 
any fort admit. 

Cor. I ? what think you of Plautzs, in his Comedie, cal- 
led Ciftellaria, there ? where he brings in Alceſimarchw 
with a drawn Sword ready to kill himſelf, and as he i; 
c'en fixing his Breaſt upon ir, co be reſtrain'd from his 
refolv'd outrage, by Silenium and the Bawd: is not his 


| Authority of power to give our Scene approbation? 


Mit. Sir, I have this only evaſion lete me, to ſay, 1 
think it be ſo indeed, your memory is happier than mine : but 
I wonder, what Engine he will uſe to bring the reſt out 
of their humours ! 

Cor. That will appear anon, never pre-occupy your 
imagination withall. Let your mind keep company 
with the Scene ſtill, which now removes it ſelf from 
the Country to the Court. Here comes Macilente and 
Signior Brisk, freſhly ſuited, loſe not your ſelf, for now 
the Epitaſis, or buſie part of our ſubject is in a. 


Act Ill: Scene IX, 
Macilente, Brisk, Cinedo, Saviolina. 


Faſt. ELL, now, Signior Macilente, you are not on- 

ly welcome to the Court, but alſo to my 

Miſtris's withdrawing Chamber : But, get me ſome Ta- 

bacco, I'll but go in, and ſhew I am here, and come co 
you preſently, Sir. 

Maci. What's that he faid ? by Heaven, I marke him 


not : 
My thoughts and I were of another World. 
I] was admiring mine own our-ſide here, 


To think what Priviledge and Palm it bears 
| Here, 
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In Wir, in Judgment, Manners, or what elle ; 
It he can purchaſe but a Silken cover, 

He ſhall not only paſs, but paſs regarded : _ 
Whereas, let him be poor, and meanly clad, 
Though ne'er ſo richly parted, you ſhall have 
A Fellow (that knows nothing bur his Beet, 
Or how to rince his clammy Guts in Beer ) 
Will rake him by the Shoulders, or the Throat, 
And kick him down the Stairs. Such is the ſtate 
Of Vertue in bad Clothes | ha, ha, ha, ha, 
That Raiment ſhould be in ſuch high _ 


How long ſhould I be, c'er I ſhould pur o 


To the Lord Chancellor's Tomb, or the Sheriffs Poſts? 
By Heaven (1I think ) a thouſand, thouſand Year. 
His Gravity, his Wiſdom, and his Faith, 
To my dread Soveraign ( graces that ſurvive him ) 
Theſe I could well indure to reverence, | 
Bat not his Tomb: no more than I'd commend 
The Chappcl Organ, for the gilt without, 
Or this Baſe-Viol, for the varniſhe Face. 
Faf. | fear I have made you ſtay fomewhht long, 
Sir; but is my Tabacco ready Boy ? 
Cine. I, Sir. 
Fatt. Give me, my Miſtris is upon coming, you ſhall 
ſee her preſently Sir, (Tab.) youll ſay you never aC- 
coſted a more piercing Wit. - This Tabacco is nor dried 
Boy, or elſe the Pipe is defeftive. Oh, your Wits -of 
italy are nothing comparable to her ! her Brain 's a ve- 
ry Quiver of Jets! and ſhe docs dart them abroad with 
that ſweet, looſe, and judicial aim, that you would ——— 
here ſhe comes, vir. 


% 


| She is ſeen, and goes in again. 

Maci. *T'was time, his invention had been bog'd elle. 

Savi. Give me my Fan there, 

Maci. How now, Monſieur Brick ? 

Faſt. A kind of affeQtionate Reverence ſtrikes me with 
a cold ſhivering ( methinks. ) 

- Maci. I like ſuch tempers well, as ſtand before their 
Miſtreſſes with fear and trembling ; and before their 
Maker, like impudent Mountains. 

Faſt, By this Hand, Fid ſpend twenty Pound my 
Vaulrcing-horſe ſtood here now, ſhe might ſee me do bur 
one Trick. | 

Maci. Why, does ſhe love aRtivity ? 

Cine, Or it you had but your long 
be dancing a Galliard, as ſhe comes by. 

Fajt. I, either. O, theſe ſtirring humours make La- 
dies mad with deſire : ſhe comes. My good Genizs em- 
bolden me ; Boy, the Pipe quickly. 

Maci. What ? will he give her Muſick ? 

Faft. A ſecond good morrow to my fair Miſtris. 

Sawvi. Fair Servant, I'll thank you a Day hence, when 
the Date of your Salutation comes forth. 

Faft. How like you that anſwer ? is't not admirable ? 

Maci. 1 were a ſimple Courrtier, if I could not admire 
trifles, Sir. 

Faſt. Troth, ſweet Lady, I ſhall (Tab.) be prepar'd to 
give you thanks for thoſe thanks, and (Tab.) ſtudy more 
officious, and obſequious regards (7ab.) to your fair 
Beauties. (7ab.) Mend the Pipe Boy. 

| He talks, and takes Tabacco between. 

Alaci. T neer knew Tabacco taken as a Parentheſis 
betore. 

Faſt. *Fore God ( ſweet Lady) believe it, I do ho- 
nour the mcancſt Ruſh in this Chamber for your love. 

Sevi. 1, you need not cell me that, Sir, I do think you 
Go prize a Rulh before my Love. 

Maci. Isthis the wonder of Nations? 

Faſt. O, by this Air, pardon me, I faid for your Love, 
by elits Light: but it is the accuſtomed ſharpne(s of 
your Ingenuity, ſweet Miſtreſs, co — Maſs your Viol's 
new ſtrung, merthinks. 

_ He takes down the Viol, and plays between. 


Stockings on, to 


AMaci. Ingenuity ! 1 ſec his ignorance will not ſuffer 
him to Nander her, which he had done moſt notably, it 

he had ſaid Wit for Ingenuity, as he meant ir. 

Faſt. By the foul of Muſick, Lady ( bum, bum. ) 

Savi. Would we might hear it once. 

Faſt. | do more adore and admire your (bum, bum,) pre: 

dominant perftections, than (bum, bam ) ever I ſhall have 

power and faculty to exprefs (bum. ) 

Savi. Upon the Viol de Gambo, you mean ? 

Faſt. Ir's miſerably out of "Tune, by this Hand. 

Savi. Nay, rather by the Fingers. 

Maci. It makes good Harmony with her Wit. 

Fajt. Sweet Lady, tune ic. Boy, fome Tabacco. 

Maci. Tabacco again? he does court his Miſtreſs 
with very exceeding good changes. 

Faſt. Signior Macilente, you take none, Sir ? (Tab.) 

Maci. No, unleſs I had a Miltreſs, Signicr, it were a 
great indecorum for me to take Tabacco, 

Fajt. How like you her Wit? (Tab.) 

Maci. Her Ingenuity is excellent, Sir. 

; Ls You ſce the ſubject of her ſweet Fingers there? 
ab. ) 

Oh, ſhe cickles it ſo, that Tb.) ſhe makes ic laugh moſt 

divinely; (7ab.) PIl tell you a good jelt now, and your 

ſelf ſhall lay it's a good one: 1 have wiſhe my ſclt to 

be that Inſtrument (1 think ) a chouſand times, and not 

fo few, by Heaven (Tab. ) 

Maci. Not unlike, Sir : but how ? to be cas'd up, and 
hung by on the Wall ? 

Faſt. O, no, Sir, to be in uſe I aſſure you ; as 'your 
judicious Eyes may tclſtific. (7ab.) ; 

Savi. Here, Servant, it you will play, come. 

at. Inſtantly, ſweet Lady. ( Tab.) In good faith, 
here's molt divine Tabacco' 

Savi. Nay, I cannot ſtay to dance after your Pipe. 

Faſt. Good ! nay, dear Lady, tay : by this tweet 
ſmoke, I think your Wit beall fire. (7ab,) 

Maci, And he's the Salamander belongs to it. 

Savi. Is your Tabacco pertum'd, Servant? that you 
{wear by the ſweet ſmoke ? 

Fa#t. Still more excellent ! ( before Heaven, and theſe 
bright Lights ) I think (7ab.} you are made of Igenui- 
ty, 1. (Tab.) « , 

Maci. "True, as your diſcourſe is : O abominable ! 

Faſt. Will your Ladiſhip take any ? 

Savi. O, peaccl pray you I love not the breath of 
Woodcock's-head. 

Faf. Mcaning my Head, _ 

Savi. Not altogether fo, Sir ; but (as it were fatal to 
their follies that think to grace themſelves with taking 
Tabacco, when they want better entertainment) you ſee 
your Pipe bears the true form of a Woodcock's hcad. 

Faſt. O admirable /im:le ! 

Savi. *Tis beſt leaving of you in admiration, Sir. 

Maci. Are thele the admired Lady-wits, tha having fo 
good a plain Song, can run no better Griiontapen it? All 
her jeſts are of the ſtamp, ( March was fifteen Years ago.) 
Is this the Comet, Monſieur Faſtidixe, that your Gallants 
wonder at fo ? 

- Faſt. Heargof a Gentleman, to neglect me afore pre- 
ſence thus ! Sweet Sir, 1 beſcech you be filent in my dif- 
grace. By the Muſes, 1 was never in fo vile a humour in 
my lite, and her Wit was at the flood too. Report it not 
tor a million, good Sir; ler me be fo far endear'd toyour 
love. 

GRE 2X 


Mit. What follows next, Signior Cordatws ? this Gal- 
lant's humour is almoſt ſpent, methinks it ebbs apace, 
with this contrary breath of his Miſtreſs. 

Cor. O, but it will flow again tor all this, till there 
come a general drought of humour among all our Acors, 
and then 1 fear not but his will tall as low as any. See 
who preſents himſelf here ! 


Mit. What, 
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Mit. What, i the old caſe ? ; | 
Cor. T'faith, which makes it the more pitiful 3 you un- | 
deritand where the Scene is ? 


- — 


Ac IV. Scene I. 


Fallace, Funzoſo. 


_—— o— 


HY are = {o melancholy, Brother ? | 
Fung. | am not melancholy, I thank you, Siſter. | 

Fal. Why are you not merry then? there are but two | 
of us in all the World, and it we ſhould not be comtores * 
one to another, God help us. | 

Fung. Faith, 1 cannot tell, Siſter, but if a Man had ; 
any true melancholy in him, it would make him melan- | 
choly to fee his yeomanly Father cut his Neighbours | 
Throats, to make his Son a Gentleman : and yet when } 
he hag-cut *em, he will ſec his Sons Throat cut too, cer 
he make him a true Gentleman indeed, before Death 
Cut his own Throat. I muſt be the firſt Head of our 
Houſe, and yet he will not give me the Head till I be | 
made ſo. Is any Man term'd a Gentleman that is nor } 
always i” the faſhion ? I would know but that. 

Fal. If you be melancholy for that, Baother, I think 1 
have as much cauſe to be melancholy, as any one : for Il 
be ſworn, [1 live as little in the faſhion, as any Woman 
in Londen. By the faich of a Gentlewoman, ( Beaſt 
that I am to ſay it) I ha* not one Friend i'the World be- 
ſides my Husband,. When faw you Maſter Faſtidins 
Brisk, Brother ? 

Fung. But a while ſince, Siſter, I think : I know not 
well in eruth. By this Hand, I could fight with all 
my Heart, methinks. 

Fal. Nay good Brother, be not refolute. 

Fung. I ſ:nt him a Letter, and he writes me no anſwer 
_ neither. 

Fal. Oh, ſweet Faſftidins Brizk ! O fine Courtier ! thou 
art he mak'ſt me ſigh, and fay, how bleſſed is that 
Woman that hath a Courtier to her Husband ! and 
how miſerable a Dame ſhe is, that hath ncicher Hul- 
band, nor Friend i' the Court! O, ſweet Faſftidins ! O 
fine Courtier | How comely he bowes him in his Court” 
ſie : how tull he hies a Woman between the Lips when 
he kiſſes ! how upright he ſits at the Table ! how dain- 
tily he Carves ! how {weetly he Talks, and tells News 
of this Lord, and of that Lady! how cleanly he wipes 
his Spoon, at every ſpoontul of any Whice-mecat he cars ! 
and what a neat Caſe of Pick-cooths he carries about 
him ſtill ! O, ſweet Faſtidizs ! O, fine Courtier ! 


Act IV. Scene IL. 
Del:ro, Muſicians, Macilente, Fungoſo. 


a E, yonder ſhe is, Gentlemen. Now, (as ever you'll 
bear che name of Muſicians) touch your Infſtru- 
ments ſweetly, ſhe has a delicate Ear, I tell you: play 
not a falſe note, I beſeech you. 

Muſi. Fear not, Signior Deliro. 

Deli. O, begin, begin, ſome ſprightly thing : Lord, 
how my imagination labours with the fuccels of it ! 
Well ſaid, good i'faith ! Heaven grant it pleaſe her. Tl 
not be ſ2zen, for then ſhe'll be ſure to diſlike it. 

Fal. Hey—da ! this is excellent ! Ill lay my life this 
is my Husband's dotage. I thought ſo ; nay, never 
play boe-peep with me, I know you do nothing but ſtu- 
dy how to anger me, Sir, 

Deli. Anger thee, ſweee Wife ? why didſt thou not 
ſend for Mulicians at Supper laſt Night thy ſelf? 

Fal. To Supper, Sir? now, come up to ſupper, I he- 
ſeech you: as though there were no difference between 
Supper-cime, when Folks ſhould be merry , and this 


time when they ſhould be melancholy ? I would never 


take upon me to take a Wite,if 1 had 'no more judg- - 


ment co pleaſe her. 

Deli. Be pleas'd, ſweet Wife, and they ſhall ha? dore, 
and would to fare, my lite were done, if I can never 
pleaſe thee. 

Maci. Save you, Lady, where is Maſter Deliro ? 
 Deliro. Here, Maſter Macilente: you are welcome 
trom Court, Sir; no doubt you have been grac't ex- 
ceedingly of Maſter Brisk's Milſtrifs, and the reſt of the 
Ladics tor his ſake. 

Maci. Alas, the poor phantaſtick ! he's ſcarce known 
To any Lady there z and thoſe that know him, 

Know him che ſimpleſt Man of all they know : 


' Deride, and play upon his amorous humours, 


Though he bur apiſhly doth imitate 

The gallantr'ſt Courtiers kifling Ladics Pumps. 
Holding the Cloth tor them, praiſing theis Wits, 
And ſervilely obſerving every one, 

May do thiem pleaſure : feartul to be ſeen 

With any Man (though he be n&er fo worthy ) 
That's not in grace with fome that are the greateſt. 
Thus Courtiers do, and theſe he counterfeits, 
But ſets not fuch a lightly carriage 

Upon their Vanitics, as they themſelves ; 

And therefore they deſpiſe him : for indecd 
He's like the Zani to a Tumbler, 

That cries Tricks atter him, to make Men laugh. 

Fal. Here's an unthanktful ſpiteful Wretch | the good 
Gentleman vouchſaft to make him hiscompanion ( be- 
cauſe my Husband put him into a few Rags ) and now 
{ce how the unrude Raſcal back-bires him | 

Deli. Is he no moie grac't amongſt 'em then? ſay 
you !? 

Maci. Faith, like a pawn at Cheſs : fills up a Room, 
that's all. 

Fal. O monſter of Men ! can the Earth bear ſuch an 
envious Cayritt ? 

Deli, Well, I repent me I cer credited him fo mnch: 
but ( now I ſee what he is, and that his niasking Vizor 
is off ) I'll forbear him no longer. All his Lands are 
morgag'd to me, and tortcited : befides, I have Bonds 
of his in my Hand, for the receit oft now fitry Pound, 
now a hundred, now two hundred : ſtill, as he has had 
a Fan but wagg'd at him, he would be in a new Suir. 
Well, FIl falute him by a Serjearr, the next time 1 fee 
him, 7taith, Ill Suce him. 

Maci. Why, you may ſoon f22 him, Sir, for ke is to 
meet Signicr Puntarvolo at a Nitaries by the Exchange, 
preſently : where he means to take up, upon return — 

Fal. Now, out upon thee, Fudas ; canſt thou not be 
content ro backbice thy Friend, but thou muſt betray 
him ? wile thou ſ:ck the undoing of any Man ? and of 
lich a Man too ? and will you, Sir, get your living by 
the counſel of Traytors ? 

Deli. Dear Wite, have patience. 


Fal. The Houſe. will tall, the Ground will open and * 


{wallow us: I'll not bide here, for all the Gold and Sil- 
ver in Heaven. 

Deli. O, good Macilente, let's follow and appeaſe her, 
or the peace of my life is at an end. 

Mac:. Now Peaſe, and not Peace, f2cd that litz, 
whole Head hangs fo heavily over a Womans Manger. 

Fa!. Help me, Brother : *ods body, an you come here 
I'll do my elf a miſchiet. | Deliro fellws bs 17 7fe. 

Deli. Nay, hear me, ſweet Wife, unleſs thou wilt have 
me go, [| will not go. ; 

Fal. Tur, you ſhall nc'er ha' that vantage of me, to ? 
ſay, you are undone by me : Ill nor bid you ſtay, I. 
Brother, ſweet Brother, here's tour Angels, V1! give you 
towards your Sute: for the love of Gentry, and 2s ever 
you came of Chriſtian Creature, make haſte to the Wa- 
rer-fide (you know where Maſter Faftid:m+ utes to Jind) 
and give him warning of my tushands malicion: intent ; 
and te!l him of that Izan Raſcal's treachery : O | leavens ! 

how 


_— — — — 
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how my Fleſh rites at him | Nay, ſweet Brother, make 
haſtz: You may fav, I would have writ to him, but 
that the neceflity of the time would not permit. Hz 
cannot chule but take it extraordinarily trom me: and 
commend me to him, good Brother ; ſavy, I fent you. 

Fung. Lect me fee, theſe four Angels, and then torty 
Shillings more 1 can borrow on my Gown in Fetter-lane. 
Well, I will go preſently fey on my Sure, pay as much 
Money as | have, and ſwear my 1-It inco Credit with 
my. Taylor tor the reſt. 

Del. O, on my foul you wrong her, Macilente. 
Though ſhe be troward, yer I know {he is honeſt, 

; { Deliro ad Macilcnte paſs over the Stage, 

Azci. Well, then have 1 no Judgment. Would any 
Woman (but one chat were wild in her Aﬀections) have 
b:oke out into that immodeſt and viol:nt Pafſion againſt 
her Hushand ? or is't pothble— —— 

Del. It you love me, forbear ; all the Arguments ' 
the World ſhall never wrett my cart co bclicye ir. 


7 


G R E þ 


Cor. How like you the decyphering of his Dotage ? 

Ai:. O, ſtrangely ! and of che others Envy too, that 
labours fo ſeriouſly to ſer Debare berwixe a Man and his 
Witz. Stay, heie comes che Knighe Adventurer. 

Ceor.'I, and his Srivencr with him. 


Act IV. Scene III. 


| 
Puntaruvolo, Notary, Carlo, Servants. 


Wonder Nlonſieur Fattidizs comes not ! But Netary, 

it thou pleaſe ro draw the. Indentures the while, I 
will give thee thy Inſtructions. ; 

Net. With all my heart, Sir; and Fl fall in hand 
vich *em preſently. 

Pun. Well fo firſt the Sum is to be underſtood. 

Not. Good, Sir. 

Pun, Next, our ſeveral Appellations, and Character 
of my Dog and Cat, muſt be known. Shew him the 
Cat, Sirrall. 

Not. So, Sir. ; 

Pun. Then, that the intended Bound is the Turk's 
Court in Conſtantinople ; the Time limited for our Re- 
turn, a Year; and that it cither oft us miſcarry, the 
whole Venture is loſt. "Theſe are general, conceiv ſt 
thou ? or it either of us turn Turk. | 

ot. 1, vir. ' , | 

Pun, Now for Particulars: That I may make my 
Travels by Sca or Land, to my beſt liking ; and chat 
(hiring a Coach tor my (elf) ir ſhall be lawtul for my 
Dog, or Cat, or both, to ride wich me in the ſaid Coach. 

Not. Very good, Sir. 

Pun. That I may chuſe to give my Dog, or Cat, Fiſh, 
for fear of Bones; or any other Nutriment that (by the 

udgment of the moſt authentical Phylicians where I 
cravel) ſhall be thought dangerous. 

Net. Well, Sir. 

Pun. That (after the reccit of his Money) he ſhall 
nzither in his own Perſon, nor any other, either by di- 
rect or indire& means, ,as Magick, Wiechcratr, or other 
ſich exotick Arts, attempt , practile, or complot any 
thing ro th2 prejudice oft me, my Dog, or my Cat: 
Neicher ſhall Luſe che help ot any fach >orcerics or In- 
Clanments, as Unctions to make our Skins impenetrable, 
or to travel invitble by vertue of a Powder, or a Ring, 
or to hang any three-forked Charm about my Dog's 
Neck, fecredy convey'd into his Collar, ( underſtand 
O17) but chat all be performed lincerely, withour Fraud 
or Inzpoſture. . 

Net So, $17. 

Pun. That (for teſtimony of the Performance) my 
[li am to biing thence a Zirks Mulſtachio, my Dog a 


Grecian Hares Lip, and my Cat the Train or Tail of 2 
Thractan Rat. | 

Nor. "Tis done, Sir. 

Pun. "Ts laid, Sir ; not done, Sir : But forward 3 That 
upon my return, and Landing onthe Tower-wharf, 
with the atorefaid Teſtimony, I am to receive Five for 
One, according to the proportion of che Sums put 
torth. 

Not. Well, vir. 

Pun. Provided, That if before our departure, or fet- 
ting forth, either my ſelf or theſe be vitited with Sick- 
nels, or any other caſual Event, fo that the whole Courle 
ot the Adventure be hindred thereby, chat then he is to 
return, and I am to receive the prenominated Propor- 
tion, upon fair and equal Terms. 

Nor. Very good, Sir ;- is this all ? 

Pun. It is all, Sir ; and diſpatch them, 

Not. As faſt as is poflible, Sir. : 

Pun. O Carlo ! welcom : Saw you Monſicur Brisk ? 

Car, NotT : Did he appoint you to mcet here ? 

Pur. 1, and I mulc he ſhould be fo tardy 3 he is to 
take an hundred Pounds of me in Venture, if he main- 
tain his Promiſe. 

Car. Is his Hour paſt ? 

Pun. Not yet, but it comes on apace. 

Car. Tut, be not jealous of him; he will ſooner break 
all che Commandments, than his Hour ; upon my Lite, 
in ſuch a Caſe truſt him. 

Pun. Methinks, Carlo, you look very ſmooth! ha ? 

Car. Why, 1 came but now from a Hot-houſe, I mult 
needs look ſmooth. 

Pim. From a Hot-houls ! 

Car. I, do you make a Wonder on't? Why, it's your 
only Phytick. Let a Man ſweat once a Week ina Hot- 
houſe, and be well rubb'd, and froted, with a good 
plump juicy Wench, and ſweet Linnen, he ſhall ne'cr ha? 
the Pox. 

Pux. What, the French Pox ? 

Car. The French Pox! Our Pox. We have *em in as 
good form as they Man : what? 

Pun. Let me periſh, but thou art a ſalt one ! Was your 
new-created Gallant there with you ? Segliards ? 

Car. O Porpuſe! hang him, no : he's a Leiger at Hern's 
Ordinary yonder ; his villainous Ganymede and he ha' 
been droning a Tabacco-pipe there cyer fin' yeſterday 
noon. 

Pun. Who? Signior Tripartite, that would give my 
Dog the Whiff ? 

Car. I, he. They have hird a Chamber and all, pri- 
vate, to practiſe in, for the making of the Patoun, the 
Receit reciprocal, and a number of other Myſteries, not 
yet extant. I brought ſome Jozen or twenty Gallants 
this morning to view 'em (as you'd do a Piece of Per- 
ſpective) in at a Key hole; and there we might ec 
Sogliardo fit in a Chair, holding his Snowe up like a Sow 
under an Apple-tree, while th* other open'd hi> Noltrils 
with a Poking-ſtick, to give the Smoke a more tice de- 
livery. They had ſpit ſome three or tourſcore Ounces 
becween 'em, afore we came away. 

Pun. How ! ſpit three or fourſcore Ounces ? 

Car. I, and preſerv'd it in Porrengers, as a Barber do's 
his Blood when he opens a Vein. 

Pun. Out, Pagan; how doſt thou open the Vein of 
thy Friend ? 

Car. Friend ? Is there any ſuch fooliſh thing i” the 
World ? ha? *Slid, I ne*cr relliſhe it yer. 


good Notary. 


Pun. Thy Humour is the more dangerous. 

Cay. No, not a whit, Signior. Tut, a Man muſt keep 
time in all; I can oyl my Tongue when I rtacet him 
next, and look with a good flick Forchead ; *cwill take 
away all foil of Suſpicion, and that's enough : What 
Lyncers can {ce my Heart? Piſh, the Ticle of a Fricnd, 
it's a vain idle thing, only venerable among Fools ; you 


ſhall not have ons that has any opinion of Wit affect it. 
Act 


Every Man out of his Humour. 
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A& IV. Scene IV. 


To them. | Deliro, Macilente. 


Ave you, good Sir Puntarvolo. 

Punt. Signior Delro ! Welcome. _ 

Deli. Pray you, Sir, did you ſee Maſter Faſtidins Bruk? 
| heard he was to meet your Worſhip here. 

Punt. You heard no Figment, Sir; I do 
at every Pulſe of my Watch. 

Deli. In good time, vir. 

Car. There's a Fellow now looks like one of the Patri- 
cians of Sparta ; marry, his Wit's atcer Ten i the Hun- 
dred : a good Blood-hound, a cloſe-mouth'd Dog, he 
follows the Scent well ; marry, he's at a fault now me- 
thinks. ; 

Punt. 1 ſhould wonder at that Creature 1s fragyiom 
"the danger of thy Tongue. Sy 

Car. Q, I cannot abide theſe Limbs of Sattin, a ra- 
ther Satan indeed, that'll walk- (like the Children of 
Darkneſs) all day in a melancholy Shop, with their Poc- 
kets full of Blanks, ready to ſwallow up as many poor 
unchritts, as come within the Verge. | 

Punt, So! and whar haſt thou for him that is with him, 
now ! 

Car. O, (Dam me). Immortality | Tl not meddle with 
him, the pure Element ot Fire, all Spirit, extraction. 

Punt. How Carlo? ha! what is he, Man ? 

Car. A Schollar, Maclente, do you not know him? a 
lank raw-bon'd Anatomy, he walks up and down like a 
charg'd Musket, no Man dares encounter him : that's 
his reſt there. 

Punt. His reſt ? why has he a forked Head? 

Car. Pardon me, that's to be ſuſpended, you are:too 
quick, too apprehentive. 

Deli. Troch (now I think on't) Ill 
other time. : 

Maci, Not, by any means, Signior, you ſhall not loſe 
, this opportunicy, he will be here prefently now. 

Del:. Yes taich, Macilente, "tis beſt. For, look you, 
Sir, I ſhall ſo exceedingly oftend my Wite in't, that—— 

Maci. Your Wite ? now tor ſhame loſe thele thoughts, 
and become the Maſter ot your own Spirits. Should I 
(it I had a Wite) tuffer my (elf ro be thus paſſionately 
carried (to and tro) with the Stream of her Humour ? 
and neglect my deepeſt Affairs, to ferve her Aﬀections ? 
'Slighe 1 would geld my felt firſt. 

Deli, O hut, Signior, had you ſuch a Wife as mine is, 
you woul{ 

Mact. Such a Wite? Now hate me, Sir, if ever I 
diſcern'd, any wonder in your Wite, yet, with all the 
ſpeculation I have : I have ſeen ſome that ha* been 
thought tairer than ſhe, in my time; and I have feen 
thole, ha” not been alcogether fo tall, eltzem'd properer 
Women; and I have ſeen lefs Roles grow upon ſweeter 
Faces, that have done very well roo, in my Judgment : 
buc in good faich, Signior, tor all this, the Gentlewoman 
1s a good pretty proud hard-tavour'd thing, marry not 
lo peerlefly to be Joted upon, I mult conteſs : nay, be 
not angry. 

De!;. Well, Sir, (however you pleaſe to forget your 
felt) 1 have not defſerv'd to be thus plai'd upon ; but 
hencetorth, pray you forbear my Houſe, for I can bur 
tamcly endure the favour of his breath at my Table, that 
ſhall thus jade me for my Courtelies. 

Maci. Nay, then, Signior; let me tell you, your Wife 
1s no proper Woman, and by my Lite, I luſped her ho- 
neity, that's more, which you may likewiſe ſuſpe& (if 
you plcale:) do you fee? I'll urge you to nothing, a- 
gainit your apperice, bur if you pleaſe, you may ſuſpect ir. 

Del:. Good, DJr. 

Mezci, Good Sir ? Now Horn upon Horn purſue thee, 
thou blind egregious dotard. 


expect him 


defer it till ſome 


| Car. O, you ſhall hear him ſpeak like enny. Signior 
Macilente, you faw Montieur Brisk lately ? I heard you 
were with him at Court, 

Maci. I, Buffine, T was with him. 

Car. And how is he reſpected there? (I know you'll 
deal ingenouſly with us) is he made of amongſt the 
ſweeter ſort of Gallants ? | 

Maci. Faith I, his Civet and his Catting-glaſs, 

Have helpt him to a place amongſt the reſt: 

And there, his Seniors give him good leight looks, 
After their Garb, ſmile, and falute in French 
With ſome new Complement. 

Car. What, is this all ? 

Maci. Why ſay, that they ſhould ſhew the frothy Fooll 
Such grace as they pretend comes from the Heart, 

He had a mighty Wind-fall out of doube. 

Why, all their Graces are not to do grace 

To Vertue, or Deſert: but to ride both. 

With their guile Spurs quite breathlefs, from themſelves. 
"Tis now elteem'd Preciſianiſm in Wit, 

And a ditcaſe in Nature, to be kind 

Toward Deſert, to love, or ſeek Names. 

Who feeds with a good name? who thrives with loving ? 
Who can provide Feaſt for his own Defires, 

With ſerving others? ha, ha, ha : 


"Tis folly, by our wiſeſt Worldings prov'd, 
(If not to gain by love) to be belov'd. 
- Car, How like you him ? CLP ſpiceful ſlave? 
ha ? | 

Punt. Shrewd, ſhrewd, 

Car. Dam me, I could cat his Fleſh now :divine ſweet 
Villain ! - 
Maci. Nay, prethee leave : whar's he there ? 
Car. Who ? this i” the ſtarche Beard ? ir's the dull ſtiff 
Knight Punrervols, Man 3 he's to travel now preſently : 
he has a good knotty Wit, marry he carries lictle on't our 
of the Land with fm. 
Maci. How then ? 
Car. He puts it forth in venture, as he does his Money 
upon the return of a Dog, and Cart. 
Maci. Is this he ? 
Car. |, this is he ; a good tough Gentleman : he looks 
like a Shield of Brawn at Shroveride, out of date, and 
ready to take his leave; or a dry Poul of Ling upon 
Eaſfter4ve, that has furniſhe the Table all Lent, as he has 
done the City this laſt vacation. 
Mati. Come, you'll never leave your ſtabbing famile's : 
I ſhall ha' you ayming at me with 'em by and by, but— 
Car. O, renounce me then : pure, honeſt, good Dew:l, 
I love thee above the love of Women : I could &en melr 
in admiration of thee, now ! gods 1o, look here, Man 3 
Sir Dagonet, and his Squire ! 


A&t IV. Scene V. 
Segliardo, Shift. 


\ 


b them. 


=_— you, my dear Gallanto's : nay, come approach, 
good Cavalzer : prethee (ſweer Knight) know this 
Gentleman, he's one that it pleaſes me to uſe as my good 
Friend and Companion ; and theretore do him good 
Offices : I beſeech you, Gentiles, know him, know him 
all over. | 

Punt. Sir (for Signior Sogliardo's ſake) let it ſuffice, 
I know you- 

Sog. Why (as I am a Gentleman) I chank you, 
Knight, and ic ſhall ſuffice. Hark you, Sir Puntarwulo, 
you'ld little think ir; he's as reſolute a piece of Fleſh as 
any ' the World. 

Punt. Indeed, Sir ? 

Sog. Upon my Gentility, Sir: Carlo, a word with you; 
Do you ſce that ſame tellow, there ? 

Car. What ? Cavalier Shift ? 
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Sog. O, you know him ; cry you mercy : before me, 
I think him the talleſt Man living within the Walls of 
Europe. 

Car. The Walls of Europe | take heed what you ſay, 
Signior, Emrope's a huge thing within the Walls. 

Seg. Tut, (an' 'tweie as huge again) 11d juſtife what 
I ſpeak. *Slid, he {wagger'd cnc now in a place where 
we were : I never ſaw a Man do it more refolute. 

Car. Nay, indeed ſwaggering is a good Argument of 
Reſolution. Do you hear this, Signior : 

Mac. I, to my griet. O, that fuch muddy Flags, 
For every drunken flouriſh, ſhould archieve 
The name of Manhood ; whilſt erue pertect Valour 
(Haring to ſhew it felt) gocs by deſpis d ! 

Heart, I do know now (in a tair juſt caulſc) 
[ dare do more than he, a thoutgnd times : 
Why ſhould not they take knowledg of this ? ha ? 
And give my worth allowance betore his ? 
Becauſe I cannot ſwagger ! Now the Pox 
I ight on your P:c&-barch proweſs. | 

' Soo.” Why, 1 cell you, 'Sir, he has been the only Bid- 
ſand that ever kept | New-market, Salisbury-plain, Hockley 
i the hole, Gads-Hilf ; and all che high Places ot any re- 
queſt : he has had his Mares and his Geldings, he, ha 
bezn worth Forty, Threeſcore, a Hundred Poun& a 
Horſe, would ha* ſprung you over Hedge and Ditch 
like your. Grey-hound : he has done Five hundred Rob- 
beries in his time, more or lels, 1 aſlure you. 

Punt. What? and fcapt? 

Seo. Scapt ! faith I : he has broken the Jayl when he 
has been in Irons, and Irons; and been our, and in a- 
gain ; and out, and in 3 Forty times, and not fo few, he. 

Maci. A tit Trumpet, to proclaim fuch a Perſon. 

Car. Bur can this be pothible ? _. WD 

Sbif. Why, *cis nothing, Sir, when a Man gives his 
Aﬀections to,it. 

Seg. Good Pilades, diſcourſe a Robbery or two, to 
ſatishe theſe Gentlemen ot thy worth. 

Shif. Pardon me, my dear Oreſtes : Cauſes have their 
qrniddits, and "tis ill jeſting with Bell-ropes. 

Car. How ? P:lades and” Oreſtes ? K-4 

Sog. I, he is my Pilades, and I am his Oreftes : how 
like you the Conccir ? v be 

Car. O, it's an old ſtale enterlude Device : No, Ill 
give you Names my felt, look you, he ſhall be your F«- 
das, and you thall be his Eider Tree co hang on. 

Maci. Nay. rather, let hini be Captain Ped, and this 
his Me: ; tor he does nothing bur ſhew him. 

Car. Excellent : or thus, you ſhall be Holden, and he 
your Camel. ; 

$bif. You donor mean to ride, Gentlemen ? 

Pant. Faith, let me end it for you, Gallants : you ſhall 
be his Cenmtenarce, and he your Reſolution, 

Sog. Troth, that's pretty : how ſay you, Cavalier, 
ſhalt be fo : 

Car. I, I, moit Voices. 

$h;f. Faith, I amcalily yielding to any good Impreſ- 
lions, 

Sg. Then give hands,. good Reſe/u; jon, 

Car. Maſs, he cannot ſay, good Conuntenance, now 
(properly) to him again, 

Pun, Yes by an Irony, 

. Maci, OQ, vir, the countenance of Reſolution ſhould, as 
he is, be altogether grim aud unpleaſant, 


A&R IV. Scene VI. 


| To them, Faſtidins Brick, 


Ooq hours, make mulick with your Mirth, Gentle- 
men, and keep time to your Humours : how now, 
Carlo ? 
Punt, Monſieur Brick ! many a long look have I ex- 
tended tor you, Sir. 


Faf. Good faith I muſt crave Pardon ; I was invited 
this Morning e're I was out of my Bed, by a Bevy of 
L adics, to a Banquet : whence it was almoſt one of Her- 
cules labours tor nie, to come away, but that the reſpect 
ot my P:omiſe did fo prevail with me. I know they'll 
take it very ill, eſpecially one, that gave me this Brace- 
let of her Hair but over night, and this Pearl another 
gave me from her Fore-hcad, marry, ſhe what 2 
are the Writings ready ? | 

Punt, 1 will fend my Man to know. Sirrah, go you 
co che Notaries, and learn it he be ready : leave the Dog, 
Sir. 

Faſe, And how does my rare qualified Friend, Sog/;- 
ardo? Oh, Signior Macilente | by theſe Eyes, I faw you 
not, Þ had falured you ſooner elſe, o' ny troth : I hope, 
Sir, I may preſume upon you, that you will not divulge 
my late check, or diſgrace (indecd) Sir. 

> You may, Sir. 
- He knows ſome notorious Jeſt by this Gull, that 
he hath him fo oblequious. | 

Sog. Monſieur Faſtidins, do you ſee this Fellow there? 
does he not look like a Clown * would you think there 
were any thing in him ? 

Faſt. Any thing in him ? beſhrew me, I : the Fellow 
hath a good ingenious Face. 

Sog. By this Element he is as ingenious a tall Man 
as ever ſwagger'd about Londen : he, and I, call Counte- 
nance and Reſclution, but his Name is Cavalier Shift. 

Punt. Cavalier, you knew Signior Cleg, that was hang'd 
for the Robbery at Harrow o' the Hill - 

Sog. Knew him, Sir! why, *ewas he gave all the di- 
re&ions tor the Aion. 

ant, How ? was it your Proje, Sir ? 

Sbif. Pardon me, Cowuntenance, you do me ſome wrong 
to make occaſions publick, which I imparted to you in 
private. 

Sog. Gods will ! here are none but Friends, Reſolu- 
tion. | 

Shif. That's all one; things of conſequence muſt 
have their reſpe&ts : where, how, and to whom. Yes, 
Sir, he ſhewcd himſelf a true Clog in the coherence of 
that Aﬀair, Sir : for, if he had manag'd matrers as they 
were corroborated to him, it had been better tor-him b 
a Forty, or fifty ſcore of Pounds, Sir, and he himſelf 
might ha* liv'd (in defpight of fares) to have fed on 
Wood-cocks, with the reſt : but it was his heavy for- 
tune to fink, poor Clog, and therefore talk no more of 
him. 

Punt. Why, had he more aiders then 7 

Sog. O God, Sir !1, .there were ſome preſent there, 
that were the nine Worrhies to him, rtaith. 

Shif. I, Sir, I can fatishe you at more convenient Con- 
ference : but (for mine own part) I have now recon- 
cil'd my felf to other courſes, and protels a living out of 
my other Qualities. 

Sog. Nay, he has left all now (I aflure you) and is 
able to live like a Gentleman, by his Qualities. By chis 
Dog, he has the moſt rare Gift in Tabacco that ever 
you knew, 

Car. He keeps more ado with this Monſter, than ever 
_ did with his Horſc, or the Fellow with the Elc- 
phane. 

Maci. He will hang out his Picture ſhortly, in a 
Cloth, you ſhall ſee. 

Sog. O, he docs manage a Quarrel, the belt that ever 
you law, for Terms and Circumſtances. 

Faſt. Good faith, Signior, (now you ſpeak of a 
Quarrel) Il acquaint you with a difference, that haps 
pened between a Gallant, and my felt; Sir Puntarvo!o, 
you know him it I ſhould name him, Signior Lu: 
culento, | ; 

Punt. Luculento ! what in auſpicious chance interpos'd 
it felt to your ewo loves 


Every Man out of bis Humonr. 
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Faſt. Faith, Sir, the ſame that ſundred Agamemnon and 
great Thetz Son | but let the Cauſe eſcape, Sir : He ſent 
me a Challenge (mixt with ſome few Braves) which I 
reſtor'd, and in tine we mer. Now indeed, Sir, (I muſt 
tell you) he did offer at thirſt very deſperately, bur with- 
out Judgment : For, look you, Sir; I caſt my felt into 
this Figure ; now he comes violently on, and withal 
advancing his Rapier to ſtrike, I thought to have rook 
his Arm (for he had left his whole Body to my election, 
and I was ſure he could nor recover his Guard.) Sir, I 
miſt my Purpoſe in his Arm, raſhe his Doubler Sleeve, 
ran him cloſe by the left Check, and chrough his Hair. 
He again lights me here, (I had on a Gold Cable Har 
band, then new come up, which I wore about a Mur- 
rey French Hat I had) cuts my Hatband, (and yet it was 
maflie Gold(michs Work) curs my Brims, which by 
good fortune (being thick embroidered with Gold Twiſt 
and Spanglcs) diſzppoinced the force of the Blow : Ne- 
verthelels, it graz'd on my Shoulder, takes me away fix 
Purls of an [ra/ian Cut-work Band I wore (colt me three 
Pound in the Exchange but three days before.) 

Punt. This was a |trange Encounter. 

Faſt. Nay, you ſhall hear, Sir: With chis we both 
fell out, and breath'd. Now (upon the ſecond Sign of 
his Aſſault) I berook me co the former manner of my 
Defence ; he (on the other fide) abandon'd his Body 
ro the ſame Danger 'as betore, and follows me ſtill with 
Blows : Bur 1 (being loth to cake the deadly Advantage 
thac lay before- me of his left Side) made a kind of 
Stramazoun, ran him up to the Hilres through the Doub- 
ler, through the Shire, and yer miſt che Skin. He (ma- 
king a reverſ2 Blow) falls upon my emboſs'd Girdle, (I 
had thrown off the Hangers a little before) ſtrikes off a 
Skirt of a thick lac'd Sartin Doublet I had (lin'd with 
four Taffacaes) curs off ewe Panes embroidered with 
Pearl, rends through the Drawings-out of Tiflue, enters 
the Linings, and skips the Fleſh. 

Car. ] wonder he ſpeaks not of his wroughe Shirt. 

Faſt. Here (in the opinion of mutual Damage) we 
paus'd ; bur (e're I proceed) I muſt rell you, Signior, 
that (in this laſt Encounter) not having lzifure to pur 
off my Silver Spurs, one of the Rowels catcht hold of 
che Ruffle of my Boot, and (being Speniſb Leather, and 
ſubje& to tear, overchrows me, rends me two pair of 
Silk Stockins, (that I put on, being ſomewhat a raw 
Morning, a Peach colour and another) and ſtrikes me 
ſome halt-inch deep into che fide of the Calt: He(fecing 
the Blood come) preſently rakes Horſe, and away : 1 
(having bound up my Wound with a piece of my 
wrought Shirt )——— 

Car. O ! comes it in there ? 

Faſt. Rid after him, and (lighting at the Court-gate 
both cogether) embrac'r, and marche Hand in Hand up 
into the Preſence. Was not this Buſinefs well carricd ? 

Maci. Well? yes, and by this we can gueſs what Ap- 
parel the Gentleman wore. 

Punt. *Fore Valour, it was a Defignment begun with 
much Reſolucion, maintain'd with as much Prowefſs, and 
ended with more Humanity, How now, what ſays the 
Notary ? ” 

Serv, He ſays, he is ready, Sir ; he ſtays but your Wor- 
ſhips Pleaſure, 

Punt, Come, we will go co him, Monſieur. Gentle- 
men, ſhall we entreat you to be Wienelſles ? 

Sop. You ſhall entreat me, Sir. Come, Reſolution, 

Shfe | follow you, good Conntenauce. 

Car. Come, Signior, come, come. 

Maci. O that there ſhould be Fortune 
To clothe theſe Men fo naked in Deſeret ! 

And that the juſt Storm of a wretched Lite 
Beats'em not ragged, for their wretched Souls, 
And lince as fruitleſs, even as black as Coals ! 


GRE X. 


Mit. Why, but Signior, how comes it that Fungoſs ap- 
pear'd not wich his his Siſters Intelligence to Brik ? 

Cor. Marry , long of the evil Angels that ſhe gave 
him, who have indeed tempred che good fimple Youth 
to follow the Tail of the Faſhion, and negle& the Impo- 
fition of his Friends. Behold, here he comes, very wor- 
ſhiptully atrcnded, and with good Variety. 


Act IV. Scene VIL 
Fungoſo, Taylor, Shoe-maker, Haberdaſher. 


f _— good Shoe-maker, Pll put Strings to my 
ſelf. Now, Sir, let me ſee, what muſt you have 
for this Hat ? 
Habe. Here's the Bill, Sir. 
Fung. How does't become me? well ? 
by Tay. Excellen, Sir, as ever you had any Hat in your 
tte. 
Fung. Nay, you'll fay fo all. 
Habe. In faith, Sir, the Hat's as good as any Man i 
this Town can ferve you, and will maintain Faſhion as 
long ; ne'er truſt me for a Groat elſe. 
Fung. Do's it apply well to my Sute ? 
Tay. Exceeding well, Sir. 
Fung. How lik'ſt thou my Sute, Haberdaſher ? 
Habe. By my troth, Sir, 'tis very rarely well made; I 
never ſaw a Sute fit better, I can tell on. 
Tay. Nay, we have no Art to pleaſe our Friends, we. 
Fung. Here, Haberdaſher, tell this ſame. 
-_ Good faith, Sir, it makes you have an excellent 
y. 
Fung. Nay (believe me) I think I have as good a Bo- 
dy in Clothes as another. 
h Tay. You lack Points to bring your Apparel together, 
ir. 
Fung. I'll have Points anon : How now ? is't right ? 
Habe. Faith,vir,'tis too liccle 3 but upon farther hopes— 
Good morrow to you, Sir, 
Fung Farewell, good Haberdaſher. Well, now Maſter 
Snip, let me ſee your Bill. 


GRE MX. 


Mit. Methinks he diſcharges his Followers too thick. 

Cor. O, therein he ſaucily imitates ſome Great Man. 
[ warrant you, though he turns off chem, he keeps this 
Taylor, in place of a Page, to follow him ſtill. 

_ Fung. This Bill is very reaſonable, in faith. (Hark you, 
Maſter Snip,)) Troth, Sir, I am not altogether fo well 
furniſhe ac this preſent, as I could wiſh | were ; but—— 
It you'll do me the favour to take part in hand, you ſhall 
have all I have, by this Hand 

Tay. vir 

Fung. And but give me Credit for the reſt, cill the 
beginning of the next Term, 

Tay. CO Lord, Sir—— 

Fung. *Fore God, and by this Light, I'll pay you to the 
amet and acknowledge my felt very deeply ingag'd 
to you by che Courtehie., | 

Tay. Why, how much have you there, Sir ? 

Fung. Marry, I have here four Angels, and fifteen 
— at white Money ; it's all I have, as I hope to 

e bleſt. 

Fo You will not fail me at the next .Term with the 
relt ? 

Fung. No, an I do, pray Heaven be hang'd. Let me 
never breathe again upon this moreal Stage, as the Philo- 
-- _— it. By this Air, (and as I am a Gentleman) 
It hold. ' 


e 


GRE X. 
Cord. He were an Iror-hearted Fellow,in my judgment, 


that would not credit upon his Volley of Oaths. 
H 2 Tay: Well, 
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Tay. Well, Sir, Vil not ſtick with any Gentlzman for 


a trifle : you know what *tis, remains ? : 

Fung. I, Sir, and I give youthanks in good faith. O 
fate | how happy am 1 made in this good fortune ! Well, 
now [I'll go ſeek out Monſieur Bri-k. 'Ods fo, I have 
forgot Ribband for my Shooes, and Points. Slid, what 
luck's this ! how ſhall I do ? Maſter S»ip, pray let me 
redu& fome two or three Shillings for Points and Rib- 
bands : as I am an honeſt Man, I have utterly disfurniſhe 
my ſelf, in the default of Memory, pray le* me be be- 
holding to you, ir ſhall come home 1 che Bill, believe 
me. 

Taj. Faith, Sir, I can hardly depart wich ready Mo- 
ney, but I'll rake up, and ſend you fome by my Boy, 
preſently. What colour'd Ribband would you hare ? 

Fung. What you ſhall think meet i” your Judgenzent, 
Sir, to my Sure. 

Tay. Well, I'll ſend you ſome preſently. 

Fung. And points too, Sir ? 

Taj. And points too, vir. : 

Fung. Good Lord | how ſhall I ſtudy to deſerve this 
kindneſs of you Sir ? Pray let. your Youth make haſte, 
for I ſhould have done a buſineſs an hour ſince, thart 1 
douber 1 ſhall come too lare. Now, in good taith, 1 am 
exceeding proud of my vute. 


GREX 


Cor, Do you obſerve the plunges, that this poor Gal 
lane is put to (Signior) to purchaſe the laſhion ? 

Mit. 1, and to be till a Faſhion behind with the 
World, that's the ſport. 

Cor, Stay : O hero they come from /eal'd and deliver'd. 


A IV. Scene VIII 


Puntarvolo, Faſlidim Brizk, Servants, Carlo, Seogliardo, 
Macilente, Shift, Fung 0, | Ta them, 


WE! now my whole venture is forth, 1 will reſolve 
to depare ſhortly, | 

Faſt, Faith, Sir Pumtarvolo, po to the Court, and take 
leave of the Ladies t1.1t, 

Pur, | care not, it it be this Atternoons labour. 
Whete is Cars ! 

Faſt. Here he comes. 

Car. Faith, Gallants, | am Perfwading this Gentle- 
man to tur Courticr, He is a Man of tair Revenue, 
and his Eſtate will hear the charge well. Beſides, tor 
his other gifts of the Mind, or fo, why, they are as 
na: ure lent him 'em, pure, ſimple, without any artificial 
drug or mixture of theſe two thred bare beggerly Qua- 
lities, learning, an&knowledg, and therefore the more 
accomodate and gnuinz, Now, for the Liteit ſelf 

Faſt. O, the molt Celeſtial, and full of wonder ang 
delight, that can be imagin'd, Signior, beyond all 
thought and apprehention of pleafure! A Man lives 
there, in that divine Rapture, that he will chink himſelf 
i* the Ninth Heaven tor the time, and loſe all tenſe of 
Mortaliry whatſoever, when ke ſhall behold fuch Glo- 
rious (and almoſt Immortal) Beauties, hear fuch An- 
gelical and Harmonions V ices, ditcoyrſe with ſuch flow: 


ing and Ambreſian Spirirs, whole Wits are as ſudden as | 


Lightning, and humorous as Near; Oh: it makes a 
Man all qu:ntsſence and flame, and litts him up (in a Mo- 
ment) to the very Cryſtal Crown of the Sky, where 
(hovering in the ſtrength of his —_—_— he ſhall 
behold ail the Delights of the Heſperides, the Inſule For- 
turate, Adonss Gardens, Tempe or what elle (contin'd 
within the amplz{t verge of poefic) ro be meer Umbrg, 
and imperſe& Figures, conter'd with the moſt cilencial 
telicity of your Cour. 

Macz. Well, this Excomiox was not extemporal, it came 
too pertealy off. 


 fome whi 


Car, Betides, Sir, you ſhall never need to go to a Hot- 
houſe, you ſhall ſweat there with courting your Miſtreſs, 
or loling your Money at primero, as well as in all: the 
Stoves in Sweden. Marry this, Sir, you muſt ever be 
ſure ro carry a good ſtrong Pertume about you, that 
your Miſtretſes Dog may ſmell you our amongſt the reſt; 
and (in making love to her) never fear to be out : for 
you may have a Pipe of Tabacco, or a Baſe Viol ſhall 
hang o' the Wall, of purpoſe, will put you in preſently. 
The tricks your Reſc/ution has taught you in Tabacco, 
(the whiffe, and thoſe fleights) will ſtand you in very 
good Ornament there. 

Faſt. 1, to ſome perhaps : but, an' he ſhould come 


, to my Miſtreſs with 'Tabacco (this Geneleman knows) 


(held reply upon him, i faich. O, (by this bright Sun) 
ſhe has the moſt acute, ready, and facetious Wir, that— 
rut there's no Spirit able to ſtand her. You can report 
it, Signior, you have ſeen her ? 

Punt. Then can he report no leſs, out of his Judg- 
ment, I afluce him. 

Maci. Troth, I like her well enSugh, but ſhe's too 
Selt-conceited, methinks. 

Faſt. | indeed, ſhe's a little too Self-conceited, an' 
'ewere not for tflae Humour, ſhe were che Molt-to be- 
admir'd Lady in the World, 

Punt, Indeed, it is a Humonr that takes from her other 
Lxcellencies, 

Maci. Why, it may calily be made to forlake her, in 
my thought. 

Faſt. Lalily, Sir ? then are all impoſlibilicics caſie. 

Maci, You conclude too quick upon me, Signior ; 
what will you ſay, it I make it fo per{picuouſly appear 
_ that your ſelf ſhall confeſs nothing more pol: 
lible * 

Faſt. Marry, I will fay, I will both applaud, and ad- 
mire you for it. | 
* Punt, And 1 will ſecond him in the admiration. 

Maci. Why, I'll ſhew you, Gentlemen, Carlo, come 
hither, | They whiſper. 

Sog, Good faith, I have agreat humour to che Court : 
what thinks my Reſolution ? (hall I adventure ? 

S$hbif. "Troth, Countenance, as you pleaſe ; the Place is 
a place of good Reputation ard Capacity, 

Sog. O, my tricks in Tabakco (as Carlo ſays) will 
ſhew excellent there, 

Shif. Why, you may go with\theſe Gentlemen now, 
and fee Faſhions : and after, as yqu ſhall ſee Correſpon- 
dence, ; 

Seg, You lay true. You will go with me, Reſolution ? 

Shif. I will meet you, Countenance, about three or 
four a Clock ; but, to lay to go with you, I cannot, 
for (as | am Apple-Fobn) 1am to go betore the Cocka- 
trice you ſaw this Morning, and therefore pray, preſent 
me excus'd, good Countenance, 

Sog. Farewell, good Keſolution, but fail not to meet. 

Shif. As live. 

Punt. Admirably excellent ! 

Maci, It you can bur perſwade Segliardo to Court, 
there's all now. 

Car. O let me alone, that's my task. 

Faſt. Now, by wit, Macilente, it's above meaſure cx- 
cellent : *twill be the only Court-exploit that ever prov'd 
Courrtier ingenious, 

Punt. Upon my Soul, it puts the Lady quite out of 
her Humour, and we ſhall laugh with Judgment. 

Car. Come, the Gentleman was of himſelf refolv'd to 
go with you, afore I mov ir. 

Maci. Why then, Gallants, you two, and Carlo, go 
afore to 4g = the Jeſt : Sogliardo and I will come 
e after you. 


Car. Pardon me, I am not for the Court. 

Punt. "That's erue : Carlo comes not at Court, indeed. 
Well, you ſhall leave it co che taculry of Montieur Brisk, 
and my 1z1t; upon our Lives we will manage it happily 

Carlo 


_—_— 
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Carlo ſhall beſpcak Supper at the Mitre, againſt we come 
back : where vo will nw and dimple our Cheeks with 
laughter ar the fuccels. : 

Car. 1, but will you all promife to come ? : 

Punt. My ſelf ſhall undertake tor them : he that fails, 
ter his Reputation lie under the laſh of ey Tongue. 

Car. Gods fo, look who comes here: 

Sog. What, Nephew : 

Fung. Uncle, God ſave you ; did you ſee a Gentle- 
man, one Monfieur Brisk ? a Courtier, he goes in ſuch 

Sute as I do. : 
4 Sog. Here isthe Gentleman, Nephew, but not in ſuch 
a Sure, 

Fung. Another Sute ; 

S:g. How now, Nephew ? 

Faſt. Would you ſpeak to me, Sic ? 

Car. 1, when he has recovered himſelf, poor Poll. 

Punt. Some Roſa ſols. 

Maci. How now, Signior ? 

Fung. | am not well, vir. 

Maci. Why, this it is, ro dodg the Faſhion. 

Car. Nay, come Gentlemen remember your Afeairs ; 
h's Diſeaſe is nothing but the flux of Apparel, ZE 

Punt, Sirs, return to the Lodging, keep the Cat fale: 
I'll be the Dogs Guardian my elf. 

$og, Nephew, will yon go to Court with us? theſe 
Gentlemen and 1 arc tor the Court ; nay, be not fo me- 
lancholy, : | 

Fung: By Gods lid, T think no Man in Chriſtendom 
has that Raſcally fortune that I have, 

Maci,: Faith, your Sute is well enough, Signior. 

Fung. Nay, fot for that, I proteſt, but | had an Er- 
rand to Monlicur Faftidinr, and I have forgot it. 

Macij. Why, go along to Court with us, and remem- 
ber it, come Gentlemen, you three take one Boat, and 
Sogliardo and 1 will take another : we ſhall be there in- 


| He ſwouns. 


ltantly, 

Kat, Content : good Sir, vouchſaſe us your pleaſance, 

Punt, Farewell, Carlo ; remember, 

Car, | warrant you ; would I had one of Kemp: Shoogs 
to throw atter you, F 

Punt, Good Fortune Will cloſe the Eyes of our Jeſt, 
fear not : and we (hall frollick, | 


| 


GREMX. 


Alit, "This Macilente, Signior, begins to he more fo- 
ciable on a ſudden, mcthinks, than he was betore : there's 
lome portent in't, I believe. 

Cor. O, he's a } cllow of a ſtrange nature. Now does 
he (in this calm ot his Humour) Plor, and ſtore up a 
World of malicious 'I houghts in his Brain, cill he is fo 
full wich *em, thar you ſhall ſee the very Torrent of his 
Envy break forth like a Land-flood : and, againſt the 
courſe of all their Aﬀections oppoſe it fel? fo violently, 
that you will almoſt have wonder to think, how 'tis 
poflible the Current of cheir Diſpoſitions ſhall rgccivefo 
quick aad ſtrong an alceration. 

Mit. 1 marry, Sir, this is that, on which my expe4a 
tion has dwele all this while : for I muſt tell you, Signior 
(though I was loth co interrupt the Scene) yer F made ir 


a queſtion in mine own private diſconrie, how he ſhould 
properly call it, Every man out of bis Humour, when I | 


{aw all his Actors fo {trongly purſue, and continue thele * 
Humors 2 | 


Cor. Why, therein his Art appears moſt full of luſtre, 
and approacheth ncarelt the Lite : efpecially, when in 
che flame and height of their Humours, they are laid 
flac, it fills che Eye better, and with more contentment. 
How tedious a tight were it to behold a proud exalted 
Tree lopt, and cur down by degrees, when it might be 
teld ina Moment ? and to fet the Ax to ir betore it came 
to chat pride and fulnefs, were, as not to have it grow. 

Mi. Well, I ſhall long cill 1 tee this fall, you talk of. 


Cor. To help your longing, Signior, let your Imagina- 
tion be ſwifter than a pair of Oars : and by this, ſuppoſe 
PuRtarvolo, Brick, Fungoſo, and the Dog arriv'd at the 
Court gate, and going up to the great Chamber. A1a- 
cilente, and Sogliardo, we'll leave them on the Water, till 
poftibility and natural means may land *em. Here come 
the Gallants, now prepare your expectation. 


A&t V. Scene I, 


Puntarvolo, Faſtidins Brisk, Fungoſo, Groom, Macilente, 
Sogliardo, 


Ome, Gentile, Signior, you are ſufficiently inſtructed. 
Faſt. Who, I, Sir? 

Punt. No, this Gentleman. Bue ſtay, Ttake thought 
how to beſtow my Dog, he is no competent attendant 
tor the Preſence. 

Faſt. Maſs, that's true indeed, Knight, you muſt not 
carry him inco the Preſence. | 

Punt, 1 know it, and I (like a dull Beaſt) forgor to 
bring one of my Cormorants to attend me. 

Faſt Why, you're beſt leave him at the Porters 
IL odg, 

Punt. Not fo : his worth is too well known amongſt 
them, to be torth-coming. 

Faſt. 'Slight how'll _=_ do then ? 

Punt. | muſt leave him with one, that is ignorant of 
his Quality, it I will have him to be fafe. And fee ! Here 
comes one that will carry Coals, ergo will hold my Dog. 
My honeſt Friend, may I commie the tuition of this 
Dog to thy prudent care ? 

Gros, You may, it you pleaſe, Sir 

Punt, Pray thee let me find thee here at my return : 
it ſhall nor be long, till 1 will eaſe thee of thy Employ- 
ment, and pleaſe thee, Forth, Gentiles. 

Faft. Why, but will you leave him with fo flighe 
command, and infuſe no more charge upon the Fellow 7 

Punt, Charge ? noy there were no Policy in that : 
that were to let him know the value of the Gem he 
holds, and fo, to tempt frail Nature againſt her Diſpo- 


lition, jNo, pray thee let thy honeſty be ſweer,* as it 
(hall be ſhort. 
(xr 00, Yes, Fir, 


Punt, But hark you Gallants, and chiefly Monſieur 
Brick. When we come in Eye-ſhot, or preſence of this 
Lady, let not other matters carry us from our ProjeR : 
but (if we can) ſingle her forth to ſome place 

Faſt. 1 warrant you. 

Punt. And be not too ſudden, but let the Device in- 
duce it felf with good Circumſtance. On. 

Fung. Is this the way * good eruth, here be fine 
Hangings. 

Groo. Honeſty ſweet, and ſhort ? marry it ſhall, Sir, 
doubt you not ; for even at this Inſtant if one would 
give me Twenty Pounds, I would not deliver him ; 
there's for the Sweet 3 but now, if any man come of- 
fer me but ewo Pence, he ſhall have him ; there's for 
the Short now. *Slid, what a mad humorous Gentle- 
man 1s this to leave his Dog with me ? I could run a- 
way with him now, an” he were worth any thing. 

Maci. Come on, Signior, now prepare to court this 
All-wiced Lady, moft naturally, and like your ſelf. 

Sog. Faith, aiw you fay che word, Fl begin co her in 
Tabacco. 

Maci. O, ftz on't : no : you ſhall begin wich, How does 
my ſweet Lady, or, IWhy are you /o meizncholy, Madam ? 
though ſhe be very mercy, ir's all one: be ſure co ki 
your Hand often enough ; pray for her health, and 
cell her, how, more than mot fair ſhe is. Screw your 


Face ar one ſide thus, und proteſt ; let her fleer, and 
look a ſcew, and hide hee Teeth with her Fan, when 
ſhe laughs a Fit, co bring ker into more matcer, that's no- 

thing : 


Seg. But ſhall I not uſe Tabacco at all ? 
Maci. O, by no means, *ewill bur make your Breath 
ſuſpected, and that you uſe it only to confound the rank- 
nels of that. | 

Sog." Nay, Til be advis'd, Sir, by my Friends. 

Maci. 's my lite, ſee where Sir Puntar's Dog is. 

Groo, I would the Gentleman would return tor his 
follower here, I'll leave him to his Fortunes elle. 

Maci. *T'were the only true jelt in the World to poy- 
fon him now : ha ? by this Hand Ill do it, it I could 
but get him of the Fellow. S:gnr Soghtardo, walk afide, 
=_ think upon ſome device to entertain the Lady 
with. 

Sopg. So I do, Sir. 

- Maci. How now, mine honeſt Friend ? whoſe Dog- 
keeper art thou ? | 

Groo. Dog- keeper, Sir ? I hope I ſcorn that i'faith. 

Maci. Why ? doſt thou not keep a Dog ? 

Groo. Sir, now I do, and now I do not : I think this 
be ſweet and ſhort. Make me his Dog keeper ! 

| He throws off the Dog. 

Maci. This is excellent, above expectation-! nay, ſtay, 

Sir, you'ld be cravelling 3 but Fl give you a dram ſhall 


' ſhorten your Voyage, here. So Sir, I'll be bold to take 


my leave of you. Now to the Turks Court in the De 
vils name, tor you ſhall never go o' God's name. Sogli- 
erdo, Come. 

Sog. I ha” 't i' faith now, will ſting it. 

Maci. Take heed you leeſe ir nor, Signior, &'er you 
come there: preſerve it. 


GREX. 
Cor. How like you this firſt exploit of his? 


Mit. O, a piece of true envy : but I expe the iſſue | 


of the other device. 
Cor. Here chey come, will make it appear. 


A& V. Scene II. 


To them.) Saviolina, Puntarvolo, Fattidims Brizk, Fungoſo, 
Macilemte, Segliardo. . 


WH! thought, Sir Puntarwolc, you had been gone 
your Voyage ? 

Punt, Dcar, and moſt amiable Lady, your divine 
Beauties do bind me to thoſe offices, that I cannot de- 
part when I would. 

Savi. 'Tis molt Court-like {poken, Sir : but how might 
we do to have a light of your Dog and Cat ? 

Fait. His Dog is in the Court, Lady. 

Savi. And not your Cat? how dare you truſt her be- 
hind you, Sir * 

Punt. Troth, Madam, ſhe hath fore Eyes, and ſhe doth 


| keep her Chamber : marry I have: lett her under ſuth- 


cient Guard, there are two of ny followers to attend 
her. 

Savi. I'll give you ſome Water for her Eyes : when 
doyou go, Sir * 

Punt. Certes, ſweet Lady, 1 know not. 


Every Man out of bis Humour. 


— 


_—_ "”) -_ 


any Princes Court in the World : ſpeaks the Languages 
with that purity of Phraſe, and facility of Accent, chat 
ic breeds aſtoniſhment: his Wit, the moſt exuberant, 
and (above wonder) pleaſant, of all chat ever entred the 
concave of this Ear. 

Faſt. "Tis molt true, Lady : marry he is no ſuch ex- 
cellent proper Man. 

Punt. His Travels have chang'd his Complexion, 


| Madam. 


Savi. O, Sir Pantarvolo, you muſt think every Man 
was not born to have my Servant BrisX's Feature, 

Punt, But that which tranſcends all, Lady ; he doth 
ſo peerleſly imitate any manner of Perſon tor Geſture, 
Action, Paſſion, or what ever ——<D— 


Faſt. I, eſpecially a Ruſtick, or a Clown, Madam, 
that it is not pollible for t peſt ſighted Wir (in the 


World) to diſcern any ſparks of the Gentleman in him, 
when he does it. 

Savi. O, Monſieur Brisk, be not ſo tyrannous to con- 
fine all Wits within the compals of your own : not find 
the ſparks of a Gentleman in him, it he be a Gentle- 
man ? 

Fung. No in truth (ſweet Lady) I believe you cannor. 

$avi. Do you believe ſo? why, I can find ſparks of 
a Gentleman in you, Sir. 

Punt. 1, he is a Gentleman, Madam, and a Reveller. 

Fang. Indeed, I think I have ſeen your Ladiſhip at our 
Revels. 

Savi. Like enough, Sir : but would I might ſee this 
wonder you talk of :-may one have a ſight of him, tor 
any reaſonable Sum ? 

Punt. Yes, Madam, he will arrive preſently. 

Savi. What, and ſhall we ſee him Clownit ? 

Faſt. faith ( ſweet Lady ) that you ſhall: ſee, here * 
he comes. 

Punt, This is he ! pray obſerve him, Lady. 

Savi. Beſhrew me, he Clowns it properly indeed. 

Punt. Nay, mark his Courtſhip. 

Sog. How does my {ſweet Lady? hot and moilt? 
beauriful and luſty ? ha ? 

*Savi. Beauriful, an? it pleaſe you, Sir, but not luſty, 

Sog. O ho, Lady 3 it pleaſes you to fay fo in truth: 
and how does my ſweet Lady? in health ? Bona roba, 
queſo, que nov:lles ? que novelles  {weet Creature! | 

Savi. O excellent | why Gallants, is this he that can- 
not be decipher'd ? they were very blear. witted, i faich, 
that could not diſcern'the Gentleman in him. 

Punt. But you do, in earneſt, Lady ? 

Savi. Do I Sir? why, it you had any true Court- 
judgqent in the carriage of his Eye, and that inward 

wer that forms his renance, you might perccive 

is counterfeiting as clear as the Noon-day : Alas —— 
Nay, it you would have tried my Wit, indeed, you 
ſhould never have told me he was a Geneleman, bur pre- 
ſented him for a true Clown indecd; and then have 
ſeen if I could have decipher'd him. 

Faſt. *Fore God, her Ladiſhip ſays true (Knight) but 
does he not affet the Clown moſt naturally, Miſtreſs ? 

Punt, O, ſhe cannot but affirm that, out of the boun- 
ty ot her judgment. | 

Savi. Nay, out of doubt he does well, for a Gentle- 
man to imitate ; but I warrane you, he becomes his na- 


| cural cartiage of the Gentleman, much better chan his 
B , 


Faſt. He doth ſtay the rather, Madam, to preſent i Clownery. 


your acuce judgment wich fo Courtly and well-parted a 
Gentleman as yet your Ladiſhip hath never ſeen. 
$a0i. What's he, gentle Munſicur Brizk ? not that Gen- 
eleman ? 
Fa/*. No Lady, this is a Kinſman to Juſtice Silence. 
Punt. Pray, Sir, give leave to report him : he's a Gen- 
tleman (Lady) of chat rare and admirable faculty, as (1 
rotelt) 1 know not his like in Europe : he is exceedingly 
aliant, and excellent Scholar, and ſo exactly travel'd, 
that he is able, in dilcourie, to deliver you a Model of 


ww 


Faſt. *Tis ſtrange, in truth, her Ladiſhip ſhould ſee fo 
far into him ! 

Pam, I, is't not? 

Savi. Faith, as eaſily as may be : not decipher him, 
quoth you ? 

Fung. Good ſadneſs, I wonder at it ! 

Maci. Why, has ſhe decipher'd him, Gentlemen ? 

Punt, O, molt miraculouſly, and beyond admita 


Maci. I>*c poſſible e 
Fiſt. he 


- —— —— a —m—_— 
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Faft. Sl zather'd moſt infallible ſigns of the 
Gentleman in him, that's certain. 

Savi. Why Gallanrs, let me laugh at you, a little : was 
this your device, to try my judgment in a Gentleman ? 

Maci. Nay, Lady, do not fcorn us, though you have 
this giſt of per{picacy above others : Whar if he ſhould 
be no Gentl:man now, but a Clown indeed, Lady ? 

Punt. How think you of that? would not your Ladi 
ſhip be out of your humour ? | 

Faſt. O, but ſhe: knows it is not lo. 

Savi. What it he were not a Man, ye may as well 
ſay ? nay, il your Worſhips could gull me lo, indeed, 
you were wiſer than you are taken for. bs 

Maci. [n good fuith, Lady, he is a very perfet Clown, 
both by Father and Morher : char III atlure you. 

$avi. O, Sir, you are very pleaſurable. 

Maci. Nay, do but look on his Hand, and that ſhall 
reſolve you : look you, Lidy, what a Palm here 1s. 

Sog. Tur, that was with holding the Plough. 

Maci. The Plough ! did you diſcern any ſuch thing 
in him, Madam ? 

Feit. Faith no, ſhe ſaw the Gentleman as bright as art 
Noon day, ſhe : ths decipher'd him ar fiſt. 

Maci. Troth, | am forry your Ladiſhips ſighe ſhould 
be fo ſuddenly ſtruck. ; 

Savi. O, you'r goodly Beagles ! 

Faſt. What, is ſhe gone * 

Sog. Nay , ſtay, tweet Lady, que nowelles? que no- 
welles ? 

Sawvi. Our, you Fool, you. ; 

Fung. She's out of her humour 1taith. 

Faſt. Nay, let's tollow it while 'tis hot, Gentlemen. 

Punt. Come, on mine honour we ſhall make her 
bluſh in the preſence : my Spleen is great with laughter. 

Maci. Your laughter will be a Child of a feeble lite, 
I believe, Sir. Come Signior, your looks are too de- 
jeted,methinks: why mix you not mirth with the reſt ? 

Fung. By God's Will, this Sute frets me at the Soul. 
I'll have it alter'd co morrow, ſure. | 


A V. Scene Il. 


To bim. | Sbift. 


Faſtidins, Puntarvolo, Sogliardo, Fungoſo, Macilente. 


Am come to the Court, to meet with my Counte- 
nance Sogliardo : poor Mcn muſt be glad of ſuch 

countenance, when they can get no better. Well, need 
may inſult upon a Man, bur it ſhall never make him de- 
ſpair of conſequence. The World will ſay, *tis baſe : 
tuſh, baſe ! 'ris baſe to live under the Earth, not baſe to 
live above it, by any means. | 

Faſt. The poor Lady is moſt miſerably out of her 
humour, i'faich- 

Punt. There was never fo witty a jeſt broken, at the 
Tilt of all the Court-wits chrilten'd. 

Maci. O, this applauſe taints it foully. 

Sog. I chink Idid my part in courting. O ! Reſolution! 

Punt. Ay me, my Dog. 

Maci. Where is he? 

Faſt. God's precious, go ſeek for the Fellow, good Sie- 
nor. | He ſends away Fungolo. 

Pant. Here, here I lefr bim. © 

Maci. Why, none was here when we came in now, 
but Cavalier Shift, enquire of him. 

Faſt. Did you ſee Sir Puntarvolo's Dog here, Cavalier, 
ſince you came ? 

Shift. His Dog Sir? he may look his Dog, Sir. I ſaw 
none of his Dog, Sir. 

Maci. Upon my lite, he has ſtol'n your Dog, Sir, and 
been hir'd to it by ſome that haves ventur'd with you: 
you may gueſs by his perempeory anſwers. 
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very Man out of bis umonr. 
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Punt. Not unlike ; for he hath been a notorious tl;ic 
by his own confeffion. _ Sirrah, where is my Dog ? 

S$%i/t, Charge me with your Dog, Sir ? I ha' none of 
your Dog, Sir. 

Punt, \ illain, thou lyeſt. - 

Shift. Lye, Sir ? y* are but a Man, Sir 

Pint. Rogue, and Thief, reltorg hin, 

Sog. Take heed, Sir Pamtarvo/o, what you do: he! 
bear no Coals, I can tell you ( o' my word. ) 

Mact. This is rare. 

Sog. It's marle he ſtabs you not : by this Light, hs 
hath ſtab'd forty, tor forty times lets mater, 1 can tx!l 
you, of my knowledge. 

Punt. | will make thee ſtoop, thou abject. 

Seg. Make him ſtoop, Sir | Gentlemen, pacific him or 
he'll be kil'd | 

Maci. |s he fo tall a Man ? 

Sog. Tall a Man? it you love his life, ſtand berwix* 
'em : make him ſtoop ! 

Punt, My Dog, Villain, or I will hang thee: thou 
haſt confeſt Robberies, and other fellonious acts, to thx 
Gentleman thy Countenance —— 

Sog. Fll bear no wirnefs. 

__ And,* withour my Dog, I will hang thee, for 
them. 

Sog. What 7 kneel to thine Enemies? { Shift knees, 

Shift. Pardon me, good vir ; God is my witneſs, I ne- 
ver did Robbery in all my life. 

Fung. O, Sir Pumarvolo, your Dog lies giving up the 
Ghoſt in the Wood-yard, | Fungo returr?d, 

Maci. Heart! is he not dead yet ? ; 

Punt. O, my Dog, born co diſaſtrous fortune! pray 
you conduct me, Sir. 

—_ How ? did you never do any Robbery in your 
ife ? 

Maci. O, this is good : ſo he ſwore, Sir. 

Sog. I, I heard him. And did you ſwear true, Sir 2 

Shift. 1, (as I hope to be forgiven, Sir ) I ne'er rob'd 
any Man, I never ſtood by the highway fide, Sir, bur 
only faid fo, becauſe I would get my felt a name, and 
be counted a tall Man. 

Sog. Now out, baſe wiliaco : thou my Re/oluticn ? I thy 
Countenance ? By this Light, Gentlemen, hc hath con- 
feſt ro inc the moſt inexorable company of Robberics, 
and damn'd himfelt that he did *'em 3 you never heard 
che like : out Skoundrel, out follow me no more, I com- 
mand thee : out of my fight, go, hence, ſpeak not: I 
will not hear thee: away Camonceio. 

Maci. O, how ] do teed upon this now, and far my 
ſelf! here were a couple unexpectedly.diſhumour'd : well, 
by this time, I hope, Sir Puntartelo and his Dug arc 
boch out of humour to travel. Nay, Gentlemen, why 
do you not ſeek out the Knight, and comfort him? our 
Supper at the A{tre- muſt of neceflity hold to Night, if 
you love your Repurarions. 

Fart, *Fore God, I am ſo melancholy for his Dogs 
diſaſter, bur I'll go. 

Seg. Faith, and I may go too, but I know, I ſhall bz 
ſo melancholy. V 

Maci. Tuſh, melancholy ? you: muſt forget char now, 
and remember you lic at the mercy of a Fury : C2r'o will 
rack your Sinews aſunder, and rail you to duſt, it you 
Come nor. 


GREX. 


Mit. O, then their tear of Carlo, belike, makes them 
hold their meeting. 

Cor. I, here he comes: conceive him bur to be en:er*\ 
the Mitre, and *tis enough. 


At 
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Every Man out of bis Humour. 


Buff one. 


you that's neat, Maſter Puffone. 


. — _ -_ 


Act V. Scene IV. 
Carlo, Drawer, George. 


Olla : where _ Shot-ſharks ? 
TL Draw. By and y : you're welcome, good Maſter 


| 
| 


? 


Car.” Where's George ? call me George hither, quickly. 
Draw. What Wine plcal: you have, Sir: Pll draw 


' 
? 
? 
| 
' 


Car. Away Neophite, do as [ bid thee, bring my dear 


; 

George to me : Maſs, here he comes. | 
Georg. Welcome, Maſter Carlo. | 

; 


Car. What ! is Supper ready, George * 


Geor. I, Sir, almoſt : will you have the Cloth laid, | 
Maſter Carlo ? 
. Car. Q, what clſe? are none of the Gallants come 


yet ? 


/ 


Geor, None yet, Sir, 


Car. Stay, take me with you, George : let me have a 


good far Lon of Pork laid to the Fire, preſently. 


Geor. Ir (h:11, Sir. 
Car. And withal, hear you? draw me the biggelt 


Shaft you have, out of the Butt you wot of : away, you | 


know my mealii'ig, George, quick. 

Geor. Done, Sir. 

Car. I never hungred ſo much for thing in my lite, as 
I do to know our Gallants ſucceſs at Court : now is that 
lean Bald-rib Macilente, that falt Villain, plotting ſome 
miſchievous Device, and lyes a ſoaking in their trothy 
Himours lixe a dry Cruſt, cill he has drunk 'em all up: 
could the Pummiſe but hold up his Eyes at other Mens 


Happineſs, in any reaſonable proportion : *Slid, the Slave 


1 
were 20 be lov'd next Heaven, above Honour, Wealth; 


rich Fare, Apparel, Wenches, all the Delights of the Belly 
and the Groin, whatever. 

Geor. Here, Maſter Carlo. 

Car, Ist right, Boy? 

Geor. I, Sir, I afluce you 'tis right. 

Cay. Well ſaid, my dear George, depart : Come, my 
ſmall Gimblet, you in the talle Scabberd, away, to. 
Now to you, Sir Burgomaſter, let's taſte of your Bounty. 

| He puts forth the Drawcrs, and ſhuts the Door. 


GRE X. 


Mit. What, will he deal upon ſuch quantities .of 
Wine, alone? 
Cor. You will perceive that, Sir. 

. Car. 1 marry, Sir, here's Purity : O, George, I could 
bite off his Noſe tor this, now : Sweet Rogue he has 
drawn Netar, the very Soul of the Grape ' I'll waſh m 
Temples with ſome on't preſently, and drink ſome half 
a ſcore draughts ; twill heat the Brain, kindle my Ima- 
gination, I ſhall talk nothing but Crackers and Fire- 
works to night. So, Sir ! pleaſe you to be here, Sir, and 
I here : So. 

[ He ſets the two Cups aſunder, and firſt drinks with 
the one, and pledges with the other. 


GREX | 1 


Cor. This is worth the obſervation, Signior. 

Car. 1. Cup. Now, Sir ; here's to you; and I preſent 
you with ſo much of my love. 

2. Cap. I rake it kindly trom you, Sir, and will return 
you the like Proportion : but withal, Sir, remembring 
rhe merry night we had at che Counteſles, you know 
where, Sir. 

+ 3. By Heaven, you put me in mind now of a very 

neceſſary Office, which I will propoſe in your pledge, 
Sir : the health of that honourable Counteſs, and tho 
{weer Lady chat fate by her, Sir. | 
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2. Ido vail to it with reverence. And now, Signior, 


with theſe Ladies, I'll be bold to mix the Health ot your 


divine Miſtreſs. 


1. Do you know her, Sir ? 

2. O Lord, Sir, I; and in the reſpetful Memory 
and mention of her, I could wiſh this Wine were the 
moſt precious Drug in the World. 

1. Good faith, Sir, you do honour me in't exceed- 


ingly. 


GRE X. 


Mit. Whom ſhould he perſonate in this, Signior ? 

Cor. Faith, I know not, Sir ; obſerve, obſerve him. 

2. It it were the baſeſt filth, or mud that runs in the 
Channel, I am bound co pledg it, reſpectively, Sir. And 
now, vir, here is a repleniſhe Bowl, which 1 will reci- 
procally turn upon you, to the Health of the Count 
Fruzale. 

1. The Count Frugale's Health, Sir ? I'll pledg it on 
my Knees, by this Light. 

2, Will you, Sir? I'll drink it on my Knee, then, by 
the Light. . 


GRE X. 


Mit. Why this is ſtrange ! 
Cor. Ha' you heard a better drunken Dialogue 3 


- 


2. Nay, do me right, Sir. 

1. So I do, in good faith. v 

2, Good faith you do not; mine was fuller. 
1. Why, believe me, it was not. 

2. Believe me it was : and you do lye. 

1. Lye, Sir? 

2. k. an 

1. *Swounds ! 

2. O, come, ſtab if you have a mind to it. 
1. Stab? doſt thou think I dare not ? 


Car. Nay, I beſeech you Gentlemen, what means 
this ? nays look, for ſhame reſpe&t your Repucations. 
[ Speaks in his own Perſon, and over turns Wine, 
Pot, Cups and all. 


Act V. Scene V. 
Macilente, Carlo, George. 


Ws, how now Carlo! what humour”s this ? 
. Cir. O, my good Miſchief ! art thou come ? 
where are the reſt ? where are the reſt? 

Maci. Faith, three of our Ordinance are burſt. 

Car, Burſt ? how comes that ? 

Maci. Faith, over-charg'd, over-charg'd. 

Car. But did not the Train hold ? 

Maci. O, yes, and the poor Lady is irrecoverably 
blown up. 

: Car. Why, but which of the Munition is miſcarricd ? 
a ? 

Maci. Inaprims, Sir Puntarvolo : next, the Countenance, 
and Reſolution. 

Car. How ? how for the love of wit ? 

Maci. IT roth, the Reſolution is prov*d recreant ; the 
Countenance hath chang'd his Copy : and the paflionate 
Knighe is ſhedding funeral Tears over his departed 
Dog. 

Car. What's his Dog dead ? 

Maci. Poylon'd, 'tis thought : marry, how, or by 
whom, that's left tor ſome cunning Woman here o' the 
Bank-ſide to reſolve. For my part, 1 know nothing, more 
than that we are like to have an exceeding melancholy 
Supper of it. 

Car. *Slife, and I had purpos'd to be extraordinarily 
merry, I had drunk off a good preparative of old Sack 
here : but will chey come, will they come ? 


Mact. 


Every Man out of bis Humonr. 
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Maci. They will aſſuredly come: marry,Car/s, (as thou 
lov'it me) run over 'em all freely to night, and eſpecial- 
ly the Knight; ſpare no ſulphurous Jz{t char may come 
out of that ſweaty forge of thine : bur ply 'em with all 
manner of Short, Minion, Saker, Culverine, or any 
thing what chou wilt. 

Car. I warrant thee, my dear Caſe of Perrionels, fo 
| ſtand not in dread of thee, but that thou'le ſecond mie. 

Maci. Why, my good German 'Tapſter, 1 will. 

Carl. What, George. Lomtero, Lomtero, &c. \ He danceth. 

Geor. Did you call, Maſter Carlo* 

Carl. More Netar, George : Lomtero, Oc. 

Geor, Y our M-at's ready, Sir, a your Company were 
come. | 

Carl. Is the Loin of Pork enough ? 

Geor. I, Sir, it is enough. 

Maci. Pork ? heart, what doſt chou with ſuch a greafic 
Diſh 2? I chink thou dolt varniſh thy Face wich the Fat 
on't, it looks ſo I1-c a Gl:w-Por. 

Carl. True, my Raw bon'd-rogue, and if thou would'ſt 
farce thy lean Ribs with it too, they would nor (like 
ragged Laths) rub out ſo many Doublers as they do: 
bur thou know'lt not a good Dith, thou. O, it's the on- 
ly nouriſhing Meat in the World. No marvel chough 
that ſaucy, itubborn Generation, the Fewes, were tor- 
bidden ic: tor what would they ha' done, well pam- 
per'd wich fat Pork, that durſt murmur at their Maker 
out of Gacrlick and Onions. 'Slight, ted with it, the 
Whorlon {t.ummel, patche, goggle cy'd Grumbledories, 
would ha' Gigantomachiz,'d, Well ſaid, my tweet George, 
fill, hill. 

GRE X. 


Mit: This favours too much of prophanation. 
Cor. O ſervetur ad imum,qualis ab inczpto proceſſerit > ſibi 
eenſtet. The neceflity of his vain compels a Toleration, 


|; 
| 
i 


: 


for bar this, and daſh him out of humour before his time. | 


Carl. *Tis an Axiome in natural Philoſophy, What comes 
neareſt the nature of that it feeds, converts quicker to nouriſh- 
ment, and doth ſooner eſſentiate. Now nothing in Fleſh and 
Entrails, afltmilates or reſembles Man more, than a Hog 
or Swine 

Maci. True ; and he (to requite their Courtefie) of- 
tentimes Yotfeth his own Nature, and puts on theirs ; as 
when he becomes as churliſh as a Hog, or as drunk as a 
Sow : but to your concluſion. | 

Carl. Mairy, I fav, nothing reſembling Man more 
than a Swine, it tullows, nothing can be more nouriſh- 
ing : tor indeed (hut that it abhors from our nice Na- 
ture) it we ted one upon another, we ſhould ſhoot up a 
great deal taſter, and thrive much better: I reter me to 
your ulurous Cannba!s, or fuch like : bur tince it is fo con- 
trary, Pork, Pork, is your only teed. 

Maci. I take it, your Devil be of the ſame Diet; he 
would ne're ha* detir'd to been incorporated into Swine 
elſe. O, here comes the melancholy Melts : upon 'em 
Carlo, charge, charge. 

Carl. 'Fore (God, Sir Puntarvolo, 1 am forry for your 
heavineſs : body a me, a ſhrewd miſchance | why, had 
you no Unicorns Horn, nor Bezoars Stone about you? 


ha ? 


A& V. Scene VI. 
Puntarvolo, Carls, Macilente, Faſt. Rrisk, Sogliardo, Fungo 
I would requeſt you be ſilent. 


Ir, 

Sg Maci. Nay, to him again. 

Carl. Take comfort, good Knight, if your Cat ha" 
recovered her Catarh, tcar nothing ; your Dogs mil- 
chance may be holpen. 

Faſt. Say how (iwect Carlo) for ſo God mend me, 
the poor Knights Moans draw me into fellowſhip of his 
Mistortunes. But be not diſcourag'd, good Sir Puntar- 


(0. 


! 
| 
| 
| 


| 


| 
| 


vo, T am content your adventure ſhall be perform'd 
upon your Car. 

Maci. 1 believe you, M i5k-Cod, I believe you, for 
rather than thou would'ſt make preſent repayment, thou 
would it rake it upon his own bare return from Calice. 

Carl. Nay, *ds life, he'ld be content (fo he were well 
rid out of his Company) to pay him five for one, at 
his nexe meeting him in Pauls, But for your Dog, Sir 
Puntar. it he be not out-righe dead, there is a Friend of 
mine, a Quack-ſalver, ſhall put Lite in him again, that's 
certain. 

Fung. O, no, that comes too late. 

Maci, Gods precious, Knight, will you ſuffer this ? 

Punt. Drawer,get me a Candle and hard Wax,preſently. 

Segl. I, and bring up Supper; for I am ſo melancholy. 

Carl, O, Signior, where's your Reſolution ? 

Scgl. Re/olution ; hang him Raſcal : O, Carlo, if you 
lave me, do not mention him. 

Carl. Why, how, how fo ? 

Segl. O, the arrant'ſt Crocodile that ever Chriſtian 
was acquainted with. By my Gentry, I ſhall think the 
worſe ot Tobacco while 1 live, for his fake : I did think 
tim co be as tall a Man 

Maci. Nay, Buffone, the Knight, the Knight. 

Carl, 'Slud, he looks like an Image carv*d out of Box, 
tull of knots : his Face is (tor all the World) like a Dutch 
Purſe, with the Mouth downward, his Beard the Taflels: 
and he walks (let me fee) as melancholy as one o* the 
Maſters fide in the Counter, Do you hear, Sir Puntar ? 

Punt. Sir, I do intreat you no more, but enjoyn you 


to ſilence, as you affe& your Peace. 


Carl. Nay, but dear Knight, underſtand (here are 
none but Friends, and ſuch as wiſh you well) I would 
ha' you do this now ; flea me your Dog preſently) bur 


; in any caſe keep the Head) and ſtuff his Skin well wich 


Straw,as you ſee theſe dead Monſters at Bartholomew Fair. 

Punt, I ſhall be ſudden, I cell you. | 

Carl. Or if you like not that, Sir, get me ſomewhat a 
leſs Dog, and clap into the Skin 3 here's a Slave about the 
Town here, a Few, one Toban 3 or a fellow that makes 
Perrukes, will glew it on artificially, ic ſhall ne're be, 
dilcern'd ; befides, 'twill be fo much che warmer for the 
Hound to travel in, you know. | 

Mact. Sir Puntarvolo, death, can you be fo patient ? 

Cay. Or thus, Sir : you may have ( as you come 
through Germany) a Familiar for lictle or nothing, ſhall 
turn ic felt into the ſhape of your Dog, or any thing (what 
you will) tor certain hours— ods my Lite, 
Knight what do you mean ? you'll offer no 
violence, will you 2 hold, hold. 

Punt. *>death, you Slave, you Ban-dog, you. 

Car. As you love wit, ſtay the enraged Knight, Gen- 


The Knight 
beats him. 


tlemen. 


Punt, By my Knighthood, he that ſtirs in his reſcue, 


dyes. Drawer, bz gone. 


Car. Murder, murder, murder. 

Punt. I, are you howling, you Wolt? Gentlemen, as 
you tender your Lives, fufter no Man to enter, cill my 
Revenge be perte&t. Sirrah, Bufforte, lie down ; make 
no Exclamations, but down: down, you Cur, or [ 
will make thy Blood flow on my Rapier Hiles. 

Car. Sweet Knight hold in thy tury, and 'tore Heaven 
Ill honour thee more than the Turk does Mabomer. 

Punt. Down (I lay.) Who's there? ( Within. 

Cons. Here's the Conſtable, open the Doors. 

Car., Good Macilente | 

Punt Open no Door, if the Adalantado of Spain were 
here he ſhould not enter : One help me with the Light, 
Gentlemen : you knock in vain, vir Ofhcer. 

Car. Et tu Brute! 

Pwnt. Sirrah, cloſe your Lips, or I will drop it in 
thine Eyes by Heaven. : 

Car. O, O. | He ſeals up bis Li2s. 

Cens. Open the Door, or "on break it open. 


Maci. 
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of ' bis Humonr. 


Maci. Nay, good Conſtable, have patience a little, 
you ſhall come in preſently, we have almoſt done. 

Punt. $9 ; now, are you out of your Humour, vir ? 
Shift, Gentlemen. [They all draw and diſperſe. 


At V. Scene VII. 


Conſtable, Officers, Drawers. 


| Bs hold upon this Gallant, and purſue the reſt. 
Faſt. Lay hold on me, Sir ! tor whart ? 
Conſ. Marry, for your Riot here, Sir, with the reſt 
of your Companions. 
Faſt. My Riot ! Maſter Conſtable, rake heed what 
you do. Carlo, did | offer any violence * ; 
- Conf. O, Sir, you ſee he is not in caſe to anſwer you, 
and that makes you 1o peremptory. . 
FaFt. Peremprory ? vlite I appeal to 
I did him any hard meaſure. 
Geer. They are all gone, there's none of them will be 
laid any hold on. 
Con/. Well, Sir, you are like to anſwer till the reſt can 
be tound our. 
Feſt. 'Slid, I appeal to George, here. 


the Drawers, if 


Cenſ. Tut, George was not here : away with him to” 


the Counter, Sirs. Come, Sir, you were belt get your 
felt dreſt ſomewhere. | 
Geer. Good Lord, that Maſter Carlo could not take 


heed, and knowing what a Gentleman the Knight is, if 


he be angry. 


Draw. A Pox on 'em, they have left all the Meat on 


our hands, would they were choake with it for me. 
Maci. What, arc they gone, Sirs? 
[ Macilente comes back. 
Geor, O, here's Maſter Macilente. 


Maci. Sirrah, George, do you ſee that concealment 


there? that Napkin under the Table ? 
Geor, Gods io, Signior Fungoſs ! 


Maci. He's good Pawn for the Reckoning ; be ſure 
you keep him here, and let him not go away till I come 
again, though he olter to diſcharge all : I'll return pre- 


ſently. 
Geor. Sirrah, we have a Pawn for the Reckoning. 
Draw. What ? ot Macilente 7? | 
Geor. No, look under the Table. 


Fung. 1 hope all be quiet now : if I can get but forth 
of this Sereer, 1 care not; Maſters, I pray»you tell me, 


is the Conſtable gone? | He looks out under the Table, 
Geor, What : Maſter Fungo/o ? 
Fung. Was't nct a good device this ſame of me, Sirs. 
Geor, Yes taich ; ha' you been here all this while ? 


Fung. O God, ] : good Sir, look an' the Coaſt be 


clear, Pld tain be going. 


Geer. All's clear, Sir, but the — and that 


you muſt clear, and pay before you go, I ature you. 


Furg. I pay ? Slight, I cat not a bir ſince I came into 


the Houſe, yet. 


Draw. Why, you may when you pleaſe, 'tis all ready 


- below chat was beſpoken, 
Fung. Bz:ipoken ? not by me, I hope ? 


Geer. By you, Sir? I know not that : but *rwas for 


you and your Company, Iam lure. 


Fung. My Company ? *Slid, I was an invited Gueſt, 


ſo I was. 


Draw. Faith we have nothing ro do with that, Sir, 
they're all gone but you, and we muſt be an{wer'd; 


that's the ſhort and che long ont. 


Fung. Nay, it you will grow to extremities, my Ma- 
ſters, than would this Pot, Cup, and all were in my 


Belly, if I have a Croſs about me. 


Geor. What, and have ſuch Apparel? do not fay fo, 


Signior, that mightily diſcredirs your Cloths. 
Fang. As | am an honeſt Man, my Taylor had all my 
Money this Morning, and yet I mult be fain to alter 


[ To them. 


my Sute too: good Sirs, let me go, 'tis Friday night, and 
in good truth I have no ſtomach in the world to cat 
any thing. 

Draw. That's no matter, ſo you pay, Sir. 

Fung. Gods light, with what Conſcience c2n you ask 
me to pay that I never drank for ? 

Geor, Yes, Sir, I did ſee you drink once. 

Fung. By this Cup (which is Silver) bur you did nor, 
you do me infinite wrong, I look't in the Por once, in- 
deed, bur I did not drink. 

Draw. Well, Sir, it you can fatisfie our Maſter, it 


ſhall be all one co us. (By and by.) 


GRE AX. 


Cor. Loſe not you ſelf now Signior. 


» AR V. Scene VIII. 
Macilemte, Deliro, Fallace. 


Ut, Sir, you did bear too hard a conceit of me in 
that, but I will now make my love to you moſt 
tranſparent, in ſpight of any daſt of ſuſpicion that may 
be raiſed to cloud it : and henceforth, tince 1 fee it is 1o 
againſt your Humour, I will never labour to perſwade 
'OU. | 

Deli. Why, I thank you, Signior, but what's that you 
tell me may concern my peace fo much ? 

Maci. Faith, Sir, *tis thus. Your Wives Brother, 
Signior Fwungoſo, being at Supper to night at a Tavern, 
with a fort of Gallants, there happened ſome diviſion 
amongſt 'em, and he isleft in Pawn for the Reckoning : 
now, if ever you look that time ſhall preſent you with 
an happy occaſion to do your Wite ſome gracious and 
acceptable Service, take hold of this opportunity, and 
preſently go, and redeem him; for, being her Brother, 
and his Credit ſo amply engag'd as now it is, when ſhe 
ſhall hear (as he cannot himſelf, but he muſt out of ex- 
tremity report it) that you came, and offered your. ſelf 
{o kindly, and with that reſpect of his Reputation, why, 
the benefit cannot but make her dote, and grow mad of 
your Afﬀections. 

Deli, Now, by Heaven, Macilente, I acknowledg my 
ſelf exceedingly indebted to you, by this kind tender of 
your love ; and I am forry to remember that I was ever 
lo rude, to neglect a Friend of your importance : bring 
me Shooes and a Cloke there, | was going to Bed, it 
you had not come; what Tavern isit? 

Maci. The Mitre, vir. 

Del;. O, why Fido, my Shooes. Good faith it cannot 
but pleaſe her, exceedingly. 

Fal. Come, I mar'l what piece of night-work you 
have in hand now, that you call for a Cloke, and your 
Shooes ! what, is this your Pandar ? 

Deli. O, fweet Wite, ſpeak lower, I would not he 
ſhould hear thee for a World 

Fall. Hang him Raſcall, I cannot abide him for his 
Treachery, with his wild quick-fer Beard there. Whi- 
ther go you now with him 7 

Deli. No whither with him, dear Wife, I go alone to 
a place, trom whence I will return inſtantly. Good 
Macilente, acquaint not her with ic by any means, it may 
come ſo much the more accepred, tram. fone other an- 
{wer. Ill come back immediately. 

Fall. Nay, and I be not worthy to know whither 
yu go, ſtay cill I rake knowledg of your coming 

Ck. 

Maci. Hear you, Miſtreſs Deliro. 

Fall. So Sir, and what ſay you ? , 

Maci. Faith Lady, my intents will not deſerve this 
flighe reſpect,, when you ſhall know 'em. 

Fall. Your intents ?* why, what may your intents be, 


for Gods lake : 
Mac:. 


»3 
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Maci. Troth, the time allows no circumſtance, Lady, 
therefore know this was but a device to remove your 
Husband hence, and beſtow him ſecurely, whilſt (with 
more conveniency) I might report to you a misfortune 
chat hach hap ro Monfieur Brisk nay com- 
fort, ſweer Lady. This night (being at Supper) a fort 
of young Gallants committed a Rior, -for the which he 
(only) is apprehended and carried to the Conter, where 
if your nd, and other Creditors ſhould but have 
knowledg of him, the poor Gentleman were undone 
for ever. 

Fal. Ay me! that he were. 


Maci. Now therefore, if you can think upon any pre- 


ſent means for his delivery, do nor foreſlow it. A bribe 
to the Officer that committed him, will do ir. 

Fal. O God, Sir, he ſhall not want for a Bribe ; pray 
you, will you commend me to him; and fay Pll viſit 
him preſently. 

Maci. No, Lady, I ſhall do you better Service, in 
protracting your Husbands return, that you may go 
with more ſafety. 

Fal. Good truch, ſo you may : farewel, good Sir. 
Lord, how a Woman may be miſtaken m a Man? I 
would have {worn upon all the Teſtaments in the World 
he had nor lov'd Maſter Brisk. Bring me my Keys there 
Maid. Alas, good Gentleman, it all I have @! this 
Ezxithly World, will pleaſure him, it ſhall be at his Ser- 
vice. 


GRE X. 


Mit. How Macilente ſweats i” this bufinefs, if you 
mark him. 

Cor. I, you ſhall ſee the true Picture of ſpight anon: 
here comes the Pawn, and his Redeemer. 


At V Scene IX. 
Deliro, Fungoſo, Drawers, Macilente. 
Ome, Brother, be not diſcourag'd for this, man ; 


what ? 

Fung. No truly, I am not difcourag'd, but I proteſt 
to you Brother, I have done imitating any more Gallants 
either in Purſe or Apparel, but as ſhall become a Gentle- 
man, for good carriage, or fo. 

Deli. You ſay well. This is all i che Bill here ? is't 
not ? 

Geor. I, Sir. 

Deli. There's your Money, tell it : and Brother, I am 
glad I mer with ſo good occaſion to ſhew my love to 

Ou. 
: Fung. I wil! ſtudy to deſerve it in good cruth, an' I 


'live. 


Deli. What, is't right ? 

Geor, I, Sir, and I thank you. 

Fung. Let me have a Capons Leg fav'd, now the 
Reckoning is paid. 

Geor. You ſhall, Sir. 

Maci. Where's Signior Deliro ! 

Deli. Here, Macilente. 

Maci. Hark you, Sir, ha' you diſpatche this ſame ? 

Deli. I marry have l. 

Maci. Well then, 1 can tell you news, Brisk is i* the 
Counter, 

Deli. T' the Counter ? 

Maci.” Tis true,Sir, committed for the ſtir here tonight. 
Now would I have you ſend your Brother home atore, 
with che report of this your kindneſs done him, to his 
Siſter, which will fo pleaſingly poſſeſs her, and out of 
his Mouth too, that i' the mean time you may clap 
your Aion on Brisk, and your Wife (being in fo hap- 
Py a mood) cannot entertain ic ill, by any means. 


Deli, "Tis very true, ſhe cannot indeed, I think, 


— — — 


Maci. Think? why tis paſt thought, you ſhall never 
meet the like opportunity, I aſſure you. 

Deli. 1 will do ic. Brother, pray you go home (afore 
this Gentleman and I have private buſineſs) and 
tell my ſweer Wife, I'll come preſently. 

Fung. 1 will, Brother. 

Maci. And, Signior, acquaint your Sifter, how libe- 
rally, and out of his bounty, your Brother has us'd you. 
(Do you ſee ?) made you a Man of good reckoning ; re- 
Ceem'd that you never were poſleſt of, Credit; gave 
you as Gentleman-like Terms as might be ; found no taulr 
with your coming behind the Faſhion; nor nothing, 

Fung. Nay, I am our of thoſe humours now. 

Macs. Well, if you be out, keep your diſtance, and 


be not made a -clog any more. Come, Sigryor, 
let's make haſte. 


Act V. Scene X. 
Fallace, Faſt. Brisk.; 


O Maſter Faftidins, what pitfy is to ſee fo ſweet a 
Man as you are, in fo fowre a Place ? 


GRE AX. 


Cor. As upon her Lips does ſhe mean ? 

Mit. O, this. is to be imagin'd the Counter belike ? 

Faſt. Troth, fair Lady, 'tis firſt the pleaſure of the 
Fates, and next of the Conſtable, to have ic fo: bur [ 
am patient, and indeed comforted the more in your 
kind viſit, 

Fal. Nay, you ſhall be comforted in me more than 
this, if you pleaſe, Sir. I ſent you word by my Bro- 
ther, Sir, that my Husband laid to reſt you this Morn- 
ing, I know not whether you receiv'd it, or no. 

Faſt. No believeit, ſweet Creature, your Brother gave 
me no ſuch intelligence. 

Fal. O, the Lord! 

Faſt. But has your Husband any ſuch purpoſe ? 

Fal. O (weer Maſter Brizk, yes : and therefore be 
preſently — for if he come with his Actions 
upon you (Lord deliver you) you are in for one half a 
ſcore year ; he kept a man in L«dgate once Twelve 

car for Sixteen Shillings. Where's your Keeper ? for 
hou ſake call him, let him take a Bribe, and diſpatch 
you. Lord, how my Heart trembles! here are no Spies ? 
are there ? 

Faſt. No, ſweet Miſtreſs, why are you in this Paſſion? 

Fal. O Lord, Maſter Faſftidiaes, if” you knew how I 
took up my Husband to day, when he faid he would 
Arreſt you; and how I rail'd ac him chat perſwaded him 
ro'r, che Schollar there, (who on my Conſcience loves 

ou now) and what care I took to ſend you intelligence 

y my Brother ; and how I gave him tour Soveraigns 
for his pains: and now, how I came running out hither 
without Man or Boy with me, fo ſoon md lad on't ; 
you'ld fay I were in a pafhioa indeed : your Keeper, for 
Gods ſake. O, Maſter Brisk (as *tis in Eupbues) Hard 
uw the choiſe, when on? is compelled either by ſilence to dye 
with grief, or by [peaking to Irve with ſhame. 

Faſt. Fair Lady, 1 conceive you, and may this kiſs 
aſſure you, that where Adverſity hach (as it were) con- 
—— perity ſhall not—— Gods me! your Husband. 

Fai. O me: 


At V. Scene XI. 
Deliro, Macilente, Fallace, Faſtidins Brisk. 


? is thus! 
I Maci. Why, how now, Signior Delio? has the 
Wolf ſeen you ? ha? hath Gurgon's Head made Marble 
of you ? 
Deli. Some Planes ſtrike me dead. 
I 2 Macs. 


"i. 


60 Every Man out of his Humour. 


Y Maci. W hy, look you, Sir, I told you, you might have | Mac. How 1o ? On” 
ſilpe&ed rhis long afore, had you pleas'd, and ha? fay'd Cor. Marry, becauſe we'll imicate your Actors, and 
this labour of Admiration now, and Paflion, and ſuch be out of our Humours. Beſides, here are thoſe (round 
Extremitics as this frail Lump of Fleſh is ſubjet unto. about you) of more ability in Cenfure than we, whoſe 
Nay, why do you not dote now, Signior ? Methinks p__—_ can give it a more ſatisfying Allowance ; 
you ſhould ſay it were ſome Enchantment, deceptio viſus, we'll rete\ you to them. 
or fo, ha ? It you could perluade your elf ic were a Macs. I*\isteenlo? Well, Genclemen, I ſhould have 
Dream now, 'twere excellent : Faich, try what you can gone in, and return'd to you as | was 4ſper at the firſt ; 
do, Signior ; it may be your Imagination will be brought bur (by reaſon the Shit would have been ſomewhat X 
to it in time; there's nothing impoſlible, | and we are loth co draw your Patience farther) we 
Fal. Sweet Husband. ; Intreat you to imagine it. And now (that you may ſee 
Deli. Out laſcivious Strumpet. i | I will be out Ol Humour tor company) I ſtand wholly 
Maci. What? Did you fee how il that ſtale Vein be- to your kind = A yr and (indeed) am nothing fo 
came him afore, of Sweet Wife, and Dear Heart ? And peremptory as I was in the beginning : Marry, I will 
are you faln juſt into the ſame now, with Sweet Huf- not do as Plautus in his Amphbytrio, for all chis (Summi Fo- 
band ? Away, follow him, go, keep ſtate z what? Re- ws cauſa, Plaudite :) beg a Plaudite tor God's fake ; but 
member you are a Woman, turn impudent ; gi him not uu (our of the Bounty of your Good-liking) will 
the Head, though you gi” him the Horns. Away. And, beſtow it, wh '» you may (in time) make lean Macilewe 
yet methinks you thonld rake your leave of Enfans-per- | as fat as Sir Fobn Falſtaff. 
dws here, your Forlorn-hope. How now, Monticur | . 
Brick ? what ? Friday-night ? and in affliction too ? and, 
yet your Pulpamenta ? your delicate Morſels ? I perceive, 
the Aﬀetion of Ladies and Gentlewomen purſues you THE 
whereloever you go, Monſieur. 


Faſt. Now in good faith (and as I am gentile) there E P I L O G LI E 
could not have come a thing i” this World to have di- 
ſtrated me more, than the wrinkled Fortunes of this | ' 
poor Spinſter. At the PRESENTATION before Ques x 


Mat. O yes, Sir ; I can tell you a thing will diſtract 
ou much better, believe it. Signior Delzo has centred ELIZABET H. 


hree Actions againſt you, Three Actions, Monſieur; 
marry, one ot chem (Ill put you in comfort) is but By MACIiLENTE. 
Three thouſand, and the other ewo, ſome Five thouſand ; 
apiece: Trifles, trifles. Nr till now did Objett greet mine Eyes 
*- Faſt. O, I am undone. With any light Content : But m ber Graces 
Maci. Nay, not altogether fo, Sir; the Knight muſt | All my malicious Powers have loſt their Stings. 
have his hundred Pound repaid, that'll help coo; and | Emvy « fled my Soul at fight of her, 
'th-2 Six-icore Pounds for a Diamond, you know where. | And ſhe hath chas'd all black Thoughts from m Boſom, 
Tnele be things will weigh, Monſieur, they will weigh. | Like as the Sun doth Darkneſs from the World, 
Fait O Heaven! My Stream of Humour u run out of me. 
Macs. What, do you figh ? This it is to kiſs the Hand | And as our Cities Torrent (bent i infett 
of a Counteſs, to have her Coach ſent for you, to hang | The hallow'd Bowels of the Silver Thames) 
Poinards in Ladjes Garters, to wear Bracelets of their | Is checkt by Strength and Clearneſs of the Kiver, 
Hair, and for every one of theſe great Favours to give | Till it bath ſpent it ſelf Gen at the Shore ; 
ſome flight Jewel of Five hundred Crowns, or ſo, why | So in the. ample wnmeaſur d Flood 
'tis nothing. Now, Monſicur, you fee the Plague that | Of her Perfettions, are my Paſſions drown'd ; 
treads o' the Heels o' your Foppery : Well, go your ways | And I have now a Spirit as ſweet and clear 
in, remove your ſelf ro the Two-penny Ward quickly, | As the moſt rarefi'd and ſubtil Air : 
to fave Charges, and there ſet up your reſt to ſpend Sir | With which, and with a Heart as pure as Fire, 
Puntar's hundred Pound for him. Away, good Poman: | (Yet bumble as the Earth) do I implore, 
der, go. | | | O Heawen, that ſhe (whoſe Preſence bath effected 
Why, here's a Change ! Now is my Soul at peace : This Change in me) may ſuffer moſt late Change 
I am as empty of all Envy now, In her admir'd and bappy Government : 
As they of Merit to be envied art. May ftill ths Iſland be call'd Fortunate, 
My Humour (like a Flame) no longer laſts And rugged Treaſon tremble at the Sound, 
Than it hath Stuff to feed it; and their Folly When Fame ſball _ i with an Emphaſis. 
Being now rak t up in their repentant Aſhes, Let Foreign Polity be dull as Lead, 
Aﬀeords no ampler Subje& to my Spleen. And pale Invaſion come with half a Heart, 
I am fo far from malicing their States, When he but looks apon her bleſſed Soil. 
-ThatI begin to pity'em. Ir grieves me The Throat of War be opt within ber Land, 
To think they have a being. I could wiſh And Turtle-footed Peace dance Fairie Rings 
They might turn wiſe upon it, and be fav'd now, About ber Court ; where never may there come 
So Heav'n were pleas'd ; but let them vaniſh, Vapors. | Suſpe# or Danger, but all Truſt and Safety. 
Gentlemen, how like you it ? Has not been tedious? | Ler Flattery be dumb, and Ewoy blind 
In her dread Preſence 3 Death himſelf admire her : 
GRE X. And may her Vertues make him to forget 
The Uſe of bus inevitable Hand. 
Cor. Nay, we ha' done cenſuring now. Fly from her, Age ; ſleep Time before her Throne; 
Mit, Yes, faith. Our ſtrongeſt Wall falls down, when ſhe is gone. 


THE END. 
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The Fountain of Selt-Love. 
A COMICAL SATYR. 


Firſt Aced in the Year 1609. By the then Curtorawiof Queen 
ELIZABETHs CHAPPEL. .. 


With the Allowance of the Maſter of R mver.s. 
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The Autbor; B, }. h W 
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Naſutum volo, nolo polypoſum. Mart. 


TO THE 
SPECIAL, FOUNTAIN of MANNERS, - 


The Court. _ 


dk art a Bountiful 'and Brave Spring, aud watereſt all the Noble Plants of this Iſland. 


In thee the whole Kingdom dreſſeth it ſelf, and is ambitious to uſe thee as her Glaſs. Be: 

tare then thou render ' Mens. Figures truly, and teach them no leſs to bate their Deformities, 

than to love their Forms : For, to Grace, there ſhould come Reverence ; and no Man can call that 
Lovely, which is uot\ alſo Venerabls. It, is not Powd ring, Perfuming, and every day ſmelling of the 

* Taylor, that converteth to a Beautiful Objeft : but a Mind ſhining through any Sute, which needs no 
Falſe Light, either of Richas or Honours, to help it. Such ſhalt thow find fome here, even in the 
Rein of CyxTH1a, (a Crrires andan AxgmTe.) Now, under thy Puts us, it will be 

thy Province to make more : Except thou defreft to have thy Source mix with the Spring of Selt- 
love, and ſo wilt draw upon thee as welcom a Diſcovery of thy Days, as was then made of her Nights. 


' Thy Servant, but not Slave, 


» | Be x. Jonx350x. 


Ie The Pt xrsoNs of the Pray. 


; CYNTHIA. 
_ MERCURY.  CUP1D. 
| HESPERUS. E C CHO. 
CRITES. ARE TE. 
AMORPHUS. - PHAN TASTE. 
ASOTUS. ARGURION. 
HEDON: PHILAUTIA 
ANAIDES. MORIA. 
MORPHIDES. cos. 
 PROSAITES GELAIA. 
MORUS. | 
PHRONESIS] 
THAUMA, ?7Mutes. 
TIME, * | 
The Scene 


GARGAPHTIE. 


- The Principal Comcepians were, 


NAT. FIELD. 70H. UNDERW00D. 
SAL. PAY T. ROB. BAXTER. 
THO. DAT JOH. FROST. 


| CYNTHIAS 


REV 


E IS. © 


After the ſecond ſounding. 


INDUCTION. 
By Three of the Children. | 


Ray you away ; why Fellows? Gods fo? whee| 


ſtudied ic firſt. 
3. That's all one, if the Author think I can ſpeak it 


1, I plead Poſſeflion of the Cloke : Gentiles, your 

ffrages I pray you. 

q Why Children, are you not aſham'd? come in 
| [ Within, 

3. *Slid, Pl! play nothing ? the Play, unlefsI ſpeak it. 

1. Why, will youſtand to moſt Voices of the Gentle- 

men ? let that decide it. 

3. O no, Sir Gallant ; you preſume to have the ſtart 
of us there, anfl chat makes you offer ſo prodigally. 

1. No, would | were whipt, if I had any ſuch chought: 
try it by Lotsecither. 

2, Faith, I dare tempt my fortune in a greater ven- 
ture than this. 

3. Well ſaid, Reſolute Feck, I am content too : fo 
we draw firſt. Make the Curs. 

1. But will you not ſnatch my Cloke, while I am 
ſooping ? 

3. No, we ſcorn Treachery. 

2. Which Cut ſhall ſpeak ir ? 

3- The ſhorteſt. 

1. Agreed. Draw. The ſhorteſt is come to the 
ſhorteſt. Fortune was not altogether blind in chis. Now, 
Sir, I hope I ſhall go forward without your Envy. 

2. A ſpite of all miſchievous luck ! 1 was once pluck: 
ing at the other. 

3. Stay, Fack : 'Slid, I'll do ſomewhat now afore [ 
go in, though it be nothing bur to revenge my felt on 
the Author : ſince 1 ſpeak not his Prologue. Pl go tell 
all the Argument of his Play atore-hand, and fo ſtale 
his Invention to the Auditory betore it come torth. 

1. O, donot fo. 


2. By no mcans. | 
3. Firſt, the Title of his Play is Cynthia's 


fu 


4r the breach- p,vels, as any Man (that hath hope to be 
es im this ;- gp P , Rr 

Speech fot. faved by his Book) can witneſs ; the Scene 
hwing, the o- Gargaphie : which I do vehemently ſuſpe& 


ther two in= for ſome fuſtian Country ; but let that va- 
-—wi niſh. Here is che Court of Cynhbia, whither 
Je he brings Cupid (travelling on toot) refolv'd 


to turn Page. By the way, Cupid meets with Mercury, 


him 


BY 


(as that's a thing to be noted, take any of our Play- 
Books without a Cupid, or a Mercury in it, and burn it 
tor an Hererick in Poerry)—— Pray thee let me alone. 
Mercury, he (in the nature of a Conjurer) raiſes up 
Eccho, who weeps over her Love, or Daffodil, Narciſſis, 
a lictle; ſings; curſes the Spring wherein the prerty 
tooliſh Gentleman melted himſelf away : and there's an 
end of her. Now I am to inform you, that C#u- 
pid and Mercury do both become Pages. Cupid attends 
on Philautia or Self-lyve, a Court Lady : Mercury follows 
Hedon, the Voluptuous, and a Courtier ; one that ranks 
himſelf even with Anaides, or the Impudent, a Gallant, 
(and that's my part :) one that keeps laughter, Gelaia the 
Daugheer of Folly, (a Wench in Boys attire) ro wair on 
him Theſe in the Court meet with Amorphac, 
or the deformed, a Traveller that hath drunk of the 
Fountain, and there tells the wonders of the Water. 
They preſently diſpatch away thei: Pages with Bortles to 
fetch of it, and themſelves go to viſie the Ladies. But 
I ſhould have told you (Look, theſe. Emets put me * 
out here) that with this Amorpbas, there comes along a 
Citizens Heir, A/crw, or the Prodigal, who (in imica- 
tion of the "Traveller, who hath the #berfone following 
him) entertains the Begger, to be his Attendant. — - — 
Now, the Nymphs who are Miltrefles to theſe Gallanes, 
are Ph:lautia, Lelf-Liove; Phantaſte, a light If rr; "cs ; 
Argurion Money ; and their Guardian, Mother 1.riz or 
Mitltreſs Folly. ——— 

1. Pray thee no more. | 

3. There Cup:d ſtrikes Money in love with the Pred:gal, 
makes her dote upon him, give him Jewels, Bracelets, 
Carkenets, &c. all which he moſt ingeniouſly Ceparts 
withal ro be made known to the other Ladics and Gal- 
lants ; and in the heat of this, increaſes his Train with 
the Fool! to follow him, as well as the Begg:r By 
this time, your Begger begins to wait cloſe, who isreturn'd 
with the reſt of his Fellow Bortle-men, - There 
they all drink, fave Argwrion, who is faln into a ſudden 
Apoplexy. 

1. Stop bis Mouth. 

3. Andthen, there's a retired Shollar there, you would 
not wiſh aching to be better contemn'd of a Society of 
Gallantrs, than ir is : and he applics his Service (good 
Gentleman) to the Lady Arete, or Vertue, a poor Nymp> 
of Cynthia's Train, that's ſcarce able to buy her fclt a 
Gown, you ſhall ſee her play in a black Robe ancn: 
A Creature that (I aflure you) is no lefs fco:a'd than 
himſelf. Where am I now? art a ſtand? , 

2. Come, leave at laſt, yer. 

3. O, the Night is come, ('twas fomewhar C11k, me 
thought) and Cznrb:a intends ro come torch: (Thar helps 
it a little yet.) All che Courticrs muſt provide tor Ke- 
vels ; they conclude upon a Ma/que, the device of which; 
i5—— (what, will you ravith me?) tha: each of thete Vi- 
ces, being to appear before Cyn:5:a, would feem ocher 
than indeed they are : and therctore {lime the moſt 
neighbouring Vertuzs 2s their masxing Habies.-— (I'd 
ery a Rape; but that yon are Chil. en.) 


2. Cone y 


« 


he 
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2. Come, we'll have no more of this anticipation : 
to give them the Inventory of their Cates aforchand, 
wzre the diſcipline of a Tavern, and nor fitting this 
P:1efence. 

1. Tut, this was but to ſhew us the happineſs of his 
Memory. I thought at firſt he would have plaid the ig- 
norant Critique w::h every thing, along as he had gone ; 
I expected ſome ſuch device. 

3. O, you ſhall ſceme Co that, rarely ; Ind me my 
Cloke. Fi 

1. Soft, Sir, you'll ſpeak my Procgue 1n it. 

2. No, would I might never ſtir then. 

2. Lend it kim, lend it him. 

1. Well, you have ſworn. | 

2. | have. Now, Sir, ſuppoſe I am one of your gen- 
tile Auditors, that am come in (having paid my Mo- 
ney at th- Door, with much ado) and here I take my 
Place and fit down : I have my three forts of Tabacco 
in nv Pocket, my Light by me, and thus I begin. By 

this light, I wonder that any Man is fo mad, 
Ar the breaches to Come to ſee thele raſcally Tits play here— 
he takes bu They do a& like ſo many Wrens or Piſ- 
_— mires not the fitth part of a good Face 
amongſt them all. And then their Muſick is abomi- 
nable -— able to ſtretch a Mans Ears worſe thanfen— 
Pillorics, 1nd their Dittics -— moſt lamentable things, 
Ike che pititul tellows that make chem—— Poers. By 
this Vapour,. an *twere not for Tabacco I cthink—— 
the verv ſtench of 'em would poiſon me, I ſhould not 
dare tc come in at their Gates — A Man were better 
viſit fitceen Jayls,——or a dozen or two of Hoſpitals— 
than cace adventure to come near them. How is't ? 
Well ? | 

1. Excellent : give me my Cloke. 

3. Stay 3 you ſhall ſee me do another now : but a 
more ſober, or better-gather'd Gallant ; that is (as it 
may be thought) ſome Friend, or well-wiſher ro the 
Houſe : And here I enter. 

1. What ? upon the Stage, too ? 

2. Ycs: and I ſtep torth like one of the Children, and 
ask you, Would you have a Stool, Sir? 

3. A Stool, Boy ? 

2. I, Sir, it you'll give me fix Pence Ill fetch you 
ONC. 

2. For what Ipray thee ? what ſhall I do with it ? 

2. O Lord, Sir! will you betray your ignorance fo 
much ? why throne your fe!t in ſtare on the Stage, as 
other Gentlemen uſe, Sir. 

. Away, Wag; what, would'ſt thou make an Im- 

plement of me ? 'Slid the Boy takes me for a piece of 

' Perſpedlive (1 hold my Life) or ſome Silk Curtain, come 

to hang the Stage here ! Sir Crack, I am none of your 

freſh Pictures, thar uſe to beautifie the decaied dead Ar: 
ras in a publick Theatre. 

2. *Tis a ſign, Sir, you put not that confidence in 
your good Cloaths, and your better Face, that a Gentle: 
man ſhould do, Sir. Bur I pray you Sir, let me be a 
ſuter to you, that you will quit our Stage then, and 
eake a Place, the Play is inſtantly to begin. 

3. Moſt willingly, my good wag : but I would ſpeak 
with your Author, where's he * 

2. Not this way, I affure you, Sir : we are not fo ot- 


with him, but what may very ſafely be turn'd upon thy 
Truſt. Ir is in the general behalt of this fair Sociery 
here that I am to ſpeak, at leaſt the more judicious part 
of it, which ſeems much diſtaſted with the immodeſt 
and obſcene writing of many in their Plays. Beſides, 
they could wiſh, your Poers would leave to be Promoters 
of other Mens Jeſts, and to way-lay all the ſtale Apo- 
thegms, or old Books, they can hear of (in print, or o- 
therwile) to farce their Scenes withal. That they would 
not fo penuriouſly glean Wit from every Laundrefs or 
Hackney-man, or derive their beſt Grace (with ſervile 
imitation) trom common Stages, or obſervation of the 
Company they converſe with ; as it cheir Invention 
liv'd wholly upon another Mans Trencher. Again, char 
teeding their Friends with nothing of their own, bur 
what they havetwice or thrice Cook'd, they ſhould nor 
wanconly give out, how ſoon they had dreſt it; nor how 
many Coaches came to carry away the Broken-mear, 
betides Hobby-horſes, and Foot-cloth Nags. 

2. S0, Sir, this is all the reformation you ſeck ? 

3. lr is : do not you think it neceſſary to be prattis'd, 
my little Wag ? 

2. Yes, where any ſuch ill habiced Cuſtom is recciv'd. 

3- O (1 had almoſt forgot ir too) they ſay, the 
umbre, or Ghoſts of ſome three or tour Plays, depart- 
ed a dozen years ſince, have been ſeen walking on your 
Stage here: take heed, Boy, it your Houſe be haunted 
with fuch Heb-goblins, twill fright away all your Specta- 
eors quickly. 

2. Good, Sir; but what will you ſay now, if a Poes 
(untouche with any breath of this diſcaſe) find the To- 
kens upon you, that are of the Auditory ? As ſome one 
Civet-wit among you, that knows no other Learning, 
than the price of Sattin and Velvers ; nor other perte- 
tion, than the wearing of a ncat Sute ; and yer will 
cenſure as deſperately as the moſt profeſs'd Critique 1n 
the Houle : preſuming his Clothes ſhould bear him our 
in't. Another (whom it hath pleas'd Nature to turniſh 
with more Beard, than Brain) prunes his Muſtaccio, 
liſps, and (with fome ſcore of affeted Ofichs) ſwears 
down all that fit about him 3 Thar the old Hieronimo, as it 
was firſt acted) was the only beſt, and judicicuſly pend play 
of Europe. A third great-bellicd Juggler talks of ewen- 
ry years ſince, and when Monſicur was here, and would 
entorce ail Wits to be of that faſhion, becauſe his Doub- 
let is ſtill fo. A fourch milſcalls all by che name of tuſtian, 
cthathis grounded Capacity cannot aſpire ro. A fifth, 
only ſhakes his Botcle-head, and out of his corky Brain, 
{queezerth our a Pirtitul-le wned Face, and is filent. 

By my faith, Zack, you have put me down: I 


ef I knew how to get off with any indiffercnc 


grace. Here, take your Cloke, and promite ſome fatis- 
taction in' your Prologue, or (Il be ſworn) we have 
marr*d all. 

2, Tur, fear not, Child, this will never diſtaſte a true 
Sence : Be not our, and good enough. 1 would thou 


' hadſt ſome Sugar-candied toſweeren thy Mouth. 


The Third ſounding. 
EF OLOGUE., 


ficiouſly befriended by him, as to have his preſence in | 
the Tyring hout+, to prompt us aloud, ſtamp ar the | 
Book-holder, ſwear for our Propertics, curſe the poor | ['F gracions filence, ſweet attention, 
Tire-man, rail the Mutick out of tuns, and ſweat for | & Quick fight, and quicker apprehenſion, 
+ every venial Treſpaſs we commit, as fome Author would, ! (The lights of Fudgments throne) ſhine any where , 
if he had fſach fine Engles as we. Well, *cis but our | Our doubtful Author hopes this 1s their Sphere. 
hard fortune. 4nd therefore opens be himſelf to thoſe 5 
2. Nay, crack, be not diſheartned. | To other weaker Beams his labours cloſe : 
2. Not 1, Sir ; but if you pleaſe to confer with our | As loth ro proſtitute their Virgm ſtrain, 
/\\ athor, by Atturny, you may, Sir : our proper ſelf here, ! To ev'ry vu/gar and adult rate Brain, 
ſ{rands tor him. ; In this alone, bis Muſe ber ſweetneſs bath, 
3. Troth, I have no ſuch ſerious affair ro negotiate ' She ſhuns the print of any beaten Patb , x 
FL, 
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Anl proves new ways to come to learned Ears : 

Pied iznorance ſhe neither loves nor, fears. 

Nor bunts ſhe after popular Applauſe, 

Or fomy praiſe, that drops from common aws : 
The Garland that ſhe wears, their hands muſt twine, 
Who can both cenſure, underſtand, define 

What merit is : Then caſt thoſe piercing Rays, 
Round as a Crown, inſtead of honour'd Bays, 

About his Poelie 3 which (be knows) affords 


Werds, above attion ; matter, above words. 


i 


L— ——_ 


Act I. * Scene I. 
Cupid, Mercury. 


Ho goes there ? 
V Mer. *Tis I, blind Archer. 
Cup. Who ? Mercury : 

Aler. 1 

Cup. Farewel. 

Mer. Stay, Cupid. 

Cup. Not in your company, Hermes, except your 
hands were rivetted at your Back. 

Mer. Why 1o my little Rover ? ; 

Cup. Becauſe I know, you ha' not a Finger, but is as 
long as my Quiver (Couſin Mercury) when you pleaſe 
to extend 1t. | 

M:r. Whence derive you this Speech, Boy ? ; 

Cup. O ! *tis your belt Polity to be ignorant. You did 
never ſteal Mars his Sword out of the Sheath, you * nor 
Neptune's Trident? nor Apollos Bow ? no, not you: 
Alas, your Palms (Fupiter knows) they are as tender as 
the Foot of a foundred Nag, or a Ladies Face new mer- 
curied, they'll touch nothing. 

Mer. Go too (Infant) you'll be daring ſtill, 

Cup. Daring ? O Fanus ! what a word is there? why, 
my hght Feather-heePd Couz, what are you? any more 
+than my Unclc Foves Pandar, a Lackquey that runs on 
Errands for him, and can whiſper a light Meſlage 
to a looſe Wench with ſome round volubility, wait man- 
nerly at a Table with a Trencher, and warble upon a 
Crowd a little, fill out Netfar, when Ganimed"s away, 
one that ſweeps the Gods Drinking-room every Morn- 
ing; and ſets the Cuſhions in order again, which they 
threw one at anothers Head over-night, can bruſh the 
Carpets, call the Stools again to their =m play the 
Cryer of the Court with an audible Voice, and take 
ſtate of a Preſiden: upon you at Wreſtlings, Pleadings, 
N-gotiations, &c. Here's the Catalogue o' your Im- 
ployments now, O no, I err, you have the marthaling 
of all the Ghoſts too that pals the Stygian Verry, and I 
ſi:{pe& you for a a ſhare with the old Sciitter there, if 
ths truth were known ; but let that ſcape. One other 
peculiar vertue you poſleſs, in lifting, or /eger-du-main, 
(which few of the Houſe of Heav'n have elle beſides) I 
mult confeſs. But ( methinks)) that ſhould not make 
you put that extream diſtance *twixe your felf and o- 
thers, that we ſhould be ſaid to over-dare in ſpeaking to 
your nimble Deity? So Hercules, might challenge Prio- 
rity of us both, becauſe he can throw the Bar farther, 
or lift more joyn'd Stooles at the Arms end, than we. 
If this might carry it, then ws who have made the 
whole Body of Divinity tremble at the twang of our 


—_— CCS” COCA 


Heels up into Air (on the very hour I was bora) in 
ſight of all the Bench of Deities, when the Silver Roof 
- the Olympyan Palace rong again with applauſe of the 
fact. 

Cup. O no, I remember It freſhly, and by a particular 
Tnſtance ; for my Mother Venus (at the fame time) bur 
ſtoopr ro imbrace you, and (ro ſpeak by meraphore) 
you borrowed a Girdle of hers, as you did Foves Scep: 
ter (while he was laughing) and would have done his 
Thunder too, but that *twas too hot for your itching 
Fingers, 

Mer. *Tis well, Sir. | 

®Cuyp. I heard, you but look't in at Vulcans Forge the 
other day, and intreatcd a pair of his new Tongs a- 
long with you for company : Tis joy on you (y'faith) 
that you will keep your hook'd Tallons in practice 
with any thing, *Sliglu, now vou are on Earth, we 
ſhall have you filch Spoons and Candleſticks rather thay 
fail : Pray Fove the perfum'd Courriers Reep their C- 
ſting-bottles, -Pick-tooths, and Shictle-cocks irom you ; 
or our more ordinary Gallants their 'Fabacco boxes, to- 
I am ſtrangely jealous of your Nails. | 

Mer. Ne'e truſt me, Ca9id, bur you are turn'd a moſt 
acute Gallant of late, the Edg of my wit is clean taker! 
off with the fine and fubtile ſtroke of your thin-ground 
Tongue, you fight with too poinant a Pizraſe, for me to 
deal with. : 

Cup. O Hermes, your Crate cannot make me conft- 
dent. I know my own Steal to be almoit fpent, and 
therefore intreat my Peace with you, in time : you are 
too Cunning for me to Encounte® at length, and I think 
it my ſafeſt Ward to cloſe. 

Mer, Well, for once, Ill ſuffer you to win upon me, 
wag, but uſe not the ſtrains zoo often, they'll ftrerch 
my patience. Whither might you march, now 2 
Cup. Faith (to recover thy good Thoughts) FIl diſco- 
ver my whole Project. The Huntreſs and Queen of 
theſe Groves, Diana ( in regard of ſome black and en- 
vious flanders hourly breath'd againſt her, for her di- 
vine Juſtice on Aeon, as ſhe pretends) hath here in the 
Vale of Gargaphy, proclaim'd a folemn Revels, which 
(her God-head put off ) ſhe will deſcend to grace, with 
the full and royal expence of one of her cicareſt 


Moons : In which time, it ſhall be lawful for all forts 
of ingenuous Perſons, to viſit her Palace, to court her 
Nympbs, to exerciſe all variety of generous and noble 
Paſtimes, as well to intimate low far ſhe treads fuch 
malitious Imputations beneath her, as alſo to ſhew how 
clear her Beauties are from the leaſt-wrinckle of Auſteri- 
ty they. may be charg'd with. 
Mer. But, what is all this to Cupid ? 
Cup. Here do I mean to pur off the Title of a Ged, 
and take the Habit of a Page, in which diſguiſe (du- 
ring the interim of thele Revels) 1 will get co follow 
ſoine one of Dana's Maids, where (if my Bow hold, 
and my Shafts fly but with half the willingneſs, and 
aim they are directed) I doubt not, but I ſhall really re- 
deem the Minutes I have loſt, by their fo long and over- 
nice Proſcription of my Deity from their Courr. 

Mer. Purſue it (divine Cupid) it will be 'rare. 

Cup. But will Hermes ſecond me ? 

Mer. I am now to put in a& an eſpecial defignment 
trom my Father Fove, but that pectorm'd} I am tor any 
treſh action that offers ir ſelf. 


Bow, and enforc'd Satwniw himlzlt to lay by his curVd'Þ Cup. Well, then we part. 


Fr6nt, Thunder, and Three-tork'd Fires, and put on a 
masking Sute, too light for a Reveller of -Eighteen, to 
be ſzen in 

Mer. How now | my dancing braggart in decimo ſexto ! 
carm your skipping Tongue, or Vl — 

Cup. What? uſe the vertue of your ſnaky Tip-ſtaff 
there upon us ? 

M:r. No, Boy, but the ſmart vigour of my Palm a- 
bout vour Ears. 


Mer. Farewel, good wagg. 

Now, to my charge, Eccho, taic Eccbo, ſpeak, 

"Tis Mercury that calls thee, forrowtul Nympb. 

Salute me with thy reperculiive V oice, 

That I may know what Cavern ot the Earth 

Contains thy airy Spirit, how, or where 

I may dire& my Speech, that thou mailt hear 
, # 


You have forgot {inc2 1 took your | 
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Eccho, Mercury. 


Far. : 
M.r. So nigh * 
Ece. I: 


4 


Mer. Know (gentle Soul) then, I am ſent from Fove, 


Who (p'ittying the fad burthen of thy woes, 
Still growing on thee, in thy want of woids, 
o vent thy paſſion for Nareyſſzs dexh) 
mmands, that now (after Three thouſand years, 
Which have been exercisd in TJuno's ſpight) 
Thou take a Corporal Figure, and aſcend, 
Enricht with vocal and articulate power. 
Make haſte, ſad Nymph, thrice ſhall my winged Rod 
Strike th* obſequious Earth, to give thee way. 
Ariſe, and ſpeak thy Sorrows, Eccho, rilc, 
Here, by this Fountain, where thy Love did pine, 
Whoſe memory lives freſh to vulgar tame, 
Shrin'd in this yellow Flower, that bears his Name. 
Ecce. His namerrevives, and litrs me up from Earth, 
O, which way ſhall I firſt convert my ſelf 2 
Or in what mood ſhall I cilay to ſpeak, 
Thar (in a Moment) I may be delivered 
Of the prodigious grief I go withal ? 


Sec, fee, the mourning Fount, whole Springs weep yet 


Th untinely fate of that too beautious Boy, 
Thar Trophee of Self-love, and Spoyle of Nature, 
Who (nov cransform'Q4 into this drooping flower) 
Hangs the Repentani He2d, back from the Stream, 
As if it wiſht, would I 1:id never look'd 
In ſuch a flatt'ring mirrour. O Narc:ſſas, 

Thou that waſt once (and yer art) my Narciſſzs ; 
Had Eccho but been private with thy eho-1gtus, 

She would have dropt away her felt in icars, 

Till ſhe had all curn'd Water, chat in !1:c, 

(As in a truer Glaſ:) thou nightlt have gaz'd, 
And ſeen thy Beauties by more k'nd reitetion. 
Burt Self-love never yet coul look on Truth, 

But with bleard Beams ; flick Flattery and ſhe 
Are twin-born Siſters, and {> mix cheir Eyes, 

As if you ſever: one, the other dyes. 

Why did che Gods give thee a heav'nly form, 

And carthly thoughts, to make thee proud of it ? 
Why, dol ask ? *Tis now the known Diſcaſe 

That Beauty hath, to bear -00 deep a ſenſe 
Of her own ><clt-conceived Excellence. 

O, hadſt chou known the worth of Heay*ns rich gift, 
Thou wouldſt have turn'd ir to a truer uſe, 

And not (with {tarv'd, and covetous ignorance) 
Pin'd in continual cyzing that bright Gem, 

The glance whereot to others had more, 
Than to. thy famiſhe Mind the wide Worlds ſtore : 
« So wretched is it to be meerly rich. 

Witneſs thy youths dear Sweets, here ſpent untaſted, 
Like a fair Taper, with his own Flame waſted. 

Mer. Ecchs, be brief, Saturnia is abroad, 
And if ſhe hear, ſhe'll ftorm at Foves high Will. 
Eee. T will (kind Mercury) be brief as Time. 

Vouchſafe me, I may do him theſe laſt Rites, 

Burt kiſs his flowr, and ſing ſome mourning ſtrain 


e Over his watry Hearſe. Mer. Thou doſt obtain. 


I were no Son to Fove, ſhould I deny thee. 

Begin, and (more to grace thy cunning Voice) 
The humorous Air ſhall mix her ſolemn Tunes, 
With thy ſad words: ſtrike Muſick from the Sphears, 
And with your Golden Raptures ſwell our Ears. 


SON G. 


Low, ſlow, freſh Feunt, keep time with my ſalt Tears; 
ret ſlower, yer, O faintly gentle ſprings : 
Lift to the heavy part the muſick bears, 
* Woe weeps out ber drviſum, when ſhe ſings. 
Droop berbs and flowres ; 
Fall grief in ſhowres ; 
* Our beauties are not ours : 
O, I could {till 
(Like melting ſnow _ ſome craggy hill, 
drop, drop, drop, drop, 


Simce natures pride is, now, a wither d daf}c1;1l, 


Mer. Now, ha* you done ? 
Ece, Done preſently (good Hermes) bile a little, 
Suffer thy thirſty Eye to gaze a while, 
Bur c'en to taſte the place, and I am vaniſht. 
\ Mer. Forgo thy uſe, and liberty of Tongue, 
And thou maiſt dwell on Earth, and ſpore thee there. 
Ecc. Here young Atﬀeon fell, purſu'd, and torn 
by Cynthia's wrath (more cage: than his Hounds) 


| And here (ay mc, the pla. 2 is fatal) ſee 


The weeping N; e, tranſlated hicher 
From P/rygian Mountains ; and by Phzbe rear'd, 
As the proud 'Lrophze of her ſharp revenge. 

Mer. Nay, but hear. 

Ecc. but here, O here, the Fountain of Self-luve, 
In which Latona, an ? her carcleis Nyz-phs, 
(Regardleſs o: my torrows) bathe chenielves 
In hourly Viea.ures. Aer. Sciat thy babling Tongue; 
Fond Fcchs, thuu prophan'ſt the grace is done thes : 
o0 ilic Worldlings (n.cerly made of voice) 
Cenin;2: the Powers above them. Come, away, 


Fove calls thee hence, and his will brooks no ſtay. 


Ecc. O. ſtay : 1 have but one poor Thought to cloths 
In airy Garments, and then ( taith ) I go. | 
Hencetorch, thou treacherous and murthering Spring, 
Be ever call'd the Fountain ol Self-love : 

And with thy Water let this Curſe remain, 

(As an inſeparate Plague) that who but taſtes] 

A drop thereof, may, with the inſtanc touch, 

Grow dotingly enamour'd on themſelves. 

Now, Hermes, | have liniſht. Mer. Then thy Speech, 
Muſt here torſake thee, Eccho, and thy Voice 

(As # was wont) rebound but the laſt words. 
Farewel, Ecc. Well. 

Mer. Now, Cupid, | am for you, and your mirth, 
To make me light before I leave the Earth. 


"Act IT. Scene IIL 


Amorphrs, Ecchs, Mercury. 


Ear ſpark of Beauty, niake not fo faſt away, 
Ecc. Away. : 

Mer. Stay, let me obſerve this Portent yet. 
Amo. 1 am neither your Minzaure, nor your Cent aure, 
nor your Satyre, nor your Hy.na, nor your Babion, but 
your meer Traveler, believe me. 
Ecc. Leave me. 
Mer. I guelsd it ſhould be ſome travelling motion 
purſu'd Eccho 1o. 
Amo. Know you from whom you flye ? or whence ? 
Ece. Hence. 
Amo. | his is fomewhat above ſtrange ! a Njzmph of her 
Feature and Lincament, to be fo prepoſterouſly ride ! well, 
I will but cool my ſelf at yon' Spring, and toliow her. 
Mer. Nay, then I am familiar with the ilflue ; Ill leave 
you too. 
Amo. ] am a Rhinoceros, it I had thought a Creature 
of her /[mmerry, could have dar'd fo improportionable, 


and abrupt a wigrethon, Liberal, and divins Found, 
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ſaffer my prophane hand to take of thy Bounties. By 
the Parity of my taſte, here is moſt ambrofiack Water 3 
I will ſup of it again. By thy favour, ſweet fount. 
See, the Water (a more running, ſubtile, and humo- 
rous Nymph than ſhe) permits me to touch, and handle 
her. Wi t ſhould I infer ? It my Behaviours had been 
of a cheap or cuſtomary garb; my Accent or Phraſe 
vulgar; my Garments trite; my Countenance illite- 
rate, or unpractis'd in the incounter of a beautiful and 
brave attir'd Piece 3 then I might (with ſome change 
of _— have ſuſpected my Faculties : but know- 
ing my ſelf an eſſence fo ſublimarted, and refin'd b 
travel ; of fo ſtudied, and well exercis'd a Geſture ; ſo 
alone in Faſhion ; able to render the face of any Statel- 
man living ; and to ſpeak the meer extraction of Lan- 
guage ; one that hath now made the ſixth return upon 
ventuer ; and was your firſt that ever inriche his Coun- 
etrey with the true Laws of the dello; whoſe optiques 
have drunk the ſpirit of Beauty, in ſome Eight ſcore 
and eighteen Princes Courts, where I have reſided, and 
been there fortunate in the amwrs of Three hundred 
forty and five Ladies (all Nobly, if not Princely de- 
ſcended) whoſe names I have in Catalogue; to con- 
clude, in all ſo happy, as even Admiration her ſelf dath 
ſeem to faſten her kiſſes upon me : Certes, I do neither 
ſee, nor feel; nor taſte, nor ſavour the leaſt ſteam, or 
fume of a reaſon, that ſhould invite this fooliſh faſtidi- 
ous Nymph, fo peeviſhly co abandon me. Well, ler the 
Memory of her fleet into Air ; my thoughts and I atn 
for this other Element, Water. 


A& I. Scene IV. 
Crites, Aſotus, Amorphus. 


Wy: ' the well-dieted Amorphus become a Water- 
drinker? I ſee he means not to write Verſes 
then. 


Aſo. No, Crites ? why ? 

Cri. Becauſe—— Nec placere din, nec wivere tarming 
poſſunt, que ſcribuntur aque potoribus. 

" Amo. What ſay. you ro your Helicon? 

Cri. O, the Muſes well ! that's ever excepted. 

Amo. Sir, your Muſes haye no ſuch Water, I aſſure 
you; your Neter, or the juyce of your Nepenthe is 1o- 
thing to it; *cis above your Metheglin, believe it. 

Aſo. Methbeglin | what's that, Sir 2 may I be fo audati- 
ous to demand ? 

Amo. A kind of Greek Wine I have met with, Sir, in 
my Travels; it is the fame that Demoſthenes uſuall 
drunk, in the compoſure of all his exquitite and melli- 
fluous Orations. 

Cri. That's to be argued (Amorphus) if we may cre- 
dit Lucian, who in his Encomio Demoſthens affirms, he 
never drunk but Water in any of his compoſitions. 

Amo. Lacian is abſurd, he knew nothing : I will be- 
lieve mine own Travels, before all the Lucians of Ex- 
rope. He doth feed you with fittons, figments, and 
leaſins. 

Crs. Indeed (I think) next a Traveller, he do's pret- 
tily well. 

Amo. I aſſure you it was Wine, TI have taſted ir, and 
from the hand of an Italian Antiquary, who derives it 
authentically from the Duke of Ferrara's Bottles. How 
_ you the Gentleman you are in rank with there, 

Ir! 

Cri. 'Tis Aſotzs, Son to the late deceas'd Philargyrus 
the Citizen. 

Amo. Was his Father of any eminent place, or 
means ? 

Cri. He was to have been Pretor next year. 

Amo. Ha! A pretty formal young gallant, in good 
ſooth : pitty ,- he is not more gentilely propagated- 
Hark you, Crites, you may ſay to him, what 1 am, if 


you pleaſe : though I affe& not popularity, yer I would 
loth to ſtand out to any, whom you ſhall vouchſafe 
to call Friend. | 

Cri. Sir, I fear I may do wrong to your ſufficiencies 
in the reporting them, by forgetting or miſplacing ſome 
one ; your ſelf can beſt enform him of your ſelf, Sir : 
except you had ſome catalogue, or liſt of your Facul- 


him for you, and hiri to take notice of. 

Amo. "This Crites is fowre : I will think, Sir. 

Cri. Do fo, Sir. O heaven ! that any thing (in the 
likeneſs of Man) ſhould ſuffer theſe racke extremities, for 
the uttering of his ſophiſticate good Parts. | 

Aſo. Crites, I have a ſute to you ; but you muſt not 
deny me: pray you make this Gentleman and I friends. 

Cri. Friends ! Why ? is thete any difference between 
you ? 

. Aſo. No, I mean acquaintance; to know one ano-« 
ther. 

Cri, O, now I apprehend you; your phraſe was 
without me before. | 

Aſo. In good faith, he's a moſt * excellent rare Man, 
I warrant him ! : 

Cri. *Slight, they are mutually enamour'd by this 
time ! 

Aſo. Will you, ſwaet Crites ? 

Crs. Yes, yes. 

Aſo. Nay, but when ? you'll defer ic now, and for- 
get it. 

Cri, Why, is a thing of ſuch preſent neceflity, that 
it requires 10 violent a diſpatch ? 

Aſo. No, bur (would I might never ſtir) he's a moſt 
raviſhing man ! good Crites, you ſhall endear meto you, 
in good faith-law. 

Cri. Well, your longing ſhall be ſatisfied, Sir. 

Aſo. And withal, you may tell him what my Fathec 
was, and how well he left me, and chat I am his Heir. 

Cri. Leave it to me, I'll forget none of your dear 
graces, I warrant you. ' 

Aſo. Nay, I know you can better marſhal theſe Af- 
fairs thati I can—— O Gods! I'd give all the world (if 
I had it) for abundance of ſuch acquaintance. 

Cri. What ridiculous Circumſtance mighe IT deviſe 
now, to beſtow this reciprocal brace of Butrer-flies one 
upon another 2? 

Amo. Since I trode on this fide the Alpes, I was not 
ſo frozen in my Invention. Let me ſee : to accoſt him 
with ſome choice remnant of Spaziſh, or Italian? that 
would indifterencly expreſs my Wm now : mar- 
ry then, if he ſhould fall out co be ignorant, it were 
both hard and harſh. How elſe ? ſtep into ſome ra- 
gioni del ftato, and ſo make my induction ? that were 
above him too ; and out of his Element, I fear. Feign 
to have ſeen him in Venice or Padua? or ſome face neer 


muſt be a more quaint, and collateral device. As 
ſtay : to frame ſome encomiaſtick Speech upon this our 
Metrogols, or the wiſe Magiſtrates thereof, in which 
politick number, 'tis odds, but his Father fill'd up 2 
Room ? deſcend into a particular admiration of their 
Juſtice, for the due meaſuring of Coals, burning of 
Cans, and ſuch like? as alſo their Religion, in pulling 
down a ſuperſtitious Croſs, and advancing a Venus, or 
Priapus, in place of it? ha? 'ewill do well. Ortotalk 
of tome Hoſpital, whoſe Walls record his Father z 
Benefattor ? or of ſo many Buckets beſtow'd on his 
Pariſh-church, in his life time, wich his name at length 
(for want of Arms) tricke upon them? Any of 2 
Or to praiſe the cleannefſs of the Street, wherein he 
dwelt ? or the provident painting of his Poſts againſt he 
ſhould have been Pretor ? Or (leaving his Parent) come 
to ſome ſpecial Ornament about himſelf, as his Rapier, 
or ſome ocher of his Accoutrements? I haye ic ; Thanks, 


| gracious Minerva. : : 
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ties ready drawn, which you would requeſt me to ſhaw 
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his in ſimilitude ? *tis too-pointed, and open. No, ic - 
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Aſs: Would 1 had but once ſpoke to him, and 
then—— He comes to me. 

Amo. *Tis a moſt curious, and neatly-wrought Band, 
this ſame, as I have ſeen vir. 

Aſo. O God, vir. 

Amo, You forgive the humour of mine Eye, in ob- 
{crving it. 

Cri. His Eye waters after it, it ſeems. 

Aſo. O Lord, Sir, there needs no ſuch Apology, 1 aſ- 
ſure you. 

Cri. 1 am anticipated : they'll make a ſolemn deed of 
gift of themſelves, -you ſhall ſce. | 

Ame. Your Ribband too do's moſt gracefully, in troth. 

Aſo. *Tis the molt gentile, and receiv'd wear now, 
Sir, 

Amo. Believe me, Sir, (I ſpeak it not to humour you) 
I have not ſcen a young Gentleman (generally) put on 
his Cloaths with more judgment. 

Aſo. O, 'tis your pleaſure to ſay fo, vir. 

" Amo. No, as I am vertuous (being altogether un- 
travel'd) it ſtrikes me into wonder. 

Aſo, T do purpole to travel, Sir, at ſpring. 

Amo. T think I ſhall affe&t you, Sir. This laſt ſpeech 
of yours hath begun to make you dear to me. _ 

Aſo. O God, Sir, I would there were any thing in 
m2, Sir, that might appear-worthy the leaſt worthineſs 
of your worth, Sir. | proteſt, Sir, I ſhould endeavour 
to ſhew it, Sir, with more than common regard, vir. 

Cri. O, here's rare motley, Sir. 

Amo. Both your deſert, and your endeavours are 
plentiful, ſuſpect them not : but your ſweet diſpoſition 
to travel (I aſſure you) hath made you another myſelf 
.in mine Eye, and ſtruck me inamour'd on your Beaurtics. 

ſo. 1 would I] were the faireſt Lady of France tor 
your fake, Sir, and yet I would travel too. ; 

Amo. O, you ſhould digreſs from your felf elle : for 
(believe ic) your travel is your only thing that rectitics, 
or (as the Italian ſays) wi rendi pronto all” attjoni, makes 
yew fit for attion. 

Aſo. 1 think it be great charge though, Sir. 

Amo. Charge? why *tis nothing for a Gentleman 
thar goes private, as your ſelf, or ſo; my intelligence 
ſhall quit my charge at all times. Good faith,this Hat chat 
hath poſleſt mine Eye exceedingly ; ?tis ſo pretty, and 
fantaſtick : what? is't a Beaver ? 

Aſo. 1, Sir, PIl aflure you 'tis a Beaver, it calt me 
eight Crowns but this Morning. 

Amo. Atter your French account ? 

Aſo. Yes Sir. 

Cri. And ſo near his head 2 beſhrow me, dangerous. 

Amo. A very pretty —_— (believe me) and a moſt 
novel kind of trim : your Band is conceiced too ! 

Aſo. Sir, it is all at your ſervice. 

Amo. O, pardon me. 

« Hſe. I beſcech yau, Sir, if you pleaſe to wear it, you 
ſhall do me a molt infinite grace. 

Cr:. *Slight, will he be prais'd out of his Cloaths ? 

Aſo. By Heaven, Sir, I do nor offer it you after the 
Italian manner ; I would you ſhould conceive fo ot me. 

Amo. Sir, I ſhall icar to appear rude in denying your 
courteſics, eſpecially, being invited by ſo proper a di- 
ſtintion : may I pray your Name Sir ? 

Aſo. My name is Aſorms, vir. 

Amo. | take your love ( gentle Aſorns) but let me 
win you to receive this, in exchange 

Crit. They ll change Doublets anon. . 

Amo. And (trom this time) eſteem your ſelf, in the 
firſt Rank, of choſe few, whom I proteſts tolove. What 


| make you in company of chis Schollar, here ? 1 will 


bring you known to Gallants, as Anaides of the Or- 
dinary, H:dmm the Courtier, and others, whole Society 
ſhall render you grac'd and reſpected : this is a trivial 
Fellow, roo mcan, too cheap, too courle for you to 
converſe wich, 


Aſo. "Slid, this is not worth a Crown, and mine 
coſt me Eight bur this Morning. 

Cy, I looke when he would repent him, he has be- 
gun to,be ſad a good while, 

Amo. Sir, ſhall I ſay to you for that Hat ? be not fo 
lad, be nor fo fad: it is a Relick I could not 1o cafily 
have departed with, but as the Hierog/yphick of my at- 
tection ; you ſhall alter it to what torm you pleale, it 
will cake any block; I have recciv'd ic varicd (on Re- 
cord) to the "Three cthouſandth time, and not {o few : 
It hath theſe vercues behde ; your Head ſhall not ake un- 
der it ; nor your Brain leave you, without licence ; Ic 
will preſerve your Complexion to Eternity ; vor no 
Beam of the Sun (ſhould you wear it under Zona tor- 
rida) hath power to approach it by two Ells. Ir is 
Proot againſt Thunder, and Inchantment : and was gi- 
ven me by a great Man (in R#/ſia) asan eſpecial-priz'd 
Preſent ; and conſtantly affirm d to be the Hat tht ac- 
companied the Politick Ulyſſes in his tedious and ten 
years Travels. 

Aſo. By Fove, 1 will not depart withal, whoſoever 
would give me a Million. 


Ak&t I. Scene V. 


Cos, Crites, Amorphus, Aſotus, Proſaites. 


co” you, ſweet Bloods : do's any of you want a 
creature, or a dependant ? 

Cri, Beſhrew me, a fine blunt Slave ! 

Amo. A page of good Timber! ic will now be my 
grace to entertain him firſt, though I caſheer him again 
in private : how art thou call'd ? 

Cos. Cos, Sir, Cos. 

Cri. Cos? How happily hath fortune furniſhe him 

with a wherſtone ? 
 £Amo. 1do entertain you, Cos, conceal your Quality 
till we be private; if your Parts be worthy 'ot me, 1 
will countenance you ; if not, catcchizc you : Gentiles, 
ſhall we go ? 

Aſo: Stay, Sir; I'll but entertain this other Fellow, 
and then I have a great humour to taſte of this Wa- 
cer too, but I'll conic again alone for that mark the 
Place. What's your Name, youth ? 

Prof. Proſaites, Sir. 

Aſo. Proſaites ? N very fine name, Crites ? is't not ? 

Cri. Yes, and a very ancicnt one, Sir, the begger. 

Aſo. Follow me, good Proſaites : Let's talk. 

Cri. He will rank even with you (er't be long) 

It you hold on your courſe. O vanity, 

How are thy painted beauties doted on, 

By light, and empty Idots ! how purſu'd 

With open and extended Appetite ! 

How they do ſweat, and run chemſclves from breath, 
Rais'd on their Toes, to catch thy airy Forms, 
Still curning giddy, till they reel like Drunkards, 
That buy the merry madneſs of one hour, 

With the long irklomneſs of following time ! 

O how delpis'd and baſe a thing is a Man, 

It he not ſtrive tered his groveling Thoughts 
Above the ſtrain of Fleth | But how more cheap, 
When, even his beſt and underſtanding Part, 
(The crown and ſtrength of all his Faculties) 
Floats like a dead drownd Body, on the Stream 
Ot vuigar humour, mixt with common'ſt dregs ? 
I ſuffer for their Guile now, and my Soul 

(Like one that looks on ill affeted Eyes) 

Is hurt with mere intention on their Follies, 

Why will I view them then ? my ſenſe: might ask me: 
Or is c a rarity, or ſome new objeR, 

Thac ſtrains my ſtrict obſervance to this Point ? 
O would irc were, therein I could aftord 

My Spirit ſhould draw a lictle ncer to theirs, 
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To gaze on novelties : fo Vice were one. 
Tar, ſhe is ſtale, rank, foul, and were it not 
Thar thoſe (that woo her) greet her with locke Eyes, 
(In ſpight of all the impoſtures, paintings, drugs, 
Which her Bawd cuſtom dawbs her Checks withal) 
She would betray ber loath'd and leprous Face, 
And fright th' enamour'd dotards from themlzlves : 
Bur ſuch is the perverleneſs of our nature, . 
That if we once but fancy levity, 

How antick and ridiculous fo ere 
It ſate with us) yet will our muffled thoughe 
Chooſe rather not to fee it, than avoid it : 
And if we can but baniſh our own ſenſe, : 
We ac our mimick tricks with that free licenſe, 
That luſt, that pleaſure, that ſecurity, 
As if we practisd in a Paſte-boad Caſe, 
And no one ſaw the motion, but the motion. 
Well, check thy paſſion, leſt it grow too lowd : 
« While fools are pittied, they wax fat and proud. 


Act IT. Scene TI. 


Cupid, Mercury. 


WW this was moſt unexpectedly followed (my 
divine delicate Mercury) by the Beard of Fove, 
thou are a precious Deity. | 

Mer. Nay, Cupid, leave to ſpeak improperly, ſince 
we are turn'd Cracks, let's ſtudy to be like Cracks ; 
practiſe their Language and Behaviours, and not with 
a dead imitation : ad treely, careleſly, and capriciouſly, 
as if our Veins ran with Quick-filver, and not utter a 
Phraſe, but what ſhall come forth ſtezpe in the very 
Brine of Conceit, and ſparkle like Salt in Fire. 

Cup. That's not every ones happineſs (Hermes) though 
you can preſume upon the ealinels and dexterity of 
your wir, you ſhall give me leave to be a little jealous 
of mine: and not deſperately to hazard it after your 


, Capring humour. 


Mer. Nay, then, Cupid, I think we muſt have you 
hood-winke again, for you are grown too provident, 
ſince your Eyes were at liberty. 

E.... Not ſo (Mercury) 1 am ſtill blind Cupid to 
thee. 

Mer. And what to the Lady Nymph you ſerve ; 

Cup. Troth, Page, Boy, and Sirrah: chele are all my 
Titles. 

Aer. Then thou haſt not altered thy Name, with thy 
diſguiſe ? 

Cup. O, no, that had been ſupererogation ; you ſhall 
never hear your Courrtier call but by one of theſe three. 

M:r. Faith, then both our Fortunes are the ſame. 

Cup. Why ? what parcel of man haſt thou lighted 
on for a Maſter ? 

Mer. Such a one (as before I begin to decypher him) 
I dare not affirm to be any thing lefs than a Courtier. 
So much he is, during” this open time of REvels, and 
would be longer, but that his means are to leave him 
ſhortly after. His name is Heden, a Gallant wholy con- 
lecrated to his Pleaſures. 
| Op Hedon ? he uſes much.co my Ladies Chamber, I 
think. : 

Mer. How is ſhe call'd, and then I can ſhew thee ? 

Cup. Madam Pbi/autia. 7 

Mer.. O I, he affects her very particularly indeed. 
'Theſe are his Graces. He doth (befides me) keep a 
Barber and a Monky : He has a rich wrought Waſtcoart 
ro entertain his Vititants in, with a Cap almoſt ſurable. 
His Curtains and Bedding are thought to be his own : 
his Bathing-tub is not ſuſpected. He loves to have a 
t encer, a Pedant, and a Mulician icen in his Lodging 
a-mornings. 

Cup. And not a Poet ? 


| 


Mer. Fie no : himfelf is a Rimer, and that's thought 
better than a Poer. He is nor lightly within to his 
Mercer, no, though he come when he takes Phyſick, 
which is commonly after his play. He beats a Taylor 
very well, bur a Stocking-ſcller admirably : and fo con- 
ſequently any one he owes Money to, that Garcs not 
retilt him. He never makes general invitement, but a- 
gainſt che publiſfing of a new Sute 3 marry then you 
{hall have more drawn to his Lodging, than come to 
the lanching of ſome three Ships; eſpecially if he be 
furni ſh'd with Supplics for the retyring of his old Ward- 
robe from pawn : if not, he do's hire a {tock of Appar- 
rel, and ſome forty or fifty Pound in Gold, for that 
Forenoon to ſhew. He's thought a very neceſſary per- 
tume for the Preſence, and for that only cauſe welcom 
thither : ſix Milleners Shops afford you nor the like 
ſent. He courts Ladies with how many great Horſe he 
hath rid that Morning, or how oft he hath done the 
whole, or the half pommado in a Seven-night betore : 
and ſometime ventures ſo far upon the vertue of his Po- 
mander, that he dares tell 'em, how many Shirts he has 
ſweat at Terms that Week, but wiſely conceals fo many 
— Balls he is on the Score. Here he comes, that 
is all this. 


Act II. Scene II. 
Hedon, Mercury, Anaides, Gelaia, Cupid. 


Oy. 

Mer. Sir. 

Hed. Are any of the Ladyes in the preſence ? 

Mer. None yet, Sir. 

Hed. Give me ſome Gold, more. 

Ana. Is that thy Boy, Hedon ? 

Hed. 1, what think'{t thou of him ? 

Ana. Vd geld him; I warrant he has the Philoſo- 
phers Stone. 

Hed. Well ſaid, my good melancholy Devil : Sirrah, 
I have devis'd one or two of the prettieſt Oaths (this 
morning in my Bed,) as ever thou heard'ſt, to proteſt 
withal in the Preſence. 

Ana. Prythee, let's hear *em. 

Hed. Sott, thou'le uſe 'em afore me. 

Ana. No (dam me then) I have more Oaths than I 
know how to utter, by this Air. 

Hed. Faith, one is, by the tip of your Ear, ſweet Lady. 
Ir not pretty, and gentile ? 

Ana. Yes, for the Perſon *tis applycd to, a Lady. Ir 
ſhould be light, and 

Hed. Nay, the other is better, exceeds it much : the 
invention is farther fer too. By the white walley that lies 
between the Alpine bills of your boſom, I protek—— 6c. 

Ana. Well, you traveF'd for that, Heden. 

Mer. 1, ina Map, where his Eyes were bur blind 
guides to his Underſtanding, ic fcems. 

Hed. And then I have a falutation will nick all, by 
this Caper : hay ! : 

Ana. How is that? 

Hed. You know I call Madam Pbilautia, my Honeur ; 
and ſhe calls me her Ambition. Now, (when I meet her 
in the Preſence anon) I will come to her, and ſay, 
ſweet Honour, I have hitherto contented my Senſe with the 
lullies of your hand, but now I will taſte the roſes of your lip ; 
and (withalY kiſs her ; to which ſhe cannot bue bluth- 
ing anſwer, nay, new you are too ambitiors. And then 
do I reply ; 1 cannet be too ambitious of Honour, ſwees 
lady. WiPt not be good ? ha? ha? 

ina. O, aflure your Soul. 

Hed. By Heaven, I think *ewill be excellent, and a 
very polinck atcheivement of a kits. 

Ana. 1 have thought upon one for Mcria, of a ſudden 
00, it 1t take. 

Hed. What is't my dear Invention ? 
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| a. Marry, I will come to her, (and ſhe always | O, 
wears a Muff, if you be remembred) and 1 will cell her, | ing the inviſible Spectators of this ſtrange Show now to 
Madam, your whole ſelf cannot but be perfe#ly wiſe : for | be ated. 


our hands have wit enough to keep themſelves warm. 
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Mer. O, what a maſs of benefit ſhall we | in be- 
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Hed. Now (before ove) admirable ! look, thy Page 
takes it too ; by Phebw, my ſweet facetious Raſcal, I 
could cat Water-gruel with thee a Month, for this jelt, 
my dear Rogue. 

Ana. O, (by Hercules) *tis your only Diſh, above all 
your Potato's, or Oyſter-pyes in the World. 

Hed. 1 haveruminated upon a moſt rare wiſh too, and 
che Prophelie to it, but I'll have ſome friend to be the 
Prophet ; as thus : I do wiſh my ſelf one of my Miſtreſſe's 
cioppini. Another demands, Why would he be one of his 
Miſtreſſe's cioppini? A third anſwers, Becauſe be would 
make ber bigher. A fourth ſhall ſay, That will make ber 
proud. And a fifth ſhall conclude : Then do I prophecie 
pride will have a fall, and be ſhall give it her, : 

Ana. I'll be your Prophet. By Gods fo, it will be 
moſt exquiſite ; thou art a fine inventious Rogue, Sirrah. 

Hed. Nay, an'lI have poeſies for Rings too, and riddles 
that they dream not of. 

Ana. Tut, they'll do that, when they come to ſleep 
on *em, time enough : but were thy devices never in the 
Preſence yet, Hedon ? 

Hed. O, no, I diſdain that. 

Ana. *T'were good we went afore then, and brought 
them acquainted with the room where they ſhall a, 
12ſt the ſtrangeneſs of it put tttem out of countenance, 
when they ſhould come forth. 

Cup. Is that a Courtier too ? 

' Mer. 'Troth no; he has two eſſential parts of the 
* Courtier, Pride, and Ignorance ; marry, the reſt come 
ſomewhat aſter the ordinary Gallant. *Tis Impudence it 
ſelf, Anaides, one that ſpeaks all that comes in his 
Cheeks, and will bluſh no more than a ſackbut. He 
lightly occupies the Jeſters room at the Table, and keeps 
I aughter, Gelaia (a Wench in Pages attire) following 
tim in place of a Squire, whom he now and hen 
tickles with ſome ſtrange ridiculous ſtuff, utter'd (as his 
Land came to him) by chance. He will cenſure or 
diſcourſe of any thing, .but as abſurdly as you would 


wiſh. His faſhion is not to take knowledg of him that is 
beneath him in Cloaths. He never drinks below the 
ſalt. He do's naturally admire his Wit that wears 


Gold lace, or Tifſue. Stabs any Man that ſpeaks more 
contemptibly of the Schollar than he. He is a great 
proficient in all the illiberal Sciences, as cheating, drink- 
ing, 1waggcring, whoring, and ſuch like : never kneels 
bur to plcdg Healths, nor prays but for a Pipe of Pud- 
ding-tabacco. He will dhGhems in his Shirt. The 
Oaihs which he vomits at one Supper, would maintain 
a Town of Garriſon in good ſwearing a Twelve-month. 
One other genuine quality he has, which Crowns all 
. theſe, and that is this : to a Friend in want, he will not 
dopart with the weight of a ſodred Groart, leſt the World 
might cenſure him Prodigal, or report him a Gull: 
marty , to his Cockatrice, or Punquetto, halt a dozen 
Taffara Gowns, or Sattin Kirtles, in a pair or ewo of 
Months, why they arc nothing. 
Cup. 1 commend him, he is one of my Clients. 


Act Il. Scene IIl. 
Amorphns, Aſetu, Ces, Proſaites, Cupid. Mercury. 


Ome Sir. You arc now within regard of the Pre- 
ſence, and ſee, the privacy of this Room, how 
{wcetly it offers ic {:1f to our retir'd intendments. Page, 
caſt a vigilant, and enquiring Eye about, that we be 
not rudely furpriz'd, by the approach of ſome ruder 
{tranger. 
Cos. I warrant you, Sir. Pll cell you when the Wolf 
enters, fear nothing. | 


Amo. Plant your ſelf there, Sir : and obſerve me. You 
ſhall now, as well be the Ocular, as the Ear-witneſs, 
how clearly I can refel that paradox, or rather pſeudodox, 
of thoſe, which hold the Face to be the Index of the 
mind, which (I aflure you) is not ſo, in any politick 
Creature : for inſtance ; I will now give you the parti- 
cular, and diſtin& face of every your moſt noted ſpecies 
of Perſons, as your Merchanc, your. Schollar, your 
Soldier, your Lawyer, Courtier, &c. and each of theſe 
ſo truly, as you would ſwear, but that your Eye ſhall 
ſee the variation of the Lineament, it were my moſt 
proper and genuine aſpet. Firſt, for your Merchant, 
or Cicy-face, *tis thus, a dull, plodding Face, ſtill look- 
ing in a dire line, forward : there is no great matter 
in this Face, Then have you your Students, or aca- 
demique Face, which is here, an honeſt, ſimple, and 
methodical Face : but ſomewhat more ſpred than the 
former. The third is your Soldiers Face, a menacing, 
and aſtounding Face, that looks broad, and big : the 
grace of this Face conſiſteth much in a Beard. The anti- 
face, to this, is your Lawyers Face, a contracted, ſub- 
tile, and intricate Face, full of quirks, and curnings, 
a labyrintheas Face, now angularly, now circularly, e- 
very way aſpe&ted. Next is your ſtatiſt's Face, a feri- 
ous, folemn, and ſupercilious Face, full of formal, and 
{quare Gravity, the Eye (for the moſt part) deeply and 
artificially ſhadow'd : there is great judgment required 
in the making of this Face. But now, to come to your 
Face of Faces, or Courtiers Face, *tis of three forts, 
according to our ſubdiviſion of a Courtier, Elementary, 
Pradtick, and 'Theorick. Your, Courtier Theorick, is 
he, that hath arriv'd - to his fartheſt, and doth now 
know the Court, rather by ſpeculation, than pradticez 
and this is his Face : a faſtidiops and oblick Face, that 
looks, as it went with a Vice |} and were ſcrew'd thas. 
Your Courtier Practick, is he, that is yet in his Path, 
his courſe, his way, vand hath not touche the puntilio, 
or point of his hopes; his Face is here : a moſt promi- 
ling, open, ſmooth, and over-flowing Face, that ſeems 
as it would run, and pour it felf into you. Somewhat 
a northerly Face. Your Courticr Elementary, is one 
but newly enter'd, or as it were in the alphabet, or ut-re- 
mi-fa-ſol-la of Courtſhip. Note well this Face, for it is 
this you muſt practice. | 

Aſo. Vl practice 'em all, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Amo. I, hereafter you may : and it will not be alto- 
gether an ungrateful ſtudy. For, let your Soul be af- 
lur'd of this (in any rank, or profetiion whatcrer) the 
more general, or major part of Opinion goes with the 
Face, and (ſimply) reſpe&ts nothing elſe. LCherefore, 
if that can be made exactly, curiouſly, exquiſitely, 
thorowly, it is enough : But (for the yy you ſhall 
only apply your ſelf to this Face of the Elementa 
Courtier, a light, revelling, and proteſting Face, now 
bluſhing, now ſmiling, which you may help much with 
a wanton wagging of your Head, thus, (a Feather will 
teach you) or with kifling your Finger that hath the 
Ruby, or playing with ſome String of your Band, which 
4s a moſt quaint kind of melancholy beſides: or ( if a- 
mony Ladies) laughing lowd, and crying up your own 
Wit, though perhaps borrow'd, it is not amiſs. Where 
is your Page? call for your Caſting-bottle, and place 

'our mirrour in your Hat, as I told you : fo. Come, 
book not pale, obſerve me, ſet your face, and enter. 

Mer. O, for ſome excellent Painter, to have tane the 
Copy of all theſe Faces ! 

Aſo. Broſaites. 

Amo. Fie, I premoniſh you of that : In the Court, 
Boy, Lacquey, or virrah. 

Cos. Maſter, Lupms in 


O, *tis Proſaites. 
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Aſo. Sirrah prepare my Caſting;bottle, I think I muſt 
be enforc*d to purchaſe mie anocher Page, you ſee how 
at hand Cos waits here. 

Mer. So will he too, in time. 

Cup. What's he, Mercury ? 

Mer. A notable Smele. One, that hath, newly enter- 
tain'd the Begger to follow him, bur cannot ger him to 
wait near enough. 'Tis 4ſoras, the Heir of Phulargyrus ; 
bu firſt I'll give ye the others Character, which may 
make his the clearer. He that is with him is Amorphas 
a Traveller, one ſo made out of the mixture and ſhreds 
of forms, that himſelf is eruly detorm'd. He walks 
moſt commonly with a Clove or Pick-toorh in his 
Mouth, he is the very mint of Complement, all his Be- 
haviours are printed, his Face is another Volume of 
Eſſayes ; and his Beard an Ariſtarchus. He ſpeaks all 
Cream skim'd, and more afte&ted than a dozen of wait- 
ing Women. Hs is his own Promoter in every place. 
The Wife of the Ordinary gives him his Diet to main- 
eain her Table in diſcourſe, which - (indeed ) 15 a meer 
Tyranny over her other Gueſts, for he will uſurp all 
the talk } Ten Conſtables are not {o tedious. He 15 no 
great ſhifter, once a year his Apparel is ready to revolt. 
He doth uſe much to arbitrate Quarrels, and fights him- 
ſelf, exceeding well (out at a Window.) He will lye 
cheaper than any Begger, and lowder than moſt Clocks ; 
for which he is right properly accommodated to the 
IWhetſtone, his Page. The other Gallant is his Zani, and 
doth molt of theſe Tricks after him 3 ſwears to 1mitate 
him in every thing (to a Hair) except a Beard, which is 
not yet extant. He doth learn co make ſtrange Sauces, 
to eat Anchovies, Maccaroni, Bovoli, Fagieli, and Ca- 
wviare, becauſe he loves 'em ; ſpeaks as he ſpeaks, looks, 
walks, goes ſo in Cloaths and Faſhion : is in all as it he 
were moulded of him. Marry (before they met) he 
had other very pretty ſufficiencies, which yet he re- 
tains ſome light impreſſion of; as frequenting a dan- 
cing School, and grievouſly torturing ſtrangers with In- 
quiſition after his grace in his Galliard. He buys a 
a freſh acquaintance at any rate. His Eyes and his 
Raiment confer much together as he goes in the Street. 
He treads nicely like the Fellow that walks upon Ropes , 
eſpecially the firſt Sunday of his Silk-ſtockings ; and 
when he is moſt neat and new, you ſhall ſtrip him 
with Commendations. 

C«p. Here comes another. ; 

Mer. 1, but one of another ſtrain, Cupid : This Fel 
low weighs ſcmewhar. [ Crites paſſeth by. 

Cup. His name, Hermes ? 

Mer. Crites. A Creature of a moſt perfe& and divine 
Temper : One, in whom the Humours and Elements | 
are peaceably met, without emulation of Preedency ; 
he is neither too phantaſtickly Melancholy, too flowly 
Phlegmatick, too lightly Sanguine, or too rafhly Cho- 
Ierick, but in all, fo compos'd and order'd, as it is clear, 
Nature went about ſome full work, ſhe did more than 
make a Man when ſhe made him. His Diſcourſe 1s like 
his Behaviour, uncommon, but not unplealing ; he 1s 
prodigal of neicher. He itrives rather to be that which 
Men call Judicious, than to be thought to, and is fo 
truly Learned, that he affe&s not to ſhew it. He will 
think, and ſpeak his thought both freely ; bur as diſtanr 
from depraving another Mans Merit, as- proclaiming his 
own. For his Valour, *tis ſuch, chat he dares as little 
co offer an Injury as receive one. In ſum, he hath a moſt 
ingenuous and tweet Spirit, a ſharp and ſalon'd Wit, 


never break him, nor make him leſs. He counts it his 
Pleaſure to defpiſe Pleaſures, and is more delighted with 
good Dzeds than Goods. lc is a competency to him that 
he can be Vertuous, He doth neither covet nor tear ; 
he hath too much reaſon to do either z and that com- 
mends all things to him. 


Mer. O, Cupid, "tis beyond my Deity to give him kis 
due Praiſes : 1 could I&vec my placs in Heaven to live 
among Mortals, fo ] were fure to be no other than he. 

Cup. *Slight, I believe he is your Minion, you feem to 
be fo raviſhe with him. : 

Mer. He's one I would not have a wrythought darted 
againit, willingly, | 

Cup. No, bur a ſtraight ſhaft in his Boſom, T'll pro- 
miſe him, if I am Citherea*s Son. 

Aer. Shall we go, Cupid ? 

Cup. Stay, and fee the Ladies now: they'll come pre- 
ſently. Fil help to paint them. 

Mer. What: lay Colour upon Colour ? that affords 
but an ill blazon. : 

Mer. Here comes Mexttal to help it, the Lady Ar- 
gurion. _Argurion paſſeth by. 

Mer. Money, Money. 

| Cup. The fame. A Nymph of a moſt wandring and 
giddy Diſpoſition, humorous as the Air, ſhe'll run from 
Gallant to Gallant (as they fit at primers in the Pre- 
lence) moſt ſtrangely, and ſeldom {tays with any. She 
ſp!cads as ſhe goes. To day you ſhall have her look 
as clear and freſh as the Morning, and to morrow as 
melancholick as Mid night. She takes ſpecial pleaſure 
in a cloſe obſfure Lodging, and, for that caule, vitits 
the City fo often, where ſhe has many ſecret true con- 
ccaling Favourites. When ſhe comes abroad, ſhe's more 
looſe and ſcattering than Duſt, and will fly from place 
to place, as ſhe were rape with a Whirlwind. Your 
young Student (for the moſt part) ſhe affe&ts nor, ont; 
lalutes him, and away : a Þ:et, nor a Philoſopher, the 1s 
hardly brought to take any notice of, no, though he be 
lome part of an Alch:mift. She loves a Foyer well, and * 
a Lawyer inhinitely ; but your Fool above all. >ne can 
do much in Court for the obtaining of any Sure whatr- 
foever, no Door but flies open to her, her Preſence is 
above a Charm. The worſt in her is want of keeping 
dtace, and tco much deſcending into interior and bate 
Offices, ſhe's tor any courſe Employment you will pur 
upon her, 2s to be your Procurer, or Pancar. 

Mer. Peace, Cupid, here comes more work for you, 
another Character or two. 


A& IL. Scene IV. 


Phantaſte, Moria, Philautia, Mercary, Cupid, 


g's: ſweet Pbi/autia, I'll but change my Fan, and go 
preſently. = 

Mor. Now (in very good ſerious) Ladies, I will have 
this Order reverſt, the preſence muſt be better main- 
teain'd trom you : a Quarter paſt Eleven, and ne're a 
Nymph in proſpe ive? beſhrew my hand, there muſt be 
a retorm'd diſcipline. Is that your new Ruff, ſweet 
Lady-bird ? By my truth, *cis moſt intricately rare. 

Aer. Good Jouve, what Revercnd Gen:lzwoman in 
years might this be. 

Cup. "lis, Madam Aforia, Guardian of the N;mphs, 
One that is not now to be perſwaded of her Wit, ſhe 
will chink her ſelf wiſe againſt all the Judgments 
that come. A Lady made all of Voice and Air, calks 
any thing of any thing. She is like one of your igno- 
rant Poetaſters of the time, who when they have got 
acquainted with a ſtrange word, never reſt cill they have 
—_ it in, though ic looſen the whole Fabrick of their 
Sente. 

Mer. "That was pretty and ſharply noted, Cupid. 

Cup. She will cell you, Philoſophy was a fine Reveller, 
when ſhe was young, and a Gallant, and that then 
(though ſhe ſay ic) ſhe was chought to be the Dame- 
Dide, and Helen of the Court: As allo, what a tweec 
Dog ſhe had this time four years, and how it was call'd 


Cup. Not' better than Mercury commends him, 


| Fortune, and chat (it che Fates had nor cut his thred) he 
had been a Dog to have given entertainment to any Gal- 
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lant in this Kingdom : and unleſs ſhe had whelpt it her 
ſe", ſhe could not have lov'd a thing berter ! this 
World. 

Mer. O; 1 prithee no more, I am full of her. 

Crp. Yes a muſt nceds tell you) ſhe compoſes a Sack: 
poller well 3 and would court a young Page ſweetly, 
tit that her breath is againſt ir. | 

Mer. Now, her Breath (or ſomething more ſtrong) 
protect me trom her : th'other, th'other, Cupid. | 

Cup. O, that's my Lady and Miſtreſs, Madam Ph 
fautia, She admires not her ſelf tor any one particula- 
rity, but for all : ſhe is fair, and ſhe knows it ; ſhe has a 
pretry light wit too, and the knows it : ſhe carl dance, 
and the knows that too * play at Shittle-cock, and 
that too : no quality ſhe has, but ſhe ſhall take a very 
particular knowledg of, and moſt Lady-like commend 
it to you. You ſhall have her at any time read you the 
Hiſtory of her ſelf, and very ſubrilly run over another 
Ladies ſufficiencies, to come to her own. She has a 
good ſuperficial Judgment in Painting ; and would ſeem 
to have ſo in Pcetry. A moſt compleat Lady in the Opi- 
nion of ſome three beſide her felt. 

Phi. Faith, how lik'd you my quippe to Heden, about 
the Garter ? was't not witty ? 

Mor. Exceeding witty and integrate : you did ſo ag- 
gravate the Jeſt withal. 

Phi. And did I not dance movingly the laſt night? 

Mor. Movingly ? out of meaſure (in troth)) ſweet 
Charge. . 
£ Mer. A happy commendation, to dance out of mea- 

ure. 

Mor. Save only you wanted the ſwim i” the turn: O: 
when I was at Fourteen —— 

Phi. Nay, that's mine own from any Nymph in the 
Court (I am ſure on't) therefore you miſtake me in 
that, Guardian : both the ſwim and the trip, are proper- 
ly mine, every body will affirm it, that has any judg- 
ment in dancing : I aſſure you. 

Pha. Cpme now, Philautia, 1 am for you, ſhall we go? 

Ph;, I, good Phantaſte : What! have you chang'd your 
Head tire 7 h 

Pha. Yes faith, th'other was fo near the Common : 
it had no cxtraordinary grace ; beſides, I had worn it 
almoſt a day, in good troth. 

Phi, Ill be 1wern, this is moſt excellent for the device, 
and rare. *Tis after the Talian print, we look'd on 
tother night. 

Pha, *Iis fo: By this Fan, I cannot abide any thing 
that favours the poor over-worn cut, that has any kin- 
dred with it; I] muſt have variety, I : this mixing in 
jaſhion, I hate ic worſe than to burn Juniper in my 
Chamber, [ proteſt. 

Phi. And yet we cannot have a new har Court- 
tire, but theſe Retainers will have it; theſe Suburb-ſunday- 
waiters z theſe Courtjers for high days ; I know not what 
I ſhould call 'em : 

Ph, Q, I, they do molt pitifully imitate, but I have 
a Tire a coming (y*' faith) ſhall—— 

Alcr. In good certain, Madam, it makes you look 
moſt Heavenly ; but (lay your hand on your Heart) 
you never $kin'd a new Beauty more proſperouſly in 
your lite, nor more metaphylically : look, good Lady, 
tweet Lady, look. 

Phi. *Tis very clear, and well, believe me. But if you 
had ſeen mine yeſterday, when *twas young, you would 


| have—-— who's your Doctor, Phantaſte : 


Pha. Nay, that's counſel, Philautia, you ſhall pardon 
me: yet (Il aflure you) he's the moſt dainty, ſweet, 
abſolure, rare Man of the whole Colledge. O! his very 
looks, his diſcourſe, his behaviour, all he does is Phyſick, 
I proceſt. 

Pi. For Heavens fake, his name 3 good, dear Phan 
tafe—— 


- Million of Heavens : I wil-not make him cheap. 
ie | 
Cup. There is a Nymph too, of a moſt curious and e- 
laborate ſtrain, light, all motion, an »biquitary, ſhe is 
every where, Phantaſte ——— 
Mer. Her very name ſp2aks her, let her paſs. But are 
theſe ( Cupid) the Stars of Cynhia's Court ? do theſe 
Nymphs attend upon Diana ? 

Cup. They are in her Court (Mercury) but not as 
Stars , theſe never come in the Preſence of Cynthia, 
[The Nymph: that make her Train, are, the Divine Arete, 
Time, Phron:fir, Thauma, and others of that high fort. 
Theſe are privately brought in by AM-rie in this licen- 
tious time, againſt her knowledg : and (like ſo many 
Meteors) will vaniſh, when ſhe appears. 


A&t Il. Scene V. 


Proſaites, Gelaia, Cos, Mercury, Cupid. 
SONG. 


= follow me, my wags, and ſay as I ſay. 
There's no riches but in rags; bey day, hey day. 


Yow that profeſs this Art, come away, come away, 
And help to bear a part. Hey day 3 - bey day, &c. 


Mer. What ! thoſe that were our fellow Pages but now, 
ſo ſoon preterr'd to be Yeomen of the Bottles ? the 
Myſtery, the Myſtery, good wags ? 

Cup. Some Dier-drink they have the guard of. 

Pro. No, Sir, we are going in queſt of a ſtrange Foun- 
tain, lately found out. | 

Cup. By whom ? 

Cos. My Maſter, or the great diſcoverer, Amorphus. 

Mer. Thou haſt well intitled him, Cos, for he will 
diſcover all he knows. 

2 Gel. I, and a little more too, when the Spirit is upon 
im. 

Pro. O, the good travelling Gentleman yonder has 
caus'd ſuch a drought i the Preſence, with reporting 
the wonders of this new- Water; that all che Ladies, 
and Gallanes, lye languiſhing upon the Ruſhes, like ſo 
many pounded Cattle i the the midſt of Harveſt, 
ſighing one to another, and gaſping, as it each of them 
expected a Cock from the Fountain, to be brought into 
his Mouth : and (without we return quickly) they are 
all (as a youth would ſay) no better than a tew Trowts 
caſt a-ſhore, or a Diſh of Eeles in a Sand-bag. 

Mer. Well then, you were beſt diſpatch, and have a 
care of them. Come Cupid, thou and Ill go pc- 
ruſe this dry wonder. 


Act IIl. Scene 1, 
Amorphus, Aſotus. 


Ir, let not this diſ-countenance, or diſ-gallant you a 

whit : you mult not fink under the firſt diſaſter. Ic 
is with your young Grammatical Courtier, as with your 
Neophyte Player, a thing uſual to be daunted at the firſt 
Preſence, or Enter-view : you ſaw, there was Hedon, 
and Anaides, (far more practis'd Gallants than your ſelf) 
who were both out, to comfort you. It is no diſgrace, 
no more, than for your adventrous Reveller, to fall by 
ſome inanſpicious chance in his Galliard, or for ſome 
ſubeil polirick, tq undertake the Baſtinado, that the State 
might think worthily of him, and reſpe& him as a Man 
well beaten to the World. What ! hath your Tayſor 
provided the Property ( we ſpake of ) at your Cham- 
ber, or no? 


Aſo, 1 chink he has, 


P:z. No, no, no, no, no, no, ( believe me) not for | 


LAM 
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Amo. Nay (I intreat you) be not ſo flat and melan- 
cholick. Ere& your mind : you ſhall redeem this with 
the Courtſhip I will teach you againſt Afternoon. Where 
cat you to day ? 

Aſo. Where you pleaſe, Sir, any where, I. 

Amo. Come, let us go and taſte ſome light Dinner, a 
Diſh of ſlic'd cawviare, or fo, and after, you ſhall practiſe 
an hour at your Lodging ſome few Forms that I have 
recalld. If you had but ſo far gathered your Spirits 
to you, as to have taken up a Ruſh (when you were out) 
and wagg'd it thus, or clens'd your Teeth with: or but 
eurn'd alide, and fain'd ſome buſineſs to whiſper with 
your Page, till you had recover'd your ſelf, or but found 
ſome ſlight ſtain in your Stocking, or any other pretty 
Invention (fo it had been ſudden,) you might have come 
off with a moſt clear and courtly grace. 

Aſo. A poylon of all, I think I was foreſpoke, I. 

Amo. No, I muſt tell you, you are not audacious 
enough, you muſt frequent Ordinaries, a Month more, 
to initiate your ſelf : In which time, it will not be amiſs, 
if (in private) you keep good your acquaintance with 
Crites, or ſome other of his poor Coat ; viſit his Lodg- 
ing ſecretly and often ; become an earneſt ſuter to hear 
ſome of his Labours. 

Aſo. O Fove | Sir, I could never get him to read a 
Line to me. 

Amo. You muſt then wiſely mix your ſelf in Rank 
with ſuch as you know can: and, as your Ears do'meet 
with a new Phraſe, or an acute Jeſt, rake it in : a quick 
nimble Memory will lift it away, and, at your next 
publick Meal it is your own. 

Aſo. But I ſhall never utter it perfectly, Sir. 

Amo. No matter, let it come lame. In ordinary talk 
you ſhall play ic away, as you do your light Crowns at 
primers : It will paſs. | 

Aſo. I ſhall attempt, Sir. 

Amo. Do. It is your ſhifting age for wit, and I aflure 
you, Mcn muſt be Prudent. After this, you may to 
court, and there fall in, firſt with the Waiting-woman, 
then wich the Lady. Put caſe they do retain you 
there, as a fit Property, to hire Coaches ſome pair of 
Months, or ſo; or to read them aſleep in Afrernoons up- 
on ſome pretty Pamphlert to breath you ; why, it ſhall 
in time imbolden you to ſome farther Atchievment: In 
the mterim, you may faſhion your ſelf to be careleſs 
and impudent, ——— 

Aſo. How it they would have me to make Verſes? I 
heard Heden ſpoke to for ſome. 

Amo. Why, you mult prove the aptitude of your Ge- 
mins; if you find none, you muſt harken out a Vein, 
and buy ; provided you pay for the ſilence as for the 
work z then you may ſecurely call it your own. 

Aſo. Yes, and I'll give out my Acquaintance with all 
the beſt Writers, to countenance me the more. 

Amo. Rather ſeem not to know 'em, it is your belt. 
I. Be wiſe, that you never ſo much as mention the 
name of one, nor remember it mention'd ; but if they 
be offer'd to you in diſcourſe, ſhake your light Head, 
make between a ſad and a ſmiling Face, pitty ſome, rail 
atall, and commend your ſelf : *tis your _—_—_ and 
unſuſpeted courſe. Come, you ſhall look back upon 
the Court again to day, and be reſtor'd to your Colours: 
I do now partly aim at the cauſe of your repulſe 
(which was ominous indeed) for as you enter at the 
Door, there is oppos'd to you the frame of a Woolf in 
the Hangings, which (furprizing your eye luddenly) gave 
a falſe alarm to che Heart ; = that was it call'd your 
Blood out of your Face, and fo rowted the whole rank 
of your Spirits : I beſeech you labour to forget it. And 
remember (as I inculcated to you before, tor your com- 
tort) Hedon, and Anaides, 


Revels. 73 


Act IIL 
Hedon, Anaides. 


Scene II. 


Eart, was there ever fo proſperous an invention thus 
unluckily perverted, and ſpoyl'd by a Whore-ſon, 
Book: worm, a Candle-waſter ? 

Ana. Nay, be not impatient, Hedon, 

Hed. *Slight, I would fain know his name: 

Ana. Hang him, poor grogran-raſcal, prithee think 
not of him : PFIl ſend for him to my Lodging, and have 
him blanketted when thou wile, Man. 

Hed. By Gods fo; I would thou could'ſt. Look, here 
he comes. Laugh at him, laugh at him, ha, ha, ha. 

| Crites paſſeth by. 

Ana. Fough, he ſmells all Lamp-oyl with ſtudying by 
Candle-light. 

Hed. How confidently he went by us, and careleſly ! 
= mov'd ! nor ſtirr'd at any thing ! did you obſerve 

im + 

_ Ana. I, a pox on him, let him go, Dormouſe : he is 
in a dream now. He has no other time co fleep, bur 
thus when he walks abroad to take the Air. 

Hed. Gods precious, this aflits me more than all the 
relt, that we ſhould ſo particularly dire& our hate and 
contempt againſt him, and he to carry it thus withour 
wound or paflion ! 'cis infufferable. ' 

Ana. 'Slid, ( my dear Exzy) if thou but faiſt the 
word now, I1l undo him eternally for thee. 

Hed. How, ſweet Anaides ? 

Ana. Marry half a ſcore of us get him in (one night) 
and make him pawn his Wit for a Supper. 

Hed. Away, thou haſt fuch unſeafonable Jeſts. By this 
Heaven, I wonder at nothing more than our Gentle- 
men-uſhers, that will ſuffer a piece of Serge, or Perpetua- 
na to come into the Preſence : methinks they itould 
(out of their experience) better diſtinguiſh the ſilken, 
Diſpoſition of Courtiers, than to let fuch terrible courie 
Rags mix with us, able to fret any ſmooth or gentle So- 
ciety to the Threds with their rubbing Devices. 

Ana. Unleſs *twere Lent, Ember-weeks, or Faſting-days, 
when the place is moſt penuriouſly empty of all other 
good out-fides. Dam me, if I ſhould adventure on his 


Company once more, without a Sute of Buff to detend 
my Wit ; he does nothing but ſtab the ſlave : how mit- 
chievouſly he crofs'd thy device of the propheſie there ? 
And Moria, ſhe comes without her Muff too, and there 
my invention was loſt. 

Hed. Well, I am refolv'd what Fll do. 

Ana. What, my good fſpirituous Spark ? 

Hed. Marry, ſpeak all the Venom I can of him; and 
poyſon his Reputation in every place where I come. 

Ana. 'Fore God, moſt courtly. 

Hed. And if I chance to be prefent where any que- 
{tion is made of his ſufficiencies, or of any thing he hath 
done private or publick, Pll cenſure it ſlightly and ridi- 
culouſly. 

Ana. At any hand beware of that, ſo thou maiſt draw 
thine own Judgment in ſuſpect. No, I'll inſtru& thee 
what chou ſhalt do, and by a fafer means: Approve any 
thing thou heareſt of his, to the receiv'd Opinion of it 3 
but 1t it be extraordinary, give it from him to ſome 0- 
ther whom thou more particularly affec&'ſt ; that's the 
way to plague him, and he ſhall never come to defend 
himſelf. *Slud, Fll give out all he does is dictated from 
other Men, and ſwear it too (if thou'le ha' me) and 
| that I know the time and place where he ſtole ie, though 
my Soul be guilty of no ſuch thing ; and that I think, 
out of my Heart, he hates ſuch barren ſhitrs : yet to do 
thee a pleaſure, and him a diſgrace, I'll dam my £lf, 
or do any thing. 

\ Hed. Gramercy, my dear Devil: we'll put it ſtriouſly 


in practice, y faith. 
L Act 
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Cynthia's Revels. 


Scene III. 
Crites. 


O, good Detrattion, do, and I the while 


Act III. 


| Shall ſhake thy ſpighe off with a careleſs ſmile. 


Poor pittioas Gallants! What lean idle fleights 
Their thoughts ſuggeſt to flatt their ſtarv'd hopes? 
As if I knew not how to entertain : 
Theſe Straw-devices : bur, of force, muſt yield 
To the weak ſtroke of their calumnious 'l ongues. 
What ſhould I care what every dor doth buz 

In credulous Ears? it is a Crown to me, 
That the beſt judgments can report me wrong; 
Them lyars; and their landers impudenr. 
Perhaps (upon the rumour of their Speeches) 
Some grieved Friend will whiſper to me ; Cries, 
Men ſpeak ill of thee. So they be ill Men ; 

It they ſpake worſe, *ewere better : for of ſuch 
To be diſprais'd, is the molt perfect praile. 
What can his cenſure hurt me, whom the World 
Hath ccnſur'd vile before me? If good Chreſt as, 
Euthzs, or Phronimms, had Tpoke the words, 
They could have mov'd me, and I ſhould have call'd 
My Thoughts, and Actions, to a ſtrict accompt 
Upon the hearing : But when I remember, 

*Tis He1om and Anaides : alas, then, 

I think but what they are, and am not ſtirr'd. 
The-one, a light voluptuous Reveller, 

The other a ſtrange arrogating Puff, 

Both impudent, and ignorant enough ; 

That talk (as they are wont) not as I merit : 
Traduce by cuſtom, as moſt Dogs do bark, 

Do nothing out of judgment, but diſcaſe, 

Speak ill, becauſe they never could ſpeak well. 
And who'ld be angry with this Race of Creatures ? 
What wiſe Phylician have we ever ſeen 

Mov'd with a frantick Man ? the ſame affes 
That he doth bear to his ſick Patient, 

Should a right mind carry to ſuch as theſe : 

And I do count it a moſt rare revenge, 

That I can thus (with ſuch a ſweet negleR) 
Pluck from them all the pleaſure of their malice. 
For that's the Mark cf all their inginous drifts, 
To wount my patience, howlſoe're they ſeem 
To aim at other objects : which if miſs'd 
Their envy's like an Arrow, ſhot upright, 

That, ia che tall, indangers their own leads. 


AR IL. Scene IV. 


Arete, Crites. 


T 7 It, Crites! where have you drawn forth the day ? 


You have nor viſited your jealous Friends ? 

Cr:. Where I have ſeen (moſt honour'd Arere,) 
The ſtrangeſt pageant, faſhion'd like a Court, 
(Ar leaſt | dream't I ſaw it) {o diffus', 
So painted, pyed, and full of Rainbow ſtrains, 
As never yer (cither by time, or place) 
Was made the Food to my diſtaſted ſenſe : 
Nor can my weak imperfe&t Meniory 
Now rendzr half the torms unto my Tongue, 
That were convolv'd within this thritry room. 
Here, ſtalks me by a proud and ſpangled Sir, 
That looks three hand tulls higher than his Foretop ; 
Savours himſelf alone, is only kind 
And loving to himſelf: one that will ſpeak 
More dark, and doubtful than fix Oracles ; 
Salutes a Friend, as if he had a ſtich, 
Is his own Chronicle, and ſcarce can cat 
For reziſtring him{clf : is waited on 
By Mimicks, Jeſters, Pandars, Parabites, 


/ 
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And other ſuch like Prodigies of Men. 


e paſt appears ſome mincing Marmoſer 

e all ot Clothes, and Face ; his Limbs ſo ſet 
As it they had ſome voluntary act 
Without Mans motion, and muſt move juſt fo 
In ſpite of their Creation : one that weighs 
His Breath berween his Teeth, and dares not fſinile 
Beyond a point, for fear Cunſtarch his look ; 
Hath travel'd to make Legs, and ſen the Cringe 
Of ſeveral Courts, and Courticrs ; knows the time 
Of giving Titles, and of taking Walls ; 
Hath read Court-common-places; made them his : 
Studied the Grammar of ſtate, and all th: Rules 
Each formal Uther in that politick School 
Can teach a Man. A third comes :/\ving nods 
To his repenting Creditors, proteſis 
To weeping Sutors, takes the coming Gold 


| Of infolenc, and baſe Ambition, 


That hourly rubs his dry and irchy Palms : 
Which grip't, like burning Coals, he hurls away 
Into the Laps of Bawds, and Buttons Mourhs. 
With him there meets ſome lubtile Pretezrs, one 
Can change, and vary with all torms he ſecs ; 
Be any thing but honeſt ; ſerves the time ; 
Hovers betwixt two Factions, and explores 
The drifts of both 3 which (with crols Face) he bercas 
To the divided Heads, and is receiv'd 
With mutual grace of cither :-one that dares 
Do deeds worthy the Hurdle, or the Wheel, 
To bethought ſome body ; and is (in ſooth) 
Such as the Satyriſ# points truly forth, 
Thar only to his Crimes owes all his worth. 

Are. You tell us wonders, Crites. 

Cri. This is nothing. 
There ſtands a Neephyte glazing of his Face, 
—_— his Clothes, pertuming of his Hair, 
Againſt his Idol enters ; and repeats 
(Like an unperfe& Prolegue, at third Muſick) 
His part of Speeches, and confederate Jeſts, 
In pation to himſelf. Another ſwears 
His Scene of Courtſhip over; bids, believe him, 
Twenty times e're they will; anon, doth ſeem 
As he would kiſs away his Hand in kindneſs ; 
Then walks as melancholick, and ſtands wreath'd, 
As he were pinn'd up to the Arras, thus. 
A third is moſt in action, ſwims, and frisks, 
Plays with his Miſtreſles Paps, ſalutes her Pumps, 
Adores her Hems, her Skirts, her Knots, her Curls, 
Will ſpend his Patrimony for a Garter, 
Or the leaſt Feather in her bounteous Fan. 
A fourth, he only comes in for a mute : 
Divides the 4& with a dumb ſhew, and Exit. 
Then muſt the Ladies laugh, ſtrait comes their Scene, 
A fixth titnes worſe confution chan the reſt. 
Where you ſhall hear one talk of this Mans Eye; 
Another, of his Lip; a third, his Noſe ; 
A fourth commend his Leg ; a fifth his Foot ; 
A fixt his hand ; and every one a Limb: 
That you would think the poor diſtorted Gallant 
Muſt there expire. Then fall they in diſcourſe 
Of Tires and Faſhions, how they mult take place, 
Where they may kiſs, and whom, when to fit down, 
And with what grace to riſe; if they ſalute, 
What curtelie they muſt uſe : ſuch Cob-web ſtuff, 
As would entorce the common'lt ſenſe abhor 
Th* Arachnean workers. 

Are. Patience, gentle Crites. 
This knot of Spiders will be ſoon diſloly'd, 
And all their Webs ſwept out of Cynihia's Court, 
When once her glorious Deity appears, 
And bur preſents it felt in her tull light : 
Till when, go in, and ſpend your hours with us 
Your honour'd Friends, 7:ime and Phrone/is, 


In Contemplation of our Goddeſs Name. 
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Think on ſome ſweet and choice invention, now, 

Worthy her ſerious and illuſtrious Eyes, 

That from the merit of ic we may take 

Deſir'd occaſion to prefer your worth, 

And make your ſervice known to Cynrbia, 

Ic is the pride of Arete to grace 

Her ſtudious lovers ; and (in {corn of Time, 

Envy, and Ignorance) to l'ft cheir ſtate 

Above a vulgar height. Tue happinels 

Conſfiſts not in the multitude of triends, 

But in the worth, and choice. Nor would I have 

Vertue a popular regard purſue : 

Tet them be good that love me, though but few. 
Cri. I kiſs thy hands, divineſt Arete, 

And vow my ſelf to thee, and Cynthia. 


AR II. Scene V. 
Amorphus, Aſctus. 


Little more forward : So, Sir. Now go in, dif- 

cioke your ſelf, and come forth. Taylor, beſtow 
thy abſence upon us ; and be not prodigal of this ſecret, 
but to a dear Cuſtomer. 'Tis well enter'd, Sir, Stay, 
you come on too faſt ; your pace is too impetuous. Ima- 
gin2 this to be the palace of your pleaſure, or place 
where your Lady is pleas'd ro be feen. Fiiſt, you pre- 
ſent your felf, thus: and ſpying her, you fall off, and 
walk ſome two turns ; in which time, it i5 to be ſuppos'd, 
your pathon hath ſufficiently whired your Face : then 
(ſtifling a ſigh or two, and cloſing your Lips) with a 
trembling boldneſs and bold terrour, you advance your 
ſelf forward. Prove thus much, I pray you. 

Aſo. Yes, Sir, (pray Jove 1 can lighe on it.) Here, I 
come in, you ſay, and preſent my felt? 

Amo. Good. 

Aſo. And then I ſpy her, and walk off ? 

Amo. Very good. 

Aſo. Now, Sir,' I ſtifle, and advance forward ? 

Amo. Trembling. 

Aſo. Yes, Sir, trembling : I ſhall do it better when I 
come to it. And what muſt I {peak now ? 

Amo. Marry, you ſhall ſay : Dear beauty, or, ſweet 
honour (or by what other Title you pleaſe to remember 
her) methinks you are melancholy. This is, it ſhe be 
alone now, and diſcompanied. 

Aſo. Well, Sir, I'll enter again ; her Title ſhall be, 
My dear Lmdabrides. 

Amo. Lindabrides ? 

Aſo. I, Sir, the Emperor Alicandroes Daughter, and 
the Prince Meridians Siſter (in the Knight of the Sun) 
ſhe ſhould have been marricd to him, but that the Prin- 
ccis Claridiana 

Amo. O, you betray your reading. 

Afo. Nay, Sir, I have read Hiſtory, I am a little 
bumanitian. . Interrupt me not, good Sir. My dear Lin- 
dabrides, My dear Lindabrides, My dear Lindabrides, me- 
thinks you are melancholy. 

Amo, 1, and take her by the Roſie-finger'd hand. 

Aſ(d. Muſt I ſo? O, my dear Lindabrides, methinks 
you are melancholy. 

Amo. Or thus, Sir. All variety of divine Pleaſures, 
choice Sports, ſweet Mulick, rich Fare, brave Attire, 
ſoft Beds, and ſilken Thoughts, attend this dear Beauty. 

Aſo. Believe me, that's pretty. All variety of divine 
Pleaſures, choice Sports, ſweet Muſick, rich Fare, 
brave Attires, fott Beds, and filken Thoughts, attend 
this dear Beauty. 

Amo. And then, offering to kiſs her Hand, it ſhe ſhall 
coyly recoil, and ſignific your Repulſe ; you are to re- 
entorce your ſelf, with, More than moſt fair Lady, let 
not the rigour of your juſt diſdain thus courſly cenſure 


of your Servants zeal ; and withal, proteſt her to be : 


adore, and admire, and refpe&, and reverence, in this 
Court, corner of the World, or Kingdom. 

Aſo. This is hard, by my faith. Fl begin it all again. 

Amo. Do fo, and I will a& it for your Lady. 

Aſo. Will you vouchſate, Sir? All variety of divine 
Pleaſures, choice Sports, ſweet Mulick, rich Fare, brave 
Artire, ſoft Beds, and filken Thoughts attend this dear 
| Beauty, 

Amo. $0, vir, pray you away. 

Aſo. More than molt fair Lady, let not the Rigour of 
your juſt diſdain, thus courſly cenſure of your Servants 
zeal, I proteſt, you are the only, and abſolute, unap- 


parelled 
paralell'd. 


Amo. Un 

Aſo. UnparalelVd Creature, I do adore, and admire, 
and reſpect, and reverence, in this Court, corner of the 
World, or Kingdom. 

Amo. This is, if ſhe abide you. But now, put the 
Caſe ſhe ſhould be paſſant when you enter, as thus : you 
are to frame your Gate thereafter, and call upon her, 
Lady, Nymph, tweet refuge, Star of our Court. Then 
it ſhe be guardant, hear : you are to come on, and (la- 
terally diſpoſing your felt) ſwear, by her bluſhing and 
well coloured Cheek, the bright dyes of her Hair, her 
Irory Teeth (though they be Ebony ) or fome ſuch 
white and innocent Oath, to induce you. If reguar- 
dam, then maintain your Station, brisk, and irpe, thew 
the ſupple motion of your pliane Body, but (in chief ) 
of your Knee, and Hand, which cannot but arride her 
proud Humour exceedingly. 

Aſo. 1 conceive you, Sir, I ſhall perform all theſe 
things in good time, I doube not, they do ſo hit me. 

Amo, Well, Sir, I am your Lady; make uſe of any 
of the(e beginnings, or ſome other out of your own in- 
vention ; | 4 prove, how you can hold up, and follow 
it. Say, lay. 

Apo. Fan, Sir, my dear Lindabrides.m— | 

Amo, No, you atfe& that Lindabrides roo much. And 
( ler me tell you) it. is nor fo courtly. - Your Pedans 
ſhould provide you fome Parcels of French, or ſome 
pretty Commodity of [ta/ian to'commence with, if you 
would be exotick and exquilite, 

Aſo. Yes, Sir, he was at my Lodging other Morn- 
ing, 1 gave him a Doubler. 

Amo. Double your Benevolence, and give him the 
Hole too, clothe you his Body, he will help to apparel 
your Mind. But now, ſee what your proper Genizs can 
perform alone, without adjection of any other Mmerva. 

Aſo. 1 comprehend you, vir. 

Amo, I do itand you, Sir: fall back to your firſt place. 
Good, pafling well : Very properly | 

Aſo. Beautiful, ambiguous, and lufhcient Lady, what! 
are you all alone ? 

Amo. We would be, Sir, if you would leave us. 

Aſo. lam at your Beauties appointment, bright Ar 
gel ; but 

Amo. What but? 

Aſo. No harm, more than moſt fair Feature. 

Amo. Thar touch reliſhed well. 

Aſo. But, I proteſt 

Amo. And why ſhould you proteſt ? 

Aſo. For good will ( dear efteem'd Madam) 
hope, your Ladyſhip will fo conceive of it : 
And will, m time, return from your di/dain, 

And rue the ſuffrance of our friendly pain. 

Amo. O, that Piece was excellent! if you could pick 
out more of thele Play-particl:s, and (as occalion (hall 
ſalute you) embroider, or damask your diſcourſe wich 
them, perſwade your Soul, it would moſt judiciouſly 
commend you. Come, this was a well diſcharg'd, and 
auſpicious bout. Prove the ſecond. 

Aſo. Tady, I cannot ruffle it in red and yellow. 


and I 


Amo. Why, if you can revel it in white, Sir, *cis ſuf- 


the only and abſolute unparalelVd Creature you do | ficient. 


L 2 Aſo. 


P 4 


I, 


2 


Cynthia's Revels. 


Aſo. Say you ſo, ſwcer Lady ? Lan, tede, de, de, de, 


dant, dant, dant, dante, &c. No (in good faith) Ma- | Beauties. 


dam, whoſoever told your Ladyſhip fo, abusd you 3 
but I would be glad to meet yoar Ladyſhipin a mealure. 


Mor. T ſhould have judgment in a Feature, ſweet 


Pha. A body would think fo, at theſe years. 
Mor. And I prefer another now, far before him, a 


\ Amo. Me, Sir? belike you meaſure me by your ſelf, | Million art leaſt. 


then ? 

Aſo. Would I might, fair Feature. ; 

Amo. And what were you the better, it ou might ? 

Aſo. The better it pleaſe you to ask, fair Lady. 

Amo. Why, this was raviſhing, and moſt acutely con 
tinu'd. Well ſpend not your humour too much, you 
have now competently exerciſed your conceit : This 
(once or twice a day) will render you an accompliſhe 
elaborate, and well levelled Gallant. 
Courting-ſtock, we will ( in the heat of this) go viſit 
the Nymphs Chamber. 


4 


Act IV. Scene I. 
Phantaſte, Philautia, Argurion, Moria, Cupid. 


» Would this Water would arrive once, our travelling 

Friend fo commended to us. : 

Arg. So would I, for he has left all us in travel with 
expectation of it, 7 

' Pha. Pray Fove, I never riſe from this Couch, if ever 
T thirſted more for a thing, in my whole time of being 
a Courter. 

Pb;. Nor I, I'll be ſworn ; The very mention of it 
ſts my Lips in a worſe heat, than if he had ſprinkled 
them with Mercury. Reach me the Glals, Sirrah. 

Cup. Here, Lady. 

Mor. They do not peel, ſweet Charge, do they ? 

Phi. Yes, a little, Guardian. 

Mer. O, *tis an eminent good ſign. Ever when my 
Lips do fo, I am ſure to have ſome delicious good drink 
or other approaching. ' 

Arg. Marry, and this may be good for us Ladies : for 
(it ſeems) *tis far fet by their ſtay. 

Mor. My Palate for yours (dear Honor) it ſhall prove 
moſt Elegant, 1 warrant you : O, I do fancy this gear 
that's long a coming, with an unmeaſurable ttrain. 

Pha. Pray thee fit down, Philautia, that Rebatu be- 
comes thee lingularly. 

Phz. Is not quaint ? 

Pha. Yes faith. Methinks, thy Servant Hedon is no- 
thing ſo obſequious to thee, as he was wont to be: I 
know not how, he's grown out of his Garb a late, he's 
wrapt. 

Mor. In trueneſs, and fo methinks too 3 he's much 
converted. 

Phi. Tut, let him be what he will, "tis an animal I 
dream not of. This tire ( methinks ) makes me look 
very ingeniouſly, quick, and ſpirited, I ſhould be ſome 
Laura, or ſome Delia, methinks. . 

Mor. As I am wiſe (fair Honors) that Title ſhe gave 
him, to be her Ambition, ſpoil'd him : Before, he was 
the molt propitious and obſervant young Novice—— 

Pha. No, no, you are the whole Heaven awry, Guar- 
dian : *tis the ſwaggering Coach horſe Anaides, draws 
with him there, has been the diverter of him. 

Phj. For Cupid's fake, ſpeak no more of him ; would 
I might never Care to look in a Mirror again, it I reſpe& 
ere a Marmaſert of 'em all, otherwiſe than I would a 
Feather, or my Shittle-cock, to make ſport with now 
and then. 

"Pha. Come, ſit down; troth (an' you be good Beau- 
ties) let's run over 'em all now : Which is the proper'ſt 
Man among{t them ! I ſay, the Traveller, _—_— 

Phi. O, tix on him, he looks like a Venetiax Trumpe- 
ter, i the Battel of Lepanto, in the Gallery yonder ; 
and ſpeaks to the Tune of a Country Lady, that comes 
gycr 1 the rereward, or trajn of a Laſhion, 


| 


Convey in your | 
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Pha. Who might that be, Guardian ? 

Mer. Marry (fair ) Anaides. 

Pha. Anaides ! you talk't of a Tune Philautia, there's 
one ſpeaks in a Key ; like the opening of fome Juſtices 
Gate, or a Poſt-boys Horn, as if his Voyce fear'd an 
arreſt for ſome ill words it ſhould give, and were loth to 
come forth, 

. Phi. I, and he hasa very imperfe& Face. 

Pha. Like a Sea-monſter, that were to raviſh Andro- 
meda from the Rock, 

Phi. His Hand's too great too, by at leaſt a ſtraws 
breadth. 

Pha. Nay, he has a worſe fault than that, too. 

Pbj. Along Heel? 1 

Pha. That were a fault in a Lady, rather than him : 
No, they fay, he puts off the Calves of his Legs, with 
his Stockings every night. 

Ph;z, Our upon him: turn to another of the Pictures, 
for loves fake. What ſays Argurion? whom do's ſhe 
commend, atore the reſt ? 

Cup. I hope, I have inſtructed her ſufficiently for an 
anſwer, 

Mor. Troth, I made the motion to her Ladiſhip for 
one to day, i' the Preſence, but it appear'd ſhe was 
other ways furniſhe betore : She would none. 

Pha. Who was that, Argurion ? 

. Mor. Marry, the poor plain Gentleman, ? the black, 
there. 

Pha. Who, Crites ? | 

Arg. I, I, he. A fellow, that no body ſo much as 
look't upon, or regarded, and ſhe would have had me 
done him particular grace. 

Pha. That was a true trick of your ſelf, Moria, to 
perſwade Argurion to affe& the Schollar, 

Arg. Tut, but ſhe ſhall be no chuſer for me. In good 
faith, I like the Citizens Son there, Aſotas ; mcethinks, 
none of them all come near him. 

Pha. Not Hedon ? 

Arg. Hedon? in troth no. Hedon's a pretty lighe 
Courtier, and he wears his Clothes well, and ſometimes 
in faſhion ; Marry, his Face is but indifferent, and he 
has no fuch excellent Body. No, th'other is a moſt de- 
licate Fouth, a ſweet Face, a ſtraight Body, a well pro- 
portzon'd Leg and Foot, a white Hand, a tender Voyce. 

bi, How now, Argurion ? » 

Pha. O, you ſhould have let her alone, ſhe was be- 
ſtowing a Copy of him upon us. Such a Noſe were &- 
nough ro make me love a Man, now. 

Phi. And then his ſeveral Colours, he wears; where- 
in he flouriſheth changeably, every day. 

Pha. O, but his ſhore Hain and his narrow Eyes ! 

Phi. Why, ſhe dotes more palpably upon him, than 
ere his Father did upon her. 

Pha. Believe me, the young Gentleman deſerves it. If 
ſhe could dote more, *twere not amiſs. He is an ex- 
ceeding proper youth, and would have made a molt neat 
Barber-ſurgion, if he had been put to ir in time. 

Phi. Say you ſo? methinks he looks like a Taylor al- 


y- ; 

Pha. I, that had ſaycd on one of his Cuſtomers Surtes. 
His Face is like a ſqueez'd Orange, or ——— 

Arg. Well, Ladies, jeſt on : the beſt of you both 
would be glad of ſuch a Servant. 

Mor. 1, I'll be fworn would they, though he be a lic- 
tle ſhame-fac'd. 

Pha. Shame-fac'd, Moria | out upon him. Your ſhame- 
fac'd Servant is your only Gull. 

Mor. Go to, Beauties, make much of Time, and Place, 
and Occaſion, and Opportunity, and mms and 

things 
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things that belong to *em, for Pll enſure you, they will 

all relinquiſh ; they cannot endure above another year ; 

I know it our of future experience : and therefore take 

exhibition, and warning. I was once a Reveller my felt, 

and though I ſpeak ir (as mine own Trumper) I was then 
eſteem'd—— 

Phi. The very March-bane of the Court, I warrant 

ou ? ; 

Pha. And all the Gallants came about you like flyes, 
did they nor ? ' 

Mor. Go to, they did ſomewhat , that's no matter 
now. 

Pha. Nay, good Moris, be not angry. Put caſe that 
we four now had the grant from Fun, to wiſh our 
ſelves into what happy Eſtate we could ? what would 
you wiſh to be, Moria ? 

Mer. Who I ? Let me ſee now. I would wiſh tobea 
Wiſe-woman, and know all the ſecrets of Court, City, 
and Country. I would know what were done behind 
the Arras, what upon the Stairs, what i the Garden, 
what i” the Nymphs Chamber, what by Barge, and by 
what Coach. [ would tell you which Courtier were ſcab- 
bed, and which not;; which Lady had her own Face to 
lye with her a nights, and which got ; who put off their 

eeth with their Clothes in Court, who their Hair, who 
their Complexion; and in which Box they pur it. There 

ſhould not a Nywpb, or a Widdow be got with Child i 

the Verge, but I would gueſs (within one or two,) who 

was the right Father : and in what Month it was gotten ; 
with what words; and which way. I would tell you, 
which Madam lov'd a Monſieur, which a Player, which 

a Page ; who ſlept with her Husband, who with her 

Friend, who with her Gentleman-uſher, who with her 

Horſe-keeper, who with her Monkey,and who with all. 

Yes, ani who jigg'd the Cock too. ; 

Pha. Fye, you'ld tell all, Moria. If I ſhould wiſhnow, 
it ſhould be too have your Tongue out. But "what fays 
Philautia ? who would ſhe be ? 

. Phi, Tioth, the very fame I am. Only I would wiſh 
= ſelt a lictle more Chmmnd and Soveraignty ; that 
all the Court were ſubject to my abſolute beck, and all 

things in it depending on my look ; as if there were no 

other Heaven, but in my ſmile, nor other Hell, bur in 
my frown ; that I might fend for any Man I liſt, and 
have his Head cut off, when I have done with him 3 or 
made an Eunuch, if he 


poylon it. What would you wiſh, Phantaſte ? 

Pha. Faith, I cannot (readily) tell you what : But 
( methinks ) 1 ſhould wiſh my elf all manner of Crea- 
tures. Now, I would be an Empreſs; and by and by a 
Dutcheſs; then a great Lady of Ste; then one of 
your miſcellany Madams ; then a Waiting-woman; then 
your Citizens Wite 3 then a courſe Country Gentlewo- 
man ; than a Deyry-maid ; then a Shepherds Laſs; then 
an Empreſs again, or the Queen of Fayries : And thus 
I would prove the viciflicudes and whirl of Pleaſures, a- 
bout, and again. As I were a ShepherCeſs, I would be 
pip'd and ſung to; as a Country Gentlewoman, keep 
a good Houſe, and come up to 'Term, to ſee motions ; 
As a Citizens Wife, be troubled with a jealous Husband, 
and put to my ſhifts ; (others miſeries ſhould be my Plea- 


fures.) As a Waiting-woman, I would taſte my Ladies | bod 


delights to her : As a miſcellany Madam invent new Tyres, 
and go viſit Courtiers : As a great Lady, lye a Bed, and 
hare Courtiers viſit me: As a Dutrchels, I would keep 
my Stacez and as an Empreſs I'ld doany thing. And, 
in all theſe ſhapes, I would ever be follow'd with th 
aft-ions of all that ſee me. Marry, 1 my felf would 
affe& none; or if I did, it ſhould not be heartily, but 
{o as 1 might ſave my ſelf in 'em ſtill, and cake pride in 
tor menting the poor wreeches. Or, - (now 1 think or't) 
[ would, for one year, wiſh my ſelf one Woman, but 
the richeſt, fairelt, and dilicateſt in a Kingdom, the 


ed me : and if I ſaw a bet-: 
ter Face than mine own, I might have my Doctor to, 


very center of Wealth, and Beauty, wherein all lines 
of Love ſhould meer ; and in that Perſon I would prove 
all manner of ſuters, of all Humours, and of all Com- 
plexions, and never have any two of a ſort : I would 
lee how Love (by the power of his Obje&) could work 
inwardly alike, in a Cholerick Man, and a Sanguine ; 
in a Melancholick, and a Phlegmatick 3 in a Fool, and 
a Wiſe Man; in a Clown and a Courtier ; ina Valiant 
Man and a Coward : and how he could vary outward, 
by letting this Gallant expreſs himſelf in dumb gaze ; 
another with ſighing, and rubbing his Fingers; a third, 
with play-ends, and pitciful Verſes ; a fourth, with ſtab- 
bing himſelf, and drinking Healths, or writing languiſh- 
ing Letters in his Blood 3 a fifth, in colour'd Ribbands, 
and good Clothes ;. with this Lord to ſmile, and thar 
Lord to Court, and the Cother Lord to dote, and on= 
Lord to hang himſelf. And then, I ro have a Book 
made of all this, which I would call the Book of Hu- 
mours, and every night read a lictle Piece, e'reI ſlept, 
and laugh at it.. Here comes Hedon. 


Act IV. Scene II. 


Hedon, Anaides, Mercury, Phantaſte, Philautia, Maria, 
Argurion, Cupid. 


Que you, ſweet and clear Beauties : By the Spirit 
that moves in me, you are all moſt pleaſingly be- 
ſtow'd, Ladies. Only I can take it for no good omen; 
to find miine Honor 1o dejected. 

Phi. You need not fear, Sir, I did of purpoſe humble 
my ſelf againſt your coming, to decline the pride of my 
Ambition. 

Hed. Fair Honor, Ambitien dares not ſtoop; but if ic 
be your ſweet pleaſure, I ſhall loſe that Title I will (as 
I am Heden) apply my ſelf to your Bounties. 

Ph;. That were the next way to diſticle my ſelf of 
Honor. O, no, rather be ſtill Ambirzous, I pray you. 

Hed. 1 will be any thing that you pleaſe, whilſt ic 
pteaſech you to be your felt, Lady. Sweet Phantaſte, 
dear Moria, moſt beautiful Argurion—— 

Ana. Farewel, Hedcn. 

Hed. Anaides, ſtay, whither go you ? 

Ana. Slight, what ſhould I do here? an' yon engroſs 
'em all tor your own uſe, 'tis cime for me to ſeek 
Our. 

Hed. I engroſs *em? Away, miſchief this is one of 
your extravagant Jeſts now, becauſe I began to ſalute 
'em by their Names—— 

Ans. Faith, you might have fpar'd us Madam Pru- 
dence, the Guardian there, though you had more cove- 
rouſly aim'd at the reſt. 

Hed. *Sheart, take *%em all, Man : what ſpeak you 
to me of aiming or covetous ? 

Ara. I, lay you fo! nay, then, have at 'em + La- 
dies, here's one hath diſtinguiſh'd you by your names 
already. Ir ſhall only become me, to ask how you 
do? 

Hed. Gods fo, was this the deſign you travel! 
with : 

Pha. Who anſwers the brazen Head ? it ſpoke co ſome 


p oh Lady Wiſd:m, do you interpret for theſe 
Puppets. 

Mor. In truth, and ſadneſs ( Howors ) you are in 
great offence for this : go too: the Gentleman 
(Ill under-take with him) is a Man of fair Li- 
ving, and able to maintain a Lady in her two Carrc- 
ches a day, beſides Pages, Munkeys and Parachirtoes, 
with ſuch Attendants as ſhe ſhall think meet for 
her turn; and therefore there is more refſpeRt 


requirable ; howſoere you ſeem to connive. Hark 
you, Sir, let me diſcourte a ſyllable wich you. I am tas 
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ſy to you, theſe Ladies are not of that cloſe, and open ,' 


behaviour, as haply you may ſuſpend ; their carriage 1s 
. well known, to be ſuch as it ſhould be, both gentle and 
extraordinary. 

Mer. O, here comes the other pair, 


AR IV. Scene II. 


Amorphus, Aſctus, Htdim, Anaides, Mercury, Cupid, Morws, 
Phantaiie, Philautia, Argwrion, Moria. 


. 


Hat was your Fathers Love, the Nymph . Argurion. 

1 would have you diret all your Courtſhip thither; 

if you could but endear your ſelf to her affection, you 
were eternally en-gallanted. 

Zo. In truth, fir? pray Phebrs T prove favourſome 
in her tair Eyes. 

Amo. A\l divine mixture, and increaſe of Beauty to 
this brighe Bevy of Ladicsz and to the Male-Courtr 
ers, C-mplement, and Courtehie. 

Hed. In the behalf of the Malcs, I gratific you, Amorphas. 

Pha. And I of the Females. | 

Ame. Succinaly return'd. I do vail to both your 
thanks, and kiſs them : but primarily to yours, molt in- 
genious, acute, and polite Lady. : 

Phi. Gods my life, how he Ge all to bequalihe her: 
ingenious, acute, and police ! as it there were not others 

' in place as ingenious, acute, and polite, as ſhe. 

Hed. Yes, but you muſt know, Lady, he cannot ſpeak 
out of a Dittionary method. 

Pha. Sit down, ſweet Amerphus : When will this Wa- 
ter come, think you ? 

Amo. It cannot now be long, fair Lady. 

Cp. Now obſerve, Mercury. 

Aſo. How ! moſt ambiguous Beauty ? love you ? that 
I will by this Handkercher. 

Afr. *Slid he draws his Oaths out of his Pocket. 

Arg. But, will you be conſtant ? 

Aſo. Conſtant Madam? I will not ſay for Con- 
ſtancneſs, bur by this Purſe (which I would be loth 
to {wear by, unleſs it were embroider'd) I proteſt (more 
than moſt tair Lady) you are the only, abſolute, and un- 
parale!]'d Creature, I do adore, and admire, and reſpect, 
and reverence in this Court, corner of the World, or 
Kingdom : Methinks you are Melancholy. 

Arg. Do's your Heait ſpeak all chis ? 

Aſo, Say you?—— | 

Aer. O, he is groping for another Oath. 

Aſo. Now, by this Watch (I marle how forward the 
Day is) I do unteignedly vow my ſelf (Flight 'tis deep- 
er than I took it, paſt five) yours entirely addioted 
Madam. 

Arg. I require no more, deareſt 4ſctms, henceforth ler 
me call you mine, and in remembrance of me, vouch- 
ſafe to wear this Chain, and this Diamond. 

£/o. O God, ſweet Lady ! 

.Cup.: There are new Oaths for him : what 7 doth 
Hermes taſte no alteration in all this ? 

Mer. Yes, thou haſt ſtrook Argwrion inamour'd on A: 
ſetres, methinks. 

an. Alas, no; I am no body, I, Icando nothing in 
this diſguile. | 

Mer. But thou haft not wounded any of the reſt, Cupid. 

Cup. Not yet ; it is enough that I have begun 1o 
profpcrouſly. 

Arg. Nay, theſc are nothing to the Gems I will hour- 
ly beſtow upon thee : be bur faithful and kind to me, and 
I] will lade thee with my richeſt Bountics : behold, here 
-my Bracelets, frem mine Arms. 

Aſo. Not to, good Lady, by this Diamond. 

Arg. Take *em, wear 'em : my Jewels, chain of Pearl, 
Pendants, all I have. 

Aſo. Nay then, by this Pearl you makeme awanton. 

Cup, Shall not ſhe not anſwer for this, ro maintain 
him thus in ſwearing ? 
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lieve me. Save you Sir. Save you ſweet Lady. 
you Monſieur Anaides. 


Mer. O, no, there is a way to wean him from this, the 


Gentleman may be reclaim'd. 


Cup. I, it you had the airing of his Apparel, Couz, I 


think. 


Aſo. Loving ? *ewere pity I ſhould be living elſe, be- 


Save 
Save you dear Madam. 
Ana. Do'lt thou know him that ſaluted thee, Hedon. 
Hed. No, ſome idle Fwngoſo, that hath got above the 
Cup-board ſince yeſterday, | 

Ana. *Slud, I never "A him till chis Morning, and 
he ſalutes me as familiarly as if we had known together 
ſince the Deluge, or the firſt year of Troy-action. : 

Amo. A molt right-handed and auſpicious Encounter. 
Confine your felt ro your fortunes. 

Ph;. For ſports fake, let's have ſome Kiddles, or Prope- 
ſes; hough. 

- o_ No faith, your Prophecies are beſt, the other are 
ale. 

Phi. Prophecies ? we cannot all fit in at them ; we ſhall 
make a confuſion. No ; what call'd you that we had 
in the Forenoon ? 

Pha. Subſtantives, and Adjeftives. Is't not Heden. 

Phi. I, that, who begins ? 

Phs. I have thought ; ſpeak your Adjeives, firs. 

Pb;. But do not you change then. 

Pha. NotI. Who lays? 

Mor. Odoriterous. 

Phi. Popular. 

Arg. Humble. 

Ana, White-liver'd, 

Hed. Barbarous. 

Amo. Pythagorical. 

Hed. Yours, Signior. 

Aſo, What mult I do, fir ? 

Amo. Give forth your Adjeive, with the reſt ; as, 
proſperous, good, fair, ſweet, well. —- 

Hed. Any thing, that hath not been ſpoken. 

Aſo, Yes, ſir, well-ſpoken, ſhall be mince. 

Pha. What ? ha? you all done ? 

All. I. 

Pha. Then the Subſtantive is Breeches. Why odori- 
ferous Breeches, Guardian ? 

Mer. Odoriferous, becauſe odoriferous 3 that which 
contains moſt yariery of favour, and ſmell, we ſay, is 
moſt odoriferous : now Breeches, I preſume, are inci- 
dene to that variety, and therefore odoriterous Breeches. 

Pha. Well, we muſt take it howloever, who's next ? 
Philautia ? 

Phi. Popular. 

Pha. Why popular Breeches ? 

Phi. Marry, that is, when they are not content to be 
generally noted in Court, but will preſs forth on com- 
mon Stages, and Brokers Stalls, to the publick view of 
the World. 

Pha. Good. Why humble Breeches, Argurion ? 

Arg. Humble, becauſe they uſe ro be fare upon ; be- 
ſides, if you tie *em not up, their Property is to fall 
down about your Heels. 

Mer. She has worn the Breeches, it ſeems, which have 
done fo. 

Pha. But why white-liver'd ? 

Ana. Why ? are not their Linings white ? beſides when 
they come in {waggering Company, and will pocket up 


any thing, may they not properly be ſaid to be white- 
liver'd ? 


Pha. O, yes, we muſt not deny it. And why barba- 
rous, Hedon ? 

Hed. Barbarous, becauſe commonly, when you have 
worn your Breeches ſufficiently, you give them ro your 
Barber. 

Amo. That's good , but how Pythagerical ; 

Phi. 1, Amorphus. Why Pythagorical Breeches ? 

Amo. O moſt kindly of all, ris a conceit ofthat fortune, 


I am bold to hug my Brain for. Pha, How 
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Pha. How is't, exquiſite Amorpburs ? 

Amo. O, I am rapt with it, *is fo fit, ſo proper, 
{o happy. 

Phi. Nay do not rack us thus ? 

Amo. 1 never truly reliſhe mÞ ſelf before. Give me 
your Ears. Brezches Pythagorical, by reaſon of their tranf- 
migration into ſeveral ſhapes. 

Mor. Moſt rare, in ſweet troth. Marry, this young 
Gentleman, for his well-ſpoken—— 

Pha. I, why well-ſpoken Breeches ? 

Aſo, Well-ipoken ? marry, well-ſpoken, becauſe—— 
whatſoever they ſpeak is well taken ; and whatſoever 1s 
well taken, is well ſpoken. 

Mor. Excellent ! believe me. 

Aſo. Not 1o Ladics, ncither. 

Hed. But why Breeches, now ? 

Pha, Breeches, quaſi bear-riches 
bears all his Riches in his Breeches. | 

Amo. Moſt fortunately etymologizd. 

Pha. Nay, we have another ſport afore this, of 4 
thing done, and Who did it, &c. 

Phi. 1, good Bbantaſte let's have that : Diſtribute the 
laces. 

Pha. Why, I imagine, 4 thing done 3 Hedon thinks, 
IWho did it : Moria, With what it was done; Anaides, Where 
it was dime , Argurion, When it was done, Amorphus, For 
what cauſe it was done ;, you Philautia, What followed upon 
the doing of it; and this Gentleman, Who would have 
done it better. What ? is't conceiv'd about ? 

All. Yes, ys. 

Pha. Then ſpeak y6t, yr, Who would have done it better ! 

Aſo, How ! do's it begin at me ? 

Pha. Yes, Sir : This Play is called the Crab, it goes 
backward. 

Aſs, May I not name my felt ? 

Phe, If you pleaſe, Sir, and dare abide the venture 
of it. 

Aſo. Then, 1 would have done it better, what ever 
It 15, 

Pha. No doubt on't, Sir: a good confidence. bat 
followed upon the AF, Philauia. 

Phj. A few heat drops, and a months mirth. 

Pha. For what cauſe, Araorphus ? 

Amo. For the delight of Ladies. 

Pha. When, Argurion ? 

Arg, Laſt Progrels. 

Pha. Where, Anaides ? 

Ana. Why, in a pair of paind Slops. 

Pha. With what, Moria ? 

Aer. With a Glyſter. 

Pha. Who, Hedon ? 

Hed. A Traveller, 

Pha. Then, The thing done was, An Oration was made. 
Rehearſe. An Oration was made. 

Hed. By a Traveller. 

Mor. With a Glyſter, 

Ana. In a pair of pain'd Slops. - 

Arg. Laſt Progreſs. 

Amo. For the delight of Ladies. 

Phi. A few heat drops, and a Months mirth followed. 

Pha. And, this ſilent Gentleman would have done it 
better. 

Aſo. This was not ſo good, now. 

Phi. In good faith, theſe unhappy Pages would be 
whipt for ſtaying thus. 

Mor. Beſhrew my hand, and my heart elle. 

Amo. I do wonder at their Protraction: 

Ana. Pray Lenus my Whore have nor diſcover'd her 
-w to the ſell Boys, and that be the cauſe of their 

ay. 

61 muſt\ſace my ſelf with another Page : this idle 
Pro/aites will never be brought to wait well. 

Mcr. Sir, I have a Kinſman I could willingly wiſh to 
your Service, if you will deign to accept of him, 


- when a Gallant 


Aje. And I ſhall be glad (moſt feet Lady) to cni- 
brace him : where is hs 7 | 

Mer. I can fetch him, Sir, bur I wou'l? be loth 3 mate 
you turn away your other Page. 

Aſo. You ſhall not, moſt fullicient Lady, I will £22 
both : pray you let's go ſee him. | 

Arg. Whither gous my Love ? 

Aſe. Flereturn preſently, I go but to ſce a Page, with 
this Lady. | 

Ana. As fore as Fare. %tis ſo; ſhe has opened all : A 
pox of all Ceckatrices, Dam? me, it the have playa locl-: 
with me, Fle cut her Tiuoat, within a Hairs breadth, t- 
it may be heal'd again. : 

Mer. What, is he jcalous of his Hermapiredite? 

Cup. O, I, this will be excellent ſpore. 

Phi. Phantaſfte | Argurion! what ? you are ſaddenly 
ſtruck, methinks! for Loves fake let's have fome Muſick 
till they come. Ambition, reach the Lyra, I pray you. 

Hed. Any thing to which my Hincur thall direct me. 

Phi. Come, Amorphns, chear up Phantaſfte. 

Amo. It ſhall be my pride, fair Lady, co attempt all 
that 's in my Power. But here is an Inftrument thar 
(alohg) is able co infuſe Soul into the moſt M-lancholick, 
and dull diſpos'd creature upon Earth. O! let me kib thy 
tair Knecs. Feautcous Ears attend ic. 

Hed. Will you have the Kiſs, Honour ? 

Phi. 1, good Ambition. 


SONG. 


Oo That Joy fo fon ſhould wake ! 
9 or /o ſweet @ Bliſs 
as a Kiſs, 
Might n«t for ever laſt ! 
So ſugred, ſo melting, ſo ſoft, ſo delicious, 
The Dew that lyes on Roſes, 
Wien the Morn ber ſelf diſcloſes, 
14 n0t [6 precions. 
O rather than 1 would it (mother, 
Were I to taſte ſuch another ; 
It ſhould be my wiſhin 
That I ght die Ure. 


Hed. I made this Ditty, and the Note to it, upon a Kifs 
that my Honour gave me ; how like you ir, Sir. 

Amo. A pretty Air 3 in general, I like it well : but in 
particular, your long die-note did arride me moſt, but it 
was ſomewhat too long, I can ſhew one almoſt of the 
ſame Nature, but much before it, and not fo long, in 
a Compoſition of mine own. I think I have Loth the 
Note and Ditty about me. 

Hed. Pray you, Sir, fee. 

Amo. Yes, there is the Note; and all tho parts, if 1 
miſ-chink net. I will read the Ditty to your Beau- 
ties here ; but firſt I am to make you familiar with che 
occation, which preſents it ſelf thus. Upon a time going 
ro take my leave of the Emperor, and kifs his great 
Hands; there being then preſent, the Kings of France, 
and Arragon, the Dukes of Seaw:y, E/ "ence, Orleance, 
Bourbon, Brunſwick , the Lantgrave, Cons Palat::; ll 
which had ſeverally fealted me ; betidcs, iniinic more of 
inferiour Perſons, as Counts and others : i- w.:5 mv 
chance (the Emperor detain'd by ſome exorbiane Ar. 
fair) to wait him the {ith part of an Hour, 0: -uch 
near it. In which cime (retiring my felt into a B2y- 
window ) the beautcous Lady Annabel, Niece to the 
Empreſs, and Siſter co the King of Arragen, who having 
never before eyed me, (but only heard the common re- 
port of my Vertue, Learning, and Travel) fell into that 
extremity of Pathon, tor my love, that ſhe there imme- 
diately ſwooned : Phyſicians were ſent for, ſhe had to 
her Chamber, 1o to her Bed ; where (languiſhing ſome 
tew Days) after many times calling upon me, with my 
Name in her Lips, ſhe expir'd. As that (Il muſt mourn- 


ingly 
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ingly ſay) is the only Fault of my Fortune, that, as it 
hath ever bzen my hap to be ſued to, by all Ladies, and 
Beauries, where I have come ; ſo, I never = ſojournd, 
or reſted in that place, or pare of the World, where 
ſome high-born, admirable, fair Feature died not for 
my Love. 

Mer. O, the ſweet power of travel ! are you guiltly 
of this, Cupid ? : 

Cup. No, Mercury, and that his Page (Cos) knows if 
he were here preſent to be ſworn. 

Phi. But, how doth this draw on the Ditty, vir ? 

Mer. O, ſhe is too quick with him ; he hath not de- 
vis d chat yet. 

Amo. Marry, ſome hour before ſhe departed, ſhe be- 
queath'd ro me this Glove : which golden Legacy, the Em- 
peror himſelf rook care to ſend after me, in fix Coaches, 
cover'd all with black Velvet, attended by the State of 
his Empire 3 all which he freely preſented me with: and 
I reciprocally (out of the ſame Bounty) gave to the 
Lords that brought it : only reſerving the Gift of the 
deceasd Lady, upon which I compos'd this Ode, and ſet 
it co my moſt affected Inſtrument, the Lyra. 


S ONG. 


Hou more than moſt faweet Glove, 
Unto my more ſweet Love, 
Suffer me to ſtore with Kiſſes 
This empty Lodging that now miſſes. 
The pure roſie hand, that wear thee, 
IWhiter then the Kid that bare thee. 
Thou art ſoft, but that was ſofter ; 
Cupid's ſelf hath kiſt it ofter, 
Than &re he did hs Mothers Doves, 
Suppoſing her the Queen of Loves, 
That was thy Miſtreſs, 
Beſt of Gloves. 


Mer. Blaſphemy, Blaſphemy, Cupid. 

Cup. I, Il revenge it time enough, Hermes. 

Phi. Good Amorphas, let's hear it ſung. 

Amo. 1 care not to admit that, ſince it pleaſeth Phi- 
lautia to requelt it. 

Hed. Here, vir. [ After ſhe hath ſung. 

Amo. Nay, play it, I pray you, you do well, you do 
well—— How like you it, Sir ? | 

Hed. Very wcll in troth- 

Amo. But very well ? O, you are a meer Mammothrept 
in Judgment, then. Why, do you not obſerve how excel- 
lencly the Dirty is affected in every place ? that I do not 
marry a Word of ſhort —_ to a long note ? 
nor an aſcending Syllable to a deſcending Tone ? Be- 
ſides, upon the word (beſt) therg, you ſee how Ido en- 
ter with an odd minznum, and drive it through the brief, 
which no intelligent Muſician (I know) bur will affirm 
to be very rare, extraordinary, and pleaſing. 

Mer. And yet not fit to lament the death of a Lady, 
for all this. 
| Cup. "Tut, here be they will ſwallow any thing, 

Pha. Pray you, let me have a Copy of it Amorphus. 

Phi. And me too, in troth, I like it exceedingly. 

Amo. I have denied it to Princes, nevertheleſs to you 
(the true female Twins of perteRion) I am won to de- 
part with all. 

Hed. | hope, I ſhall have my Honors Copy. 

Pha. You arc Ambitions in that, Hedon. 

Amo. How now, Anaides | what is it hath. conjur'd up 
this diſtemperaturein the circle of your Face ? 

[ Who # return'd from ſeeking hs Page. 

Ana. Why, what have you to do ? A Pox upo* your 
filthy travelling Face, hold your Tongue. 

Hed. Nay, dot hear, Miſchief * 

£Zna. Away, Muck-cat. 

Amo. I ſay to thee, thou art rude, debaucht, impudent, 
courſe, impoliſht, a frapler, and baſe. 


J 
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Hed. Heart of my Father, what a ſtrange alteration 
has half a years haunting of Ordinaries wrought in chis 
Fellow ! that came with a tuff-raffate Jerkin to Town but 
the other day, and a pair pennyleſs Hoſe, and now he is 
turn'd Hercules, he wants but a Club. 

Ana. vir, you with the Pencil on your Chin ; I will 
garter my Hoſe with your Guts, and that ſhall be all. 

Mer, 'Slid, what rare Fire-works be here ? flaſh, flaſh. 

Pha. What's the matter Heden? can you tell ? 

Hed. Nothing, but that he lacks Crowns, and thinks 
wee'll lend him ſome to be Friends. 

Aſo. Come {weet Lady, in good truth Fll have it, you 
ſhall not deny me. Adoras, perſwade your Aunt I may 
have her Picture, by any means. 

| Afotus returns with Moria and Morus 

Mo, Yea, Sir : good Aunt now, let him have it, he 
will uſe me the better ; if you love me, do good Aunt. 

Mor. Well, tell him he ſhall have ir. 

* Me. Maſter, you ſhall have it, ſhe ſays. 

Aſo. Shall I? chank her, good Page. 

Cup. What, has he entertain'd the Foo/ ? 

Mer. I, heel wait cloſe, you ſhall ſee, though the 
Begger hang off a while, 

Mo. Aunt, my Maſter thanks you. 

Mor. Call him hither. 

Me. Yes, Maſter. 

Mor. Yes, in verity, and gave me this Purſe; and he 
has promis'd me a molt fine Dog ; which he will have 
drawn with my Picture, he faics : and deſires moſt ve- 
hemently to be known to your Ladiſhips. 

Pha. Call him hither, *tis good groping ſuch a Gull. 

Mo. Maſter Aſorus, Maſter 4/orus. 

Aſo. For loves fake, let me go: you ſee, I am call'd 
to the Ladies. 

Arg. Wilt thou forſake me then ? 

Aſo. God fo, what would you have me do? 

Mor. Come hither, Maſter Aſotus. I doenſure your 
Ladyſhips, he is a Gentleman of a very worthy defer : 
and of a moſt bountiful nature. You muſt ſhew and in- 
ſinuate your ſelf reſponſible, and equivalent now to my 
Commendment. Good Henors grace him. 

Aſo. 1 proteſt (more than molt fair Ladies) I do wiſh 
all variety of diyine Pleaſures, choice Sport, ſweet Mu- 
ſick, rich Fare, . brave attire, ſoft Beds, and ſilken 
Thoughts, attend theſe fafr Beauties. Will it pleaſe your 
Ladyſhip to wear this Chain of Pearl, and this Diamond, 
for ny ſake ? 

Arg. O. 

Aſo. And you, Madam, this Jewel, and Pendants. 

Arg. O. 

Pha. We know not how to deſerve theſe Bounties, out 
of ſo ſlight merit, Aſorms. 

Phi. No, in faith, but there's my Glove for a favour. 

Pha. And ſoon after the Revels, I will beſtow a Garter 
on you. 

Aſc. O Lord, Ladies! it is more grace than ever I 
could have hop'd, but that it pleaſeth your Ladyſhips to 
extend. I proteſt, it is enough, that you but take know- 
ledge of my-- if your Ladyfhips want embroider'd Gowns, 
Tyres of any Faſhion, Rebatues, Jewels, or Carkanets, 
any thing whatſoever, if you vouchſate to accept. —— 

Cup. And for it they will help you to Shooe-ties, and 
Devices. 

Aſo. I cannot utter my ſelf (dear Beauties) but, you 
can Conceive 
Arg. O. 
Pha. Sir, we will acknowledge your Service, doubt 
not : henceforth, you ſhall be no more Aſorxs to us, but 
our Gold-fnch, and we your Cages- 
Aſo. O-Venuws, Madams! how ſhall I deſerve this? if I 
were but made acquainted with Hedow, now, I'll try : 
pray you away. 
E Mer. How he prays Aoney to go away from 
im ! 


Aſo. Amor- 


he 
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Aſo. Amorphus, a word with you : here's a Watch I 
would beſtow upon you, pray you make me known to 
that Gallant. 

Amo. That I will, Sir, Monfieur Hedon, I muſt en- 
treat you to exchange knowledge with this Gentle- 
man. 

Hed. *Tis a thing (next to the Water we expect) I 
thirſt after, Sir. Good Monſieur A/orzs. 

Alo, Good Monſieur Hedon, I would be glad to be 
lov'd of Men of your Rank and Spirit, I proteſt. Pleaſe 
you to accept this pair of Bracelets, fir : they are not 
worth the beſtowing 

Mer. O, Hercules, how the Gentleman purchaſes ! this 
muſt needs bring Arg»rion to a Conſumption. 

Hed. Sir, I ſhall never ftand in the merit of ſuch 
Bounty, I fear. 

Aſo. O Venus, Sir ; your acquaintance ſhall be ſuffici- 
ent. And if at any time you need my Bill, or my 
Bond 

Arg. O, O. 

Amo. Help the Lady there. 

Mor. Gods dear, Argurion | Madam, how do you ? 

Ara. Sick. 

Pha. Have her forth, and give her Air. 

Aſo. 1 come again ſtrait Ladies. 

Mer. Well, 1 doubt, all the Phyſick he has will ſcarce 
recover her : ſhe's too far ſpent. 


A& IV. Scene IV. 


Philautia, Gela1a, Anaides, Cos, Proſaites, Phantaſbe, Mo- 
ria, Amorphus, Hedon. 


[ Argurion ſ[woons. 


Here's the Water come : fetch Glaſſes, Page. 

Gel. Heart of my Body, here's a coil indeed, with 
your jealous Humours : Nothing but Whore and Bicch, 
and all the villainous ſwaggering Names you can think 
on ? *$lid, take your Bottle, and put it in your Guts for 
me, I'll ſee you poxt erel follow you any longer. 

Ana. Nay, good Punk, ſweet Raſcal? dam' me if I 
am jealous now. 

Gel. That's eru2 indeed ; pray let's go. 

Mor. What's the matter, there 7 

Gel. 'Slight he has me upon Interrogatories, (nay, my 
Mother ſhall know how you uſe me) where I have been? 
and, why I thould ſtay fo long ? and, how is't poflible? 
and withal calls me at his plcature, I know not how ma- 
ny Cockatrices, and things. 

Mor. In eruth and ſadnels, theſe are no good Epitaphs, 
Anaides, to beſtow upon any Centlewoman ; and I'll = 
ſure you) if I had known you would have dealt thus 
with my Daughter, ſhe ſhould never have fancied you 
ſo deeply as ſhe has done. Go too. 

Ana. Why, do you hear, Mother Moria. Heart ! 

Mor. Nay, I pray you, Sir, do not ſwear. 

Ana. Swear ? why ? I have ſworn afore now, I 
hope. Both you and your Daughter miſtake me. I have 
not honour'd Arete, that is held the worthicſt Lady in 
Court (next ta Cynthia) with half that obſervance and 
reſpect, as I have done her in private, howſoever out- 
wardly I have carried my felt carelefs, and negligent. 
Come, you are a fooliſh Pwnk, and know not when you 
arc _ employ'd. Kiſs me, come on; doit I ſay. 

Mor. Nay, indeed, I muſt confeſs, ſhe is apt to mif- 
priſion. Bur I muſt have you leave it Minion. 

Amo, How now, Aſotus ? how do's the oy 

Aſo. Faith, ill. I have lett my Page with her, at her 
Lodging. 

Hed. O here's the rarcſt Water that ever was taſted : 
f:!! him ſome. 

Pro. What ! has my Maſter a new Page ? 

Mcr. Yes, a Kinſman, of the Lady Moria's : you muſt 
wait better now, or you are caſhier'd Proſaites, 

Ana. Come Gallants you muſt pardon my fooliſh hu- 


| 


mour : when I am angry, that- any thing croſſes me, 1 © 


grow impatient ſtrair. Here, I drink to you. 

Phi. O, that we had five or fix Bottles more of this 
Liquor, 

Pha. Now I commend your Judgment, Amorphes ; 
who's that knocks? Look, Page. 

Mor. O, moſt delicious, a little of this would make 
Argurion well. 

Pha. O, no, give her no cold drink, by any means. 

Ana. This Water isthe ſpirit of Wine, ['ll be hang'delſe. 

Cos. Here's the Lady Arete, Madam. 


A& IV. Scene V. 


Arete, Moria, Phantaſte, Philautia, Anaides, Gelaia, Co:, 
Proſaites, Amorpbus, Aſotus, Hedon, Mercury, Cuvid. 


WW Hat at your Bever, Gallants ? 
Mor. WilPe pleaſe your Ladyſhip to drink ? 'tis 
of the new Fountain Water. 

Are. Not I, Moria, 1 thank you. Gallants, you are 
for this night free to your peculiar Delights ; Cynth:2 
will have no Sports : when ſhe is pleas'd to come torth, 
you ſhall have knowledge, In the the mean time, I 
could wiſh you did provide for ſolemn Revels, and ſome 
unlookt for device of wit, to entertain her, againſt the 
ſhould youchſafe to grace your Paſtimes wich her pre- 
lence. 

Amo. What ſay you to a Mask ? | 

Hed. Nothing better if the Project were new, and rare. 

Are. Why, Ill ſend for Crites, and have his advice 3 
be _=_ ready in your endeavours: He ſball diſcharge yon 
of the Inventive part. 

Phe. But, will not your Ladyſhip ſtay ? 

Are. Not now, Phantaſte. | 

Phi. Let her go, I pray you, good Lady Sebriety, E 
am glad weare rid of her. 

Pha. What a ſet Face the Gentlewoman has, as ſhe 
were ſtill going to a ſacrifice ? 

Phi. O, ſhe is the extration of a dozen of Puritans, 
for a look. 

Afr. Of all Nymphs in 7 the court, I cannot away with 
her ; 'cis the courſeſt thing 

Phi. I wonder how Cynthia can affet her ſo above the 
reſt | Here bethey are every way as fair as ſhe, and a 
thought fairer, I trow. 

Pha. I, and as ingenious and conceited as ſhe. 

Mor. I, and as politick as ſhe, for all ſhe ſets ſuch a 
fore-head on't. 

Phi, Would I were dead, if I would change to be 
Cynthia. 

Pha. Or I. 

Mor. Or I. 

Amo. And there's her Minion Crites ! why his advice 
more than Amorphus ? have not I invention afore him ? 
Learning, to better that invention above him ? and in- 
fanted with pleaſant Travel 

Ana. Death, what talk you of his Learning ? he un- 
derſtands no more than a School-boy ; I have put him 
down my felt a thouſand times (by this Air) and yet 
I never calke with him but ewice, in my lite : you ne- 
ver ſaw his like. I could never get him to argue with 
me, but once, and then, becauſe I could not conſtrue 
an Author I quoted at firſt ſight, he went away , and 
laughe at me. By Hercules, I {corn him, as I do the fod- 
den Nymph, that was here c'en now, his Miltrefs Arete ; 
And I love my ſelf for nothing elle. 

Hed. | wonder the fellow does not hang himſelf, be- 
ing thus ſcorn'd, and contemr'd of us that are held the 
moſt accompliſhe Society of Gallants ! 

Mer. By your ſelves, none elle. | 

Hed. I proteſt, if I had no Mulick in me, no Courtſhip, 
that I were not a Revecller and could dance, or had not 
choſe excellent Qualities that give a Man Lite and Per- 
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ſetion, but a meer poor Scholar as he is, I chink I 
ſhould make ſome deſperate way wich my felt, whereas 
now (would I might never breath more) it I do know 
that Creature in this Kingdom, with whom 1 would 


change. 
C2. Thisis excellent well, I mult alcer all this foon. 


* 


Cup. Well, Proſaites, *ewere good you did wait cloſer. 

Pro. I, Vil look to it ; *tis time. 

Cof. The Revels would have been moſt ſumptuous to 
night, it chey had gone forward. 

Mer. "They mult needs, when all che choiſeſt ſingula- 
rities of the Court were up in Pantofles 3 ne're a one of 


Mcoa. Look you Go, Cupid. ike Loi: have wrought, i them, but was able tro make a whole ſhew of ir ſelf. 


it ſ22ns. : 
/iſe. Q, T am forty the Rev 


tickled it loon. I did never appear till then. 'Slid, 1 am 


the neaclicit-made Gallant 1i' the Company, and have | 


the 1-2 preſence 3 and mygdancing--- well, ] know what 
gr Uther faid to me, laſt time 1 was at the School : 
would 1 might have led Phlautia in the meaſures, an' it 
kad keen the Gots will, I am moſt worthy, I am ſure. 

Aſwu Maſter, I can tell you news, the Lady kiſt me 
voncer, and plaid with me, and fays ſhe lov'd you once, 
as wall as fli2 Co's m2, bur chat you caſt her off. 

Ale. Peace, my molt eſteemed Page. 

Aſcrus. Yes. ; 

Av. What luck is this, that our Revels are daſh 7 
Now was I beginning to gliſter, ! the very high-way ot 
Preferment. And Cznthia had but {z2n me dance a firain, 
or do but one tiick, 1 had been kept in Court, I (hould 
never have nezucd to look rowards my Friends agen. 

Amo. Contain your {clt, You we:c a iortunate young 
Man, it you knew your own good : which I have now 
projected, and will preſently mulciply upon you. Beaw 
ties, and Palours, your vouchlat'd applauſe to a motion, 
The humorous Cynthia hath, tor this night, with-drawn 
the light of your de--lighr 

Pha. "Tis true Amorphrre, what may we do to redeem 
it ? 

mc, Redeem that we cannot, but to create a new 
Flaraz, is in our Power. Here is a Gentleman, my Scho- 
li, whom (for ſome private Reaſons me ſpecially mo- 
ving) 1 am covetous to gratific with title of Maſter, in 
the noble, and fubtile Science of Caurrſhip: For which 
Grace, he ſhall this night in Court, and in the long 
Gallery, hold his publick 42, by opcn challenge, to all 
Maſters of the Myſtery whatſoever, to play at the tour 
choice and principal Weapons thereof, wiz. the bare Ac- 
co, the better Regard, the ſolemn Addreſs, and the per- 
fect Cloſe. Whac lay you? 

All. Excellent, excellent, Amorphas, 

4m". Well, let us then take our time by the fore-hcad : 
I will inſtantly have Bills drawn,and advanc'd in every 
Angle of the Court. Sir, betray not your roo much joy. 
Anaides, we muſt mix this Gentleman with you in ac- 
quaintance, Monlicur A/ctrs. 

Ana. 1 am calily entreated to grace any of y our Friends, 
Ameorphrs. 

Aſo. Sir, and his Friends ſhall likewiſe grace you, Sir. 
Nay, I beginto know my fclf, now. 

Ame. O, you muſt continue your Bounties. 

4/0, Muſt I 7 why, Il give him this Ruby on my 
Finger. Do you hear, Sir 7 1 do heartily wiſh your ac- 


guaintance,and I partly know my (elf worthy of it ; pleale | 


you, Sir, to accepr this poor Ruby, in a Ring, Sir. The 
Pocf.e is of my own device, Let ths bluſh fur me, Sr. 

na. So it muſt be tor mic, roo, For I an: not aſham'd 
to t2ke It, 

Morus. Sweet man: by my troth, Maſter, 1 love you, 
will you love me coo? for my Aunts fake ? F'll wait 
well, you hall fee. Fl till be here. Would I mighe 

ver ſtir, but you are a fine Man in theſe Clothes, 
Maſter, ſhall I have 'em, when you havedone with chem. 

A. As for that, Mrs, thou ſhale ſee more hereafter : 
in tte mcan time, by this A*r, or by this Feather, I'll 
do as much for thee, as any Gallant ſhall do tor his 
or Kingdom. 

Ar. 1 wonder this Gentleman ſhould affe& to keep 
a Fool | m2thinks, h2 makes ſpore enough with himſelf. 


2s are croſt. I ſhould ha" | 


Aſo. Sirrah, a torch, a torch. | within. 
Pro. O, what a call is there! I will have a Cantzonet 
made, with nothing in ic but S#rab ; and the burthen 
{hall be, I come. 
Mer. How now, Cupid, how do you like this change ? 
Cup. Faith, the thred of my device is crackt, I may 


go fl:ep till the revelling Mutick awake me. 


Mer. And then too, Cupid, without you had prevent- 
' ed the Fowntarm. Alas, poor God, that remembers nor 
| Self-Love, to be proot againſt che violence of his Quiver ! 
Well, 1 have a Plot upon thele Prizers, for which I muſt 
preſently find out Crires, and with his affiſtance, purſue 
it to a high ſtrain of Laughter, or Mercury hath loſt of 
his Metcal, 


Act V. Scene I. 


Mereury, Crites. 


[ T is refoly'd on, Crites, you mult do it. 

Cri. The Grace divinclt Mercary hath done me, 
In this vouchſated diſcovery of himſelf, 
Binds my obſervance in the utmoſt rerme 
Of fatistaction, to his godly Will 
Though I protels (without the affeRation 
Of an enforc'd, and torm'd auſterity) 
I could be willing to enjoy no place 
With ſo unequal Natures. Acer. We believe it, 
But for our fake, and to inflict juſt pains 
On their prodigious Follies, aid us now : 
No man is, preſently, made bad, with ill. 
And good men, like the Sea, ſhould (till maintain 
Their noble caſte, in midit of all treſh humours, 
That flow about them, to corrupt their Streams, 
Bearing no ſeaſon, much leſs ſalc of goodnels. 
It is our purpoſe, Cr:res, to correct, 
And puniſh, with our laughter, this nights ſport. 
Which our Court-Dor, fo hcartily intend : 
And by that worthy ſcorn, to make them know 
How tar beneath the dignity of Man 
Their ſerious, and moſt practis'd Actions are. 

Cri. I, but though Mercury can warrant out 
His Undertakings, and make all things good, 
Out of the Powers of his Divin:ry, 
Th' offence will be return'd with weight on me, 
That am a Creature fo deſpis'd, and poor ; 
When the whole Court ſhall take it {elf abus'd 
By our Ironical Confederacy. 

Mer. You are decciv'd. "The better Race in Court 


' That have the true Nobility call'd Vertue, 


Will apprehend it, as a grateful right 
Done to their ſeparate merit: an approve 
The ht rebuke of 1o ridiculous Heads, 
Who with their apiſh Cuſtoms, and torc'd Garbs, 
Would bring the name ot Courtier in contempt, 
Did it not live unblemiſhe in ſome few, 
Whom equal Fove hath lov'd, and Phzbw form'd 
Ot better Metal, and in better mould. 

Cri. Well, fince my lcader on is Mercury, 


I ſhall not fearto follow. IFI tall, 


| | My proper Vertue (ball be my relief, 
Page, 1-atloever, in this Court, corner of the World, | 


That follow'd ſuch a caule, and ſuch a chief. 
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A& V. Scene IL. 


Alotus, Amorphne. 


O mote, if you love me, good Maſter, you are in- 
compatible to live withal : Send me tor. the La- 


dies 

Amo. Nay, but intend me. 

Aſo. Fear me not, I warrant you, Sir. 

Amo. Render not your ſelf a refratary, on the ſud- 
den. I can allow well, you ſhould repute highly, hear- 
tily (and to the —_ of your own Endowments ; it 
gives you forth to the World the more aſſar'd : but with 
reſervation of an Eye, to be always turn'd dutifully 
back upon your Teacher. ; 

” Nay, good Sir, leave it to me. Truſt me with 
erufling all the Points of this action, I pray. 'Slid, I 
hope we ſhall find Wit to perform the Science, as well 
as another. : 

Amo. I confeſs you to be of an aped and docible Hu- 
mour, Yet there are certain pwnrilices, or ( as I may 
more nakedly inſinuate them) certain intrinſecate ſtrokes, 
and wards, to which your activity is not yet amounted. 
As your gentile dor in Colours, For ſuppoſition, your 
Miſtreſs appears here in prize, Ribbanded with green and 
gellow ; now it is the part of every obſequious Servant, 
eo be ſure to have daily about him Copy, and variety of 
Colours, to'\bs, preſently anſwerable ro any hourly or 
half hourly change in his Miſtreſſes Revolution. ——- 

Aſo. (I know it, Sir. 

Amo. Give leave, I pray you) which if your Antager 
#ift, or Player-againſt-you, ſhall ignorantly be without, 
and your ſelf can produce ; you give him the dor. 

Aſo. I, I; Sir. 

Amo. Or, if you can poſſeſs your oppoſite, that the 

een your Miſtreſs wears, is her rejoycing or exultation 
in his Service; the yellow, {uſpicion of his truth, (from 
her _— of affeftion: ) and that he (greenly credu- 
lous) | withdraw thus, in private, and from the a- 
bundance of his Pocket (to diſplace her jealous Con- 
ceit) ſteal into his Hat the Colour, whoſe bluene/ſs doth 
expreſs trueneſs, (ſhe being nor ſo, nor ſo affz&ed) you 
give him the der. 

Aſs. Do not I know it, Sir ? 

Amo. Nay, good—— ſwell not above your under- 
ſtanding. There is yet a third dor in Colours. 

Aſo. 1 know it too, I know it. 

Amo. Do you know it too? what is it? Make good 
your knowledg. 

Aſo. Why it is no matter for that. 

Amo. Do it, on pane of the dor. 

Aſo. Why; what is't, ſay you? 

Amo. Lo, you have given your ſelf the dor. But 1 
will remonſtrate to you the third der ; which is not, as 
the two former dors, indicative, but deliberative : As 
how ? As thus. Your Rivalis, with a dutiful and ſerious 
care, lying in his Bed, meditating how to obſerve his 
Miſtreſs, diſpatcheth his Lacquey to the Chamber, 
early, to know what her Colours are for the day, with 
payee to apply his wear that day accordingly You 
ay wait before, Preoccupy the Chamber-maid,' Cor- 
rupt her, to return falſe Colours; He follows the falla- 
Cy 3 comes out accoutred to his believ'd Inſtructions ; 
your Miſtreſs ſmiles; and you give him the dor. 

Aſo. Why, fo I told you, Sir, I knew it. 

Amo. Told me? Iris a ſtrange outrecuidance | your 
humour too much redoundeth. 

Aſo. Why, Sir, what, do you think you know more? 
Amo. I know that a Cook may as ſoon and properl 
be ſaid to ſinell well, as you to be wiſe. I know theſe 
are moſt clear and clean ſtrokes. But then, you have 
your Paſſages and imbroccata's in Courtſhip; as the bitter 
Bob in Wit; the Reverſe in Facs or Wry-mouth ; and 


theſe more ſubtil and ſecure Offenders. 1 will example 
unto you; your Opponent makes entry, as you are 
ingagd with your Miſtrels. You ſecing him, cloſe in 
her Ear with this whiſper (here comes your Babion, dif- 
grace him) and withal, ſtepping off, fall on his Boſorn, 
and turning to her, policickly, aloud ſay, Lady, rega'+! 
this Noble Gentleman, a Man rarely parted, fecond to 
none 1n this Court; and then, ſtooping over his Sho!:l- 
der, your Hand on his Breſt, your Mouth on his Back- 
tide, you give him the Reverſe ſtroke, with th's Sama, 
or Sorks-bill, which makes up your Wits B:4 mot 
bicter, ; 

4/0, Nay, for Heavens ſake, teach me no more. I 
know all as well—— *$lid, if 1 did not, why was I no- 
minated ? why did you chuſe me? why did the Ladies 

ck out me? I am ſure there were other Gallants. 

ut me of all the reſt ? by that light, and as I am a 
Courtier, would I might never ſtir, but *cis ſtrange. 
Would to the Lord che Ladies would come once. 


A& V. Scene III. 


Morybides, Amorgbus, Aſotw, Hedon, Anaides, the Threng, 
Ladies, Citizen, Wife, Pages, Taylor, Mercer, Perfumcr, 
Feweller, &c, 


Ignior, the Gallants and Ladies are at hand. Are 

you ready, Sir ? 

Amo. Inſtantly. Go, accompliſh your Attire : Couſin 
Morphides, afliſt me, to make good the Door wich your 
officious Tyranny. 

Cit. By your leave my Maſters there, pray you let's 
come by. 

Pag. You by? why ſhould you come by more than 
we 


Wif. Why, Sir ? Becauſe he is my Brother chat plays 
the Prizes. 

Mor. Your Brother ? 

Cir. I, her Brother, Sir, and we muſt come in. 

Tay. Why, what are you ? 

Cit. T am her Husband, Sir. 

Tay. Then thruſt forward your Head. 

Amo. What 'Tumult is there ? 

A... Who's there ? bear back there. Stand from the 
r. 

Amo. Enter none but the Ladies, and their Hang- 
bies ; welcom Beauties and your kind Shadows. Ee” 

Hed. This Country Lady, my Friend, good Signior 
Amorphus. 

Ana, And my Ceuckatrice here. 

Amo. She is welcom. 

Mor. Knock thoſe ſame Pages there ; and Goodman 
Cockſcom the Citizen, who would you ſpeak withal ? 

Amo. With whom ? your Brother ? 

Mor. Who is your Brother ? 

Amo. Maſter Aſotzs ? Is he your Brother ? He is ta- 
_— with great Perſons. He is not to know you to 
night. 

Aſo. O Fove, Maſter ! an' there come ere a Citizen 
Gentlewoman in my name, let her have entrance, 1 
pray you. lt is my Siſter. 

IWif. Brother. 

Cir. Brother, Maſter Aſotus. 

Aſo. Who's there ? 

Wif. *Tis L, Brother. Si. 

, Aſo. Gods me! There ſhe is, good Maſter, intrude 
er. 

Mor. Make place. Bear back there. 

Amo. Knock that ſimple Fellow there. 


 Wif. Nay, good Sir It is my Husband. 


Mor. The ſimpler Fellow he, Away, back with your 
Head, Sir. | 

Aſo. Brother, you muſt pardon your Now-entry : Hus- 

bands are not allow'd _—— truth. I'll come home 
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ay you meet us with a Lanthorn, 


ſoon with my Siſter , 
I ſhall make you laugh anon. 


Brother. Be merry, Siſter : 


Aſo. 1 faith, Maſter, let's go : no body comes. 
Vittus, vita, vittum; Vidis vita, vil — Let's be 


: Pha. Your Prizer is not ready Amorphws. | retrograde, : 

Amo. Apprehend your places, he ſhall be ſoon; and | Amo, Stay, That were diſpun&t to the Ladies. Ra- 
at all points. Ie ther, our ſelf ſhall be your Encounter. Take your 

Ana. Is there any body come to anſwer him : Shall | ſtate up to the Wall : » Lady, may we implore you 


we have any ſport ? 

Amo. Sport of importance 3 
Gloves. 

Hed. Gloves | why Gloves, Signior ? 

Phi. What's the Ceremony ? | He diſtributes Glover. 

Amo. Belids their receiv'd firnels, ar all Prizes, they 
are here properly accommodate to the Nuptials of my 
Schollars *haviour to the Lady Courtſhip. Pleale you ap- 
parel your hands. Madam Phantaſte, Madam Philantia, 
Guardian, Signicr Heden, Signior Anaides, Gentlemen all, 
Ladies. 

All. Thanks, good Amorphur. 

Amo. 1 will now call forth my Proveft, and preſent 
him. 

Ana. Heart | why ſhould not we be Maſters, as well 
as he ? 

Hed. That's true, and play our Maſters prizes, as well 
as the t'other ? | 

Mor. In ſadneſs, for uſing your Court-weapons, me- 
thinks you _ : 

Pha. Nay, but why ſhould not we Ladies play our 
Prizes, I pray ? Ifce no reaſon, bur we ſhould take 'em 
down at their own Weapons. 

Phi. Troth, and fo we may, if we handle *em well. 

If. 1 indeed, forlooth, Madam, if *ewere i the Ci- 
ty, we would think foul ſcorn, but we would, forſooth. 

Pha. Pray you, what ſhould we call your name ? 

IVif. My name is Downfal. 

Hed. Good Miſtreſs Downfal ! I am ſorry your Hus- 
band could not get in. 

Wif. *Tis no matter for him, Sir. 

Ana. No, no, ſhe has the more liberty for her ſelf. 

Pha. Peace, peace : They come. (4 flouriſh. 

Amo. So, Keep up your Ruff; the Tinfure of your 
Neck is not all fo pure, but it will ask it. Maintain your 
{prig upright z your Cloke on yoar halt-ſhoulder falling ; 
So : I will read ybur Bill, advance it, and preſent 
you. - Silence. 


The CHALLENGE. 


E it known to all that profeſs Courtſhip, by theſe Pre- 
B ſents (from the white ſattin Reveller, to the Clath of 
Tiſſue and Bedkin,) tbat we, Ulyilcs-Politropus- Amorphus, 
Maſter of the noble and ſwhtil Science of Conrtſhip, do give 
leave and licenſe to our Provoſt, AcolaſtusPolypragmon- 
Aſotus, to play bis Maſters Prize, againſt all Maſters what- 
Joever m this ſubtile Myſtery, at. theſe four, the choice and 
moſt cunning Weapens of Court complement, wiz. the bare 
Accolt ; . 3 better Reguard 3 the folemn Addreſs; and 
the perte& Cloſe. Theſe are therefore to groe notice to all 
comers, that be, ihe ſaid Acolaſtus-Polypragmon- Afotus, 
is bere preſent (by the belp of bis Mercer, Taylor, Millener, 
Sempſter, and ſo forth) at bis deſigned hour, in this fair 
Gallery, the preſent day of this preſent month, to perform 
and do his wttermoſt for the atchievement and bearing away of 
the Prizes, which are theſe : Viz. For the bare Accoſt, two 
Wall-cycs, i» s face forced : For the better Reguard, 4 
Face fovourably _—_— with a Fan waving : Fer the 
folemn Addreſs, 10 Lips wagging, and never a wiſe word : 
For the perfe& Cloſe, a Wring by the hand, 2vi5h a Ban- 
quet in @ carncr, nd Phoebus ſave Cynthia. 


howſoever, give me the 


Appeareth no Man yet, to anſwer the Prizer? No 
voyce: Muſick, give them their Summons. 
| Muſick ſounds. 
Pha. The ſolemnity of this is excellent. 
Amo. Silence. Well, I perceive your namse is their Ter- 
ror ; and keepeth them back. 


to ſtand forth, as firſt term or bound to our Courtſhip, 
Hed. "Fore Heaven, *ewill ſhew rarely, 
Amo. Sound a Charge. [ 4 Charge. 
Ana. A pox on't. Your vulgar will count this fabu- 
lous and impudent, now : by that Candle they'll ne're 
Conceit it. 
Pha. Excellent well ! admirable ! 
Phi. Peace. 


Hed. Moſt faſhionably, bclieve it. They aft their 

Phi. O, he isa well-ſpoken Gentleman, 4 ſeveralh 

Pha. Now the other. r agus _ 
forth, 


Ph;. Very good. 

Hed. For a Schollar, Humor. 
ina. O, *tis too dutch, He reels too much. 

Hed. This Weapon is done. [4 flouriſh. 
Amo. No, we have our two bouts, at every Weapon, 


expect. 
A&t V. Scene IV. 


Crites, Mercury. [ To them, 


WW _ be theſe Gallants, and their brave Prizer 
. here: 

Mer. Who's there ? bear back : Keep the Door. - 
Amo. What are you, Sir? 

a Cri. By your Licenſe, Grand-maſter. Come forward, 
Ir. 

Ana. Heart! who let in that Rag there, amongſt us ? 
put him out, an im 10us Creature. 

Hed. Out with him. 

Mor. Come, vir. 

Amo. You muſt be retrograde. 

Cri. Soft, Sir, I am Truchman, and do flouriſh before 
this Monſieur, or French-bchav'd Gentleman, here; who 
is drawn hither by report of your Chartels, advanced in 
Court, to prove his fortune with your Prizer, ſo he may 
have fair play ſhewn him, and the liberty to chooſe his 
ſtickler. 

Amo. Is he a Maſter ? 

Cri. That, Sir, he has to ſhew here; and, confirmed 
under the hands of the moſt skilful and cunning Com- 

aries alive : pleaſe you read, Sir. 

Amo, What ſhall we do ? 

Ana. Death, diſgrace this fellow i* the black-ſtuff, 
whatever you do. 

Amo. Why, but he comes with the ſtranger, 

Hed. That's no matter. He is our own Countryman. 

Ana. I, and he is a Schollar beſides. You may dil- 
grace him here with Authority. 

Amo. Well, ſee theſe hiſt. 

Aſo. Now hall I be obſerv'd by yon'd Schollar, till I 
{ſweat again ; I would to Fove it were over. 

Cri. Sir, this is the wight of worth, that dares vou 
to the Encounter. A Gentleman of fo pleaſing and ri- 
diculous a Carriage ; as, even ſtanding, carries Meat 
in the Mouth, you fee; and I aſſure you, alt h 
no bred car:ling, yet a moſt particular Man, of g 
havings, well taſhion'd *haviour, and of as hard'ned 
and excellent a Bark, as the moſt naturally-qualified a- 
monglit them, inform'd, reform'd, and transform'd, 
from his original Cityciſm; by this Elixir, or meer 
Magazine of Man. And, for your Spetators, you be- 
hold them what they are : The moſt choice particulars 
in Court : This tells Tales well ; This provides Coaches; 
This repears Jelts ; This preſents Gifts; This holds up 
the Arras ; This takes down from Horſe ; This proteſts 


by this Light ; This ſwears by chat Candle; This De- 
lighteth 3 
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lighteth; This Adoreth. Yet all but three Men. Then 
for your Ladies, the moſt proud witty Creatures, all 
things apprehending, nothing underſtanding, perpetu- 
ally laughing, curious maintainers of Fools, Mercers, 
and Minſtrels coſtly to be kept, miſerably keeping, all 
diſdaining, but their Painter, and Apot , *ewixt 
whom and them there is this reciprock Commerce, their 
Beauties maintain their Painters, and their Painters their 
Beautics. 


Mer. Sir, you have plaid the Painter your felf, and | 


limb'd them to the Life. I deſire to deſerve before *em. 
Amo. This is Authentick, We muſt reſolve to enter- 
tain the Monſieur, howloever we neglect him, 


[ Having read the Certificate. | Maſt 


Hed. Come, let's all go together, and ſalute him. 

Ana. Content, and not look o the other. 

Amo. Well devis'd : and a moſt puniſhing diſgrace. 

Hed. On. 

Amo. Monſieur. We muſt not ſo much betray our 
ſelves to diſcowrtſbip, as to ſuffer you to be longer unſa- 
luted : Pleaſe you to uſe the State, ordain'd for the Op- 
ponent ; in which nature, without Envy we receive you. 

Hed, And embrace you. 

Ana. And commend us to you, vir. 

Þb;. Believe it, he is a Man of excellent filence. 

Pha. He keeps all his Wit for Action. 

Ana. This hath diſcountenanc'd our ſcholaris, moſt 
richly. 

Hed Out of all emphaſis. The Monſieur fees we regard 
him not. 

Amo. Hold on : make it known how bitter a thing it 
is, not to be lookt on in Court. 

Hed. *Slud, will he call him to him yet ? do's not 
Monſieur perceive our diſgrace ? 

Ana. Heart | he is a Fool, I ſee. We have done our 
ſelves wrong to grace him. 

Hed. 'Slight, what an Afs was Itoembrace him ? 

Cri. I and fearful Judges —— 

Hed. Turn away, turn away. 

Cri. It is the ſute of the ſtrange Opponent (to whom 
you ought not to turn your Tails, and whoſe Nofes I 
muſt follow) chat he may have the Juſtice, betore he 
encounter his reſpeted Adverſary, to fee ſome light 
ſtroke of his Play, commenc'd with ſome other. 


Hed. Aniwer not him, but the ſtranger, we will not 


believe him. | | 

Amo. 1 will demand him my elf. 

Cri. O dreadful diſgrace, if a Man were fo fooliſh 
to feel it! | 

Amo. Is it your ſuit, Monſieur, to ſee ſome prelude of 
my Schollar ? Now, fure the Monſieur wants Language ! 

Hed. And take upon him to be one of the accom- 
pliſh'c ? *Slighe, that's a good Jeſt : would we could 
take him with that mullity. Non ſapette voi parlar Ita- 

liano ? 

Ana. 'Sfoot, the Carp has no Tongue. 

Cri. Signior, in Courtſhip, you are to bid your abet- 
tors forbear, and fatisfic the Monſieurs requelt. 

Amo. Well, I will ſtrike him more filent, with admi- 
ration, and terrifie his daring hicher. He ſhall behold 
my own play, with my Schollar. Lady, with the touch 
of your white Hand, let me re-enſtate =-_ Prevoſt, 
begin to me, at the bare Accoſt. Now, for the honour 
of my diſcipline. | 4 Charge. 

Hed. Signicr Amorphus, reflect, reflect : what means 
he by that mouthed wave ? 

Cri. He is in ſome diſtaſte of your Fellow-diſciple. 

Mer. Sigwior, your Schollar might have plaid well ſtill, 
it he could have kept his feat —_ I have enough of 
him, now. He is a meer piece of Glaſs, I ſee through 
him, by this time. 

Amo. You come not to give us the ſcorn, Mon» 


fienr ? 
Mey. Nor to be ſrighted with a Face. Signior ! I have 


ſeen the Lyons. You mult pardon me. I ſhall be loch 


to hazard a Repuration with one that has not a Reptati- 
on to loſe. 


Amo. How | 

Cri, Meaning your Pupil, Sir. 

Ana. This is that black Devil there. 

Amo. You do offer a ſtrange affrone, Aonſicur. 

Cr1. Sir, he ſhall yield you all the honour of a com- 
petent Adverſary, if you pleaſe to undertake him—— 

Mer. I am preſt for the Encounter. 

Amo. Me ? challenge me? 

Aſo, What ! my Maſter, Sir? "Slight, Monſieur, med- 
dle with me, do you hear ? but do not meddle with my 
er. 

Mer. Peace, good ſquib, go out. 

Cri.. And ſtink, he bids b_, 

Aſo. Maſter ? 

Amo. Silence, I do accept him. Sit you down, and 
obſerve. Me? He never profeſt a thing at more Char- 
ges. Prepare your ſelf, Sir. Challenge me ? I will pro- 
ſkecute what diſgrace my hatred can dictare ro me. 

Cri. How tender a Travellers ſpleen is ? compariſon, 
to Men, that deſerve leaſt, is ever moſt offenſive. 

Amo. You are inſtructed in our Charte!!, and know 
our Weapons ? 

Aer. 1 appear not without their notice, Sir. 

Aſo. But muſt I loſe the Prizes, Maſter ? 

Amo. | will win chem for you, be patient. Lady, 
vouchfafe the Tenure of this Enſign. Who ſhall te 
your ſtickler ? 

Mer. Bchold him. 

Amo. 1 would not wiſh you a weaker. Sound Mu 
ſicks. I provoke you, at.the bare Accoſt. | A Charzee 

Pha. Excellent comely 

Cri. And worthily ſtudied. This is th' exalted Fore- 
top. 
Hed. O, his Leg was too much produc'd. 

Ana. And his Hat was carried skirvily. 

Pb;. Peace; Let's fee the AMonſieur's Accoft : Rare! 
Pha. Sprightly, and ſhore. 

Ana. True, it is the French courtean : He lacks but to 
have'his Noſe lie. 

Hed. He does hop. He does bound too much. 

Amo. The ſecond bout, to conclude this Weapon. 


, | [ A flowriſh. 

Pha. Good, Bclievs it | 4 Charge. 

Phi. An excellent offer ! 

Cri. This is call'd the ſolemn band ſtring. 

Hed. Foh, that Cringe was not put home. 

Ana. He makes a Face like a ſtab'd Lucrece. 

Aſo. Well, he would needs take it upon him, but 
would I had done it for all this. He makes me fit ftilt\ 
here, hike a Babiown as 1 am. 

Cri. Making villanous Faces. 

Pbs. Sec, the French prepares it richly. 

Cri. I, this is ycleped the /criozs trifle. 

Ana. "Sud, *tis x 6 berſe-ftart out o the brown ud). 

Cri. Rather the Bird-ey'd froke, Sir. Your obſer- 
Vance is too blune, Sir. 

Amo. Judges, award the Prizz. Take breath, Sir. 
This bout hath been laborious. | A flouriſh. 

Aſo. And yet your Critzck, or your Beſſogno, will 
think theſe things toppery, and eafie, now. 

Cri. Or rather mcer Lunacy. For would any reafo- 
nable Creature make, theſe his ſerious Studies and Per- 
fetions 2 Much lefs, only live to theſe ends ? to be the 
falſe Pleaſure of a few, the tru Love of none, and the 
juſt laughter of all ? | 

Hed. We muſt prefer the 2onffeur, we Courtiers muſt 
be partial. 

Ana. Speak, Guardian. Name the Prize, at the bare 
Accoſt. 

Mer. A pair of IWall-ezes in a face forced. + 

Ana. Give the Monſieur. Amurphas bath lolt his Eyes. 

Am. 
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Am». 1! is the Palate of your Judgment down ?/Gen- 
tiles, I do appeal. . 

Aſo. Yes, Maſter, to me. The Judges be Fools. 

Ana. How now, Sir? Tye up your Tongue, Mun- 

ril. He cannot appeal. 

; Aſo. Say you, Sir? 

Ana. Sit you ſtill, Sir. 

Aſo. Why, ſo I do. Do not], I pray you? 

Mer. Remercy, Madam, and theſe honourable Cenfors. 

Zimo. Well, to the ſecond Weapon, The berter Reguard : 
I will encounter you better. Artempr. 

Hed. Sweet Henour, 

Pj. What ſays my good Ambition ? 

Hed. Which take you at this next Weapon? I lay a 
diſcretion, with you, on Amorphus's Head. 

Phi. Why, I take the French-behav'd Gentleman. 

Hed. *Tis done, a diſcretion. 

Cri. A diſcretion ? A pretty Court-wager ! would any 
diſcreet perſon hazard his Wit, fo ? 

Pha. I'll lay a diſcretion with you, Anaides. 

Ana. Hang 'em. Ill not venture a doit of d:{cretion 
on either of their Heads——— 

Cri. No, he ſhould venture all then. 

Ana. 1 like none of their Plays. 

Hed. See, ſee, this is ſtrange play ! 

Ana. "Tis too full of uncertain motion- 
too much. 

Cri. Tis call'd your Court ftaggers, Sir. 

Hed. That ſame fellow talks ſo, now he has a Place. 

Ana. Hang him, negle& him. 

Mer. Your good Ladiſhips affettioned. 

11:f. Gods fo | they ſpeak at this Weapon, Brother ! 

* Aſs, They muſt do 'J Siſter, how ſhould ie be the 

better Reguard, elſe ? | 

Pha. Mc:hinks he did not this reſpectively enough. 

Pbj. Why, the Monſieur but dallies with him. 

Hed. Dallies? *Slight ſee, he'll put him too't, in ear- 
neſt, Well done Amorphas. | 

Ana. That puff was good indeed. + 

Cri. Gods me | This 1s deſperate play. He hits him- 
ſelf o* the Shins. 

Hed. An' he make this good through, he carries it, 
I warrant him. 

Cri. Indced he diſplays his Feet, rarely. 

Hed. Sec, ic; He docs the reſpettive Leere damna- 
bly well. 

Amo. The true idolater of ycur Beauties, ſhall never paſ; 
their Deities unadcred : T reſt your poor Knight. 

Hed. See, now the oblique Leere, or the Fans : He fa- 
tixfies all with that aſpe& moſt nobly. 

Cri. And moſt terribly he comes off: like your Rods- 
mantada. 0 A flouriſh. 

Pha. How like you this Play Anaides ? | 

ina. Good play ; but 'tis too rough and boiſterous. 

ima. | will ſecond it with a ſtroke eaficr, wherein I 
will prove his Language. 

Ana, This is filehy, and grave, now. [A Charye. 

Hed. O, *tis cool and wary Play. We mult not dif- 
grace our own camerade, too much. 

Amo. S:ignora, ho tanto obligo per ye favore reſcinto da 
lei; che veramente deſſidero con tutto i] core, & remunerarla 
in parte : & ſicuratrve ſignora mea cara, che ioſera ſem- 
pre pronto a ſervirla, & honorarla., Baſcio le mane de 0? 
ſignoria. | 

Cri. The Venetian Dop this. 

Pha. Moſt unexſpectedly excellent | The French goes 
down certain. 

Hſo. As Buckets are put down into a Well : 

Or as a ſchool: boy 
Cri. Truſs up your fimile, Tack daw, and obſerve. 
Hed. Now the Monſieur is mov'd. 

Ana. Boe peep. 

H:d. O, moſt antick. 

Cri. The French Suirk, this Sir. 


[ 4 Charge. 
He hobbles 


-_ _ * will over-run her ! 

er. amoyſelle, Fe vondroy que monſtrer mon 

affetion, mais fe ſuis tant mal Puteaſl, ci Fer gt layd, 

C—— Te ne ſcay qui di dire— excuſe moy, F is Fout 0- 
obs A flouriſh. 

Phi. O brave, and ſpirited ! He's a right Fovial;/. 
Phe. No, no: Amorphws's Gravity outways it. 

Cri. And yet your Lady, or your Feather would 
outweigh both. 

Ans. What's the Prize, Lady, at this better Reguard? 
Mor. A Face favourably ſimpring, and a Fan waving. 
Baa Lv, have os doubrfully. Divide. Give the 

ravie Face to the Signior, 1 - 
a gnior, and the Light wave, to the 

Amo. You become the Simper well, Lady, 

Mer. And the Way, better. 

Amo. Now, to our ſolemn Addreſ;. Pleaſe the Well- 

rac'd Philautia to relieve the Lady Sentinel ; ſhe hath 
=- long. 

Pbi, With all my Heart 3 come Guardia ; 7 
— } ian ; reſign your 

Amo. Monſieur, furniſh your ſelf wich what ſolemni- 
ty of Ornament you think fit for this third Weapon ; at 
which you are to ſhew all the cunning of ſtroke your 
Devotion can poflibly deviſe. 

Mer. Let me alone, Sir. I'll ſufficiently decypher your 
amorous Solemnities. Crites, have patience, See, if I 
hit not all their practick obſervance, with which they 
Lime-rwigs, to catch their phantaſtick Lady-birds. 

Cr;. I, but you ſhould do more charitably, to do it 
more openly : that they mighe diſcover themſelves 
mockt in theſe monſtrous Afﬀections. 


Mer. =p where's the Taylor ? [4 Charge. 
Tay. Here, Sir. 
Hed. See, they have their Taylor, Barber, Perfumer, 


Millener, Jeweller, Feather-maker, all in common ! 

Ana. I, this is pretty. 

Amo. Here is a Hair too much, take it off Where 
are thy Mullets ? 

[ They make themſelves ready on the Stage. 

Mer. 1s this Pink of equal proportion to this cut, 
{tanding of this diſtance from it ? 

Tay. That it is, Sir. 

Mer. Is it fo, Sir, you impudent Poultrown? you Slave, 
you Liſt, you Shreds, you 

Hed. Excellent. This was the beſt, yer. 

Ana. Why, we muſt uſe our Taylors thus. This is our 
erue Magnanimity. 

Mer. Come, go to: put on. We muſt bear with you, 
for the times ſake. 

Amo. Is the Perfume rich, in this Jerkin 2? 

Per. Taſt, ſmell 3 I afſure you Sir, pure Beniamin, the 
only ſpirited ſcent, that ever'awak't a Neapolitane Noftril. 
You would wiſh your ſelf all Noſe, for the love on't. I 
frotted a Jerkin, for a new-revenu'd Gentleman, yield- 
ed me Threeſcore Crowns, but this Morning, and the 
ſame Titillation, 

Amo. I favour no ſampſuchine, in it, 

Per. TI am a nulli-fidian, it there be not three thirds of a 
ſcruple more of /ampſuchinum, in this ConfeRion, than 
ever I putin any. ll cell you all the Ingredients, Sir. 

Amo. You ſhall be at 6 to diſcover your ſimple. 

Per. Simple ? why Sir ? what reck' I to whom I dil: 
cover ? I have in it Murk, Crvit, Amber, Phenicobalanus, 
the Decoftion of Turmerick, Seſana, Nard, Spikenard, Ca- 
lamus oduratus, Statte, Opobalſamum, Amemum, Storax, La- 
danum, Aſpalathum, Opopanax, Oenanthe. And what of 
all theſe now ? what are you the better ? Tur, it is the 
ſorting, and the dividing, and the mixing, and the tem- 
pring, and the ſearching, and the decocting, that makes 
the tumigation, and the ſuffumigatiog. 

Amo. Well, induce me with ir. 

Per, I will, Sir. 

Hed. An excellent ConfeRion. 


Cr:. 
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& Cri. And moſt worthy a true Voluptary. Foe ! 
what a Coyl theſe Musk-Worms take, ro purchaſe ano- 
thers delight ? for, themſelves, who bear the Odors, have 
ever the leaſt ſence of them. Yer, I do like better the 

rodigalicy of Jewels, and Clothes, whereof one pal- 
F-ch to a Mans Heirs; the other, at leaſt wears out time. 
This preſently expires, and without continual riot in 
reparation is loft : which wholo ſtrives to keep, iris one 
ſpecial argument to me, that (affecting to ſmell becrer 
than other Men) he doth indeed imell tar worſe. 

Mer. | know, you will fay it fits well, vir. 

Tay. Good faith, if it do not, Sir, let your Miſtreſs be 
udge. | » 
: Mer By Heaven, if my Miſtreſs do nor like ir, Ill 
make no more Conſcience to undo thee, than to undo 
an Oyſter. 

Tay. Believe it, there's ne'ere a Miſtreſs the World 
can miſlike it. 

Mer. No, not Goodwife Taylor, your Miſtreſs ; 
that has only the Judgment co heat your Prefling- 
tool. But for a Curi-MiſtrebG, that ſtudies theſe Deco- 
rums, and knows the proportion of every cut, to a Rair, 
knows why ſuch a Colour is cut upon fuch a Colour, 
and, when a Satten is cut upon fix Taffataes, will look 
that we ſhould diveinto the depth ofthe cut—— Give me 
my Scarfe. Shew ſome Ribbands, firrah. Ha' you the 
Feather. 

Fer. I, Sir. 

Mer. Ha' you the Jewel ? 
> Yes, Ur. 

. What muſt I give for the hire on't ? 
Few. You'll give me ſix Crowns, Sir ? 
. Six Crowns ! By Heaven ewer&x good decd to 
borrow it of thee to ſhew : and never/ler thee have it 
again. 

yg. I hope your Worſhip will nor do (o Sir. 

Mer. By ove, Sir, there be tuch tricks ſtirring, I can 
tell you, and worthily roo. Extorting Knaves, that live 
by theſe Court-decorums, and yet—— What's your Jewel 
worth I pray. 

Few. A hundred Crowns, Sir. 

Mer. A hundred Crowns? And fix for the loan on't 
an hour ? What's that i che hundred for the year ? Theſe 
Impoſtors would not be hang'd ? your Thief is not com- 
parable to *em, by Hercules ; well, put it in, and the Fea 
cher z you will ha't and you ſhall; and the Pox give you! 
good on't. 

Amo. Give me my Contedts, my M/cardini, and place 
thoſe Colours in my Hart. 

Mer. "Theſe are Bolognian Ribbands, I warrant you. 

Mil. In truth, Sir : it they be nor right Granado Silk— 

Mer. A Pox on you, you'll all fay fo. 

Mil. You give me not a Penny, vir. 

Mer. Come Sir, pertume my Dewvant ; May it aſcend, 
like ſolemn Sacrifice, into the Nofjrils of the Queen of Love. 

Hed. Y our French Ceremonies are the belt. 

Ana. Monſieur, Signicr, your ſolemn Addreſs is too long. 
The Ladies long to have you come on. 

Amo. yott, Sir, our coming on isnot fo cafily prepared 
Signior Fig. 

Per. I, vir. 

Amo. Can you help my Complexion, here? 

Per. O yes, vir, | have an excellent mineral Fucus 
for the purpoſe. The Gloves are right, Sir, you ſhall 
bury *em in a Muck-hill, a draught, feven years, and 
take em out, and wath 'em, they ſhall itill retain 
eheir firſt ſcent, true Spaniſh. There's Ambre i the 

Umbre. 

Mer. Your Price, ſweet Fig: 

Per. Give me what you will, Sir : The Signior pays 
= ewo Crowns a pair ; you ſhall give me your Love, 

Ir, 

Mer. My Love? with a Pox to you, Goodman Saſafres. 
Per. I come, Sir. 'Thece's an excellent Diapaſm in a 
Chain too, it you like it. 
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Amo. Stay, what arethe Ingredients to your Fucrs ? 

Per. Nought but Sublimate, and crude "Mercury, Sir, 
well prepar'd and dulcitizd, with the Jaw-bones of a- 
Sow, burnt, beaten, and ſearced. 

Amo. | approve it. Lay it on. 

Mer. It have your Chain of Pomander, firrah ; what's 
your price ? & 

Per. Wee'll agree, Monſieur ; Ill affure you; it was both 
decotted and dryed, where no Sun came, and kepr in 
an Onyx ever fince it was ball'd. =oY 

Mer. Come, mvert my Msftachio, and we have done. 

Amo. "Tis good. 

Bar. Hold ſtill I pray you, Sir. 

Per. Nay the Fucus is exorbitant, Sir. 

Mer. Dcath ! doſt thou burn me, Harlot ? 

Bar, | beſzech you, Sir. 

Mcr. Begger, Varler, Peultroun ? 

Hed. Excellent, excellent ! | 4 flowri[tr 

Ana. Your French Beat is the moſt natural Bear of the * 
World. Z 

Aſo. O that I had plaid at this Weapon. 

Pha. Peace, now thzy come on; the ſecond part. 

” | A Charge. 

Amo. Madam, your Beauties being 1o attractive, 1 
mule you are lett thus alone. 

Phi. Better be alone, Sir, chan ill-accompanied. 

Amo. Nought can be ill, Lady, that can come ncar 
your Goodnels. - | 

Mer. Swcet Madam, on what pare ot you foever a 
man caſts his Eye, he meets with perfe&tion ; you are 
the lively Image of Fenrs, throughout ; all the Grac:: 
{mile in' your Cheeks; your Beauty nourithes, as weil 
as delights ; you have a Tongue ſteept in Honey 3 and a 
Breath like a Panchar : your Breaſts and Forehead are 
whiter than Goats Milk, or May blotioms; a Cloud is 
not fo ſoit as your Skin. 
Hed. Well ſtrook, Monſieur : he charges like a French- 
man indeed, thick, and hotly. 

Mer. Your Cheeks are Czpids Baths, wherein he ufes 
to ſtcep himſelf in Milk and Ne#ar : He do's light all 
his Torches at your Eyes, and inftrudts you how to ſhoor, 
and wound, with the:r Beams. Yet 1 love nothing, in 
you, more than your innocence; you retain- ſo native 
a {implicity, ſo unblan''d a behaviour. Methinks, witi 
{uch a Love, I ſhould find no Head, nor Foot of my 
pleaſure : You are the very Spirit of a Lady. 
ina. Fair play, Monſieur you are too hot on the Quar- 
Ny. Give your Competitor Audience. 

| Amo. TaGy, how ſtirring foever the Mecnfiewrs Tongue 
is, he will lie by your {;de, more Cull than your Eunzch, 

ina. A gooditroke ; that mouth was excellently pit 

over. 

Amo. You are fair, Lady 

Cri. You offer foul, S:gnior, to cloſe, keep your di- 
ſtance ; tor all your brave rampant here. 

Amo. 1 ſay you are tair, Lady, let your choice be fir, 
as you are fair, 

Mer. I ſay, Ladies do never believe they are fair, cill 
ſome Fool begins to dote upon *em. 

Pbi. You play too rough, Gentlemen. | A Flaſh 

Amo. Your Frenchified Fool is your only Fool, Lady : 
I do yield ro-this honowable Monſieur, in all civil, and 
human Courtetic. 

Mer. Buz. 

na. Admirable. Give him the Prize. Give him the 
t Prize ; that mourh, again, was moſt courtly hit, and rare. 
Zimo. | knew 1 ſhould paſs upon him with the bitter Bcb, 
Hed. O, but the Rewer/e was (ingular. 

Pia. It was moſt fubtile, Amorphous. 

Alſo. It I had dont, it ſhould have b:zen betrer. 
Mer. How heartily chey applaud this, Cres ! 
Cri. You ſuffer 'em too long. 

Mer. Vl cake off their edge inſtantly. 

ina. Name the Prize, at the ſclemn Addreſs. 
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Phi, Two Lips wagging. 

Cri. And never a wiſe Word ; I take it. 

Ana. Give to Amorphus. And, upon him again ; let 
him not draw free breath. 

Amo. Thanks fair Deliverer, and my honourable 
Judges; Madam Phantaſte, you arc our worthy object 
at this next Weapon. 

Pha. Moſt covetingly ready, Amorphar. 

Hed. Y our Monſieer 1s creſt-faln. 

Ana. .S0 are moſt of *em once a year. 

Amo. You will ſee, I ſhall now give him the gentle der, 
preſently, he forgetting to ſhite the Colours, which are 
now chang'd with alteration of the Miſtreſs. At your 
laſt Weapon, Sir. The perfett Cloſe. Set forward, intend 
your approach, Monſieur. [A Charge 

Atr.*Tis yours Sizmior. 

Amo. With your example, Sir. 

Mer. Not I, vir. 

imo. It is your right. 

Mer. By no poſhble means. 

Amo. You have the way. 

Mer. As I am Noble 

Amo. As | am Virctuous—— 

Aer. Pardon me, Sir. 

Amo, | will die firſt. 

Mer. You are a Tyrant in Courteſie. 

Amo. He is remov'd—— Judges, bear witneſs: 

{ Amorphus ſtays the other on bis moving. 

Mer. What of that, Sir ? 

Amo. Y ou are remov'd, Sir. 

Aer. Well. 

Amo. I challenge you ; you have recciv'd the Dor. Give 
me the Prize. 

Mer. Soft, Sir. How the Dor ? 

Amo. The common Miſtreſs, you ſee is changed. 

Ar. Right, Sir. 

Amo. And you have ſtill in your Hat the former Colours. 

Mer. You lye, Sir, I have none : I have pull'd *em 
out» I meant to play diſcolour'd. 


Cri. The Der, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor ! the | 


palpable Dor. { A Flouriſh. 

Ana. Heart of my Blood, Amorphas, what ha* you done ? 
ſtuck a diſgrace upon us all, and at your laſt Weapon ? 

Aſo. I could have done no more. 

Hed. By Heaven, it was molt unfortunate luck. 

Ana. Luck! by that Candle, it was meer raſhneſs, and 
overſight ; would any Man have ventured to play ſo open 
and forfſake his Ward ? Dani” me if he have nor eternal- 
nally nndone himſelf, in Court 3 and diſcountenanc'd 
us, that were his main countenance, by it. 

Amo. Forgive it now, Ie was the Soleci/m of my Stars. 

Cri, "The ring by the Hand, and the Banquet, 1s ours, 

Ar, O, here's a Lady feels like a Wench of the firſt 
year; you would think her Hand did melt in your 
t01:ch; and the Bones of her fingers ran out at length, 
whien you preſt 'em, they are ſo gently delicate ! He that 
hat the grace eo print a kiſs on theſe Lips, ſhould taſte 
Wine, and Role leaves. O, ſhe kiſles as cloſe as a Cockle. 
Let's rake *&m down, as deep as our Hearts, Wench, eill 
our very Souls mix. Adieu, Signior : Good faith I ſhall 
drink to you at Supper, Sir. 

Hina. Stay, Monſieur. Who awards you the Prize. 

Cri. Why, his proper merit, Sir : you ſee he has plaid 
down your grand Garb-malſter, here. 

Ana. "That's not in your Logick to determine, Sir: you 
are no Courtier. This is none of your ſeven, _ 
beggerly Sciences, but a certain myſtery above'em where- 
in we that have Skill muſt pronounce, and not ſuch freſh- 
men as vou are. 

Cri. Indeed, I muſt declare my ſelf to you no profeſt 
Cnurtling ; nor to have any excellent ſtroke, at your 
ſubtil Weapons: yet if you pleale, I dare venture a hit 
with you, or your tzllow, Sir Dageret, here. 

#Zina. With me £ 

C73. Yes, Sur. 


Ana. Heart, I ſhall never have ſuch a fortune to ſave 
my felf in a fellow again, and your ewo Reputations, 
Gentlemen, as in this. ll undertake him. 
Hed. Do, and ſwinge him ſoundly, good Anaides. 
Ana. Let me alone, Ill play other manner of play, than 
has been ſeen yet. I would the Prize lay owe. 

Mer. It ſhall it you will, I forgive my righe. 

Ana. Are you fo confident? what's your Weapon ? 

Cri. At any, I, vir. 

Mer. The perfett cloſe, that's now the beſt. 

Ana. Content PII pay your {cholarity. Who offers ? 

Cri. Marry, that will I : I dare- give you that ad- 
vantage too. 

Ana. You dare? Well, look to your liberal Skonce. 

Amo. Make your p!zy, ftill, upon the anſwer, Sir. 

Ana. Hold your Peage, you are a Hobby-horle. 

Aſo. Sit by me, Maſter. 

Mer. Now Crites ſtrike home. 

Cri. You ſhall ſce me undo the afſur'd Swaggerer with 
a trick, inſtantly: I will play all his own Play before 
him 3 court the Wench in his Garb, in his Phraſe, wich 
his Face 3 leave him not fo much as a Look, an Eye, a 
Stalk, or an impertect Oath, $0 expreſs himſelf by, at- 
ter me. _A Charge. 

Mer. Excellent, Crites. 

Ana. When begin you, Sir ? Have you conf\ltcl ? 

Cri. To your colt, Sir ; which is the Prer+ itands forth 
tobe courted ? O, are you ſhe ? Well, Main, or fivece 
Lady, it is fo, I do love you in fome fore, Jo you con 
ceive? and though I am no Monſieur, nor no Sncer, 
and do want (as they ſay) Logick and Sopbiſtry, and good 
Words, to tell you why it is fo; yet by this Hand, and 
by that Candle it is ſo: And though i bo no Book- 
worm, nor one that deals by Art, to give you Fhetorick 
and Cauſes, why it ſhould be fo, or make it goo! it is ſo. 


yet dam me, but I know it is fo, and am d it is fo, 
and I and my Sword ſhall make it appear it is ſo; and 
give you reaſon ſufficient how it can be no otherwiſe, 


but fo—— 
Hed. "Slight Anaides, you are mockt 3 and fo we are 
all. 

Mer. How now, Signior ! What ſuffer your ſelf to be 
couzen'd of your Courtſhip, before your Face ? 

Hed. This is plain Confederacy, to diſgrace us : Let's 
be gone, and plot ſome revenge. 

Amo. When men diſgraces ſhare, 

The leſſer is the care, 

Cri. Nay, ſtay, my dear Ambition, I can do you over too 
You that tell your Miſtreſs, Her Beauty is all compos'd. 
of theft : her Hair ſtole from Apollo's Goldy-locks ; her 
White and Red, Lillics and Roſes ſtoln out of Paradiſ: ; 
her Lycs ewo Stars, pluckt from the Sky ; her Noſe the 
Gnomon of Loves Dial, that tells you how the Clock of 
your Heare goes: And for her other parts, as you cannot 
reckon 'e1n, _— {y many 3 {ov you cannot recount 
them, they are fo maniteſt. Yours, if his own, unfortu- 
nate Hozden, in ltead ol Hedon. 

Aſo. Siſter come away, [ cannot endure *em longer, 

| A Hlouriſh, 

Mer. Go Dors, and you, my Midam Courting ſtocks, 
Follow your ſcorned. and derided Mates; 

Tell to your guilty Breaſts, what mcer gilt Blocks 
You are, and how unworthy humane ſtates. 

Cri. Now, Sacred God of Wit, it you can make 
Thoſe, whom our ſports tax in thele apith Graces, 

Kiſs (like the fighting Snakes) your Peaceful Rod ; 
Theſe times (hall canonize you tor a God, 

Mer. Why Crites, think you any noblc Spirit, 
Or any, worth the title of a Man, 

Will be incens'd to ſee the inchanced Vails 

Of Self-conceit, and ſervile Flutrery, 

(Wrapt in ſo many Folds, by time and cuſtom) 
Drawn from his wronged, and bewitched Eyes ? 
Who ſees not now their ſhape, and nakednels, 
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Is blinder than the Son of Earth, the Mole ; 
Crown'd with no more Humanity, nor Soul. 

Cri. Though they may ſee it, yet the huge Eſtate 
Phanſie, and Form, and ſenſual Pride have gotten, 
Will make them bluſh for anger, not for ſhame, 
And turn ſhewn Nakednefs to Impudence. 
Humour is now the Teſt we try things in: 

All Power is juſt : Nought. chat delights is Sin. 
And yet the Zeal of every-knowing Man 

with Hills of Tyranny, caſt on Vertue 
By che light Phant'ſies of Fools, thus tranſported) 
Cannot bur vent the e/£rna of his Fires, 
Teenflame beſt Boſoms wich much worthier Love 
Than of theſe outward and effeminate Shades ; 
That theſe vain joys, in which their Wills conſume 
Such Powers of Wir and Soul as are of force 
To raiſe their Beings to Eternity, 
May be converted on Works firting Men: 
And, for the practice of a forced Look, 
An antick Geſture, or a fuſtian Phraſe, 
Seudy the native frame of a true Heart, 
An inward Comlineſs of Bounty, Knowledge, 
And Spicit, that may conform them actually 
To Gods high Figures, which they have in power ; 
Which to neglect for a ſelf loving neatnefs, 
Is Sacrilege of an unpardon'd greatneſs. | 

Mer. Then ler the Fruch of theſe things ſtrengthen thee, 
In chy exempr, and only Man-like Courſe; 

Like it the more, the lels it is reſpected : 
Though Men fail, Vertue is by Gods protected. 
See, here comes Arete, I'll withdraw my felt. 


AR V. Scene V. 


Arete, Cries. 


Rites, you muſt provide ſtrait for a Mask, 
"Tis Cynthis's pleaſure. Cri. How, bright Arete ! 
Why, *ewere a Labour more for Hercules ; 
Better and ſooner durſt I undertake 
To make the different Szaſons of the Year, 
The Winds, or Elements, to ſympathize, 
Than their unmeaſurable Vanity 
Dance truly in a Meaſure. They agree ? 
What though all Ccncord's born of Contraries ? 
So many Follies will Confuſion prove, 
And like a fort of jarring Inſtruments, 
All out of tune ; becaule (indeed) we ſee 
There is not that Analogy 'twixt Diſcords, 
As between things but meerly oppoſite. 
Are. There is your Error ; For as Hermes Wand 
Charms the Diſorders of tumultuous Ghoſts ; 
And as the Strife of Chaos then did ceaſe, 
When better Light than Nature's did arrive : 
So, what could never in it ſelf agree, 
Forgerteth the Eccentrick Property, 
And at her ſight eurns forthwich Regular, 
Whoſe Scepter = the flowing Ocean : 
And though it did nor, yet the moſt of them 
(Being either Courtiers, or not wholly rude) 
Reſpet of Majeſty, the Place, and Preſence, 
Will keep then wichin Ring, eſpecial 
When they are not preſented as themlelyes, 
But mask'd like others: For (in troth)) nor fo 
T'* incorporate them, could be nothing elſe, 
Than like a State ungovern'd, without Laws, 
Or Body made of nothing but Diſeaſes : 
The one, through Impotency poor and wretched 3 
The other, for the Anarchy abſurd. | 
Cri. Bur, Lady, tor the Revellers themſelves, 
It would be better (in my poor conceit) 
That others were emplo fy for ſuch as are 
Unfit to be in Cyntbia's Court, can ſeem 
No lefs unfit to be in Cynrbia's Sports. 


« Bounty is wrong'd, —_— as due ; 


Are. That, Cries, is not purpoſed without 
Particular knowledge of the Goddeſs Mind, 
(Who holding true Intelligence, what Follies 
Had crept into her Palace) ſhe refolv'd 
Of Sports and Triumphs, under that 
To have them muſter in their Pomp and Fulneſs, 
That fo ſhe might more ſtridtly, and to root, 
Effe& the Reformation ſhe intends. 

Cri. I now conceive her Heavenly drift in all, 
And will apply my Spirits to ſerve her Will. 

O thou, the very Power by which I am, 

And bur for which, it were in vain to be, 
Chief next Diana, Virgin, Heavenly fairy 
Admired Arete, (of them admir'd 

Who Souls are not enkindled by the Senſe) 
Diſdain not my chaſte Fire, bur feed the Flame 


| Devored truly to thy gracious Name. 


Are. Leave to ſuſpe& us: Crites well ſhall find 
As we are now moſt dear, well prove moſt kind. 
Heark, I am cad. Cr. I follow inſtantly. 
Phebus Apollo, it with ancient Rites, 

And due Devotions, I have ever hung ' 
Elaborate P.zans on thy golden Shrine, 

Or ſung thy Triumphs in a lofty Strain, 

Fit for a Theatre of Gods co hear ; 

And thou, the other Son of mighty Fove, 
Cyllenian Mercury ({weet Mais's Joy) 

If in the butie Tumules of the Mind, 

My Path thou ever haſt illumined, 

For which thine Alcars I have oft pertum'd, 
And deckt thy Statues with diſcolour'd Flowers : 
Now thrive Invention in this glorious Court, 
That not of Bounty only, but of Right, 
Cynthia may grace, and give it Life by light. 


A&t V. Scene VL 


Heſperus, Cynthia, Arete, Time, Phroneſu, Thaums. 
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Ueen, and Huntreſs, chaſte and fair, 
Now the Sun « laid to ſleep, 
Seated in thy Sibver Chair, 
State in wonted manner keey : 
Helſperus entreats thy Light, 
Goddeſs excellently bright. 


Earth, lat not thy envious Shade 
Dare it ſelf to mterpoſe ; 

Cynthia's ſhining Orb was made 
Heaven to clear, when Day did cloſe : 
Bleſi us then with wiſhed Sight, 

Goddeſ: excellently bright. 


Lay thy Bow of Pearl apart, 

And thy Cryſtal ſhin ing Bui 

Give wnto the flying Hart 

Space to breath, how ſhort | ſoever : 
Thow that moR'f a Day of Night, 
Goddeſs excellently bright. 


Cyn. When hath Diana, like an envious Wretch, 
That glicrers only to hjs ſoothed (elf, 
Denying to the World the precious Uſe 
Of hoarded Wealth, with held her friendly Aid ? 
Monchly we ſpend our ſtill-repaired Shine, 
And not torbid our Virgin-waxen Torch 
To burn and blaze, while Nutriniene doth laſt : 
That once conſum'd, out of Fove's Treaſury 
A new we take, and ſtick ic in our Sphere, 
To give the mutinous kind of wanting Men 
Their lookt-for Light. Yet what is their Deſert ? 


« Mortal 


g0 
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« Mortals can challenge not a Ray, by right, 

« Yet do exped the whole of Cynbis's Light. 
Bur if that Deities withdrew their Gifts 

For humane Follies, what could Men deſerve 
But Death and Darkneſs ? It bzhoves the High, 
For their own ſakes, to do things worthily. 


Are. Moſt true, moſt ſacred Goddeſs for the Heavens 


Receive no good of all the good they do : 
Nor Fever, nor you, nor other Heavenly Powers, 
Are ted with Fumes which do from Incenſe riſe, & 
Or Sacrifices reeking in their Gore z 
Yet, for the Care which you of Mortals have, 
(Whoſe proper good it is that they be fo) 
You ol are pleas'd with Odours redolent : 
But ignorant is all che Race of Men, 
Which ſtill complains, not knowing why, or when, 
Cyn, Elſe, Noble Arete, they would not blame, 
Ar tax, or tor unjuſt, or for as proud, 
Fav, Cymbia, in the things which are indeed 
he greateſt Glorics in our ary Crown ; 
Such is our Chaſtity, which fafely ſcorns 
(Not Lowe, for who more fervently doth love 
Immortal Honout, and divine Renown ? 
But) giddy Cupid, Venws frantick Son, 
Yet, Arete, if by this veiled Lighe 
We but diſcover'd (what we not diſcern) 
Any the leaſt of Imputations ſtand 
Ready to ſprinkle our unfported Fame | 
With note of Lightneſs, from theſe Revels near ; 
Nor, for the Empire of the Univerſe, | 
Should Night, or Court, this whatſoever ſhine, 
Or Grace of ours unhappily enyoy. 
** Place and Occaſion are two privy Thieves, 
« And from poor innocent Ladies often ſteal 
« (The beſt of things) an honourable Name : 
* To ſtay with Follies, or where Faults may be, 
* Infers a Crime, although the Party free. 
Are, How Cynthian-ly (that is, how worthily 
And like her felf) the matchlefs Cynthia ſpeaks ! 
Infinite Jcalouſics, infinite "woths a 
Do watch about the true Virginity : 
But Fhzbe lives tiom all, not only Fault, 
But as from Thought, ſo from Suſpicion free. 
« Thy Preſence Broad-ſcals our Delights for pure ; 
© What's done in Cynthia's ſight, 15 done ſecure. 
Cyn. That then fo anſwer d (deareſt Arete) 
What th' Argument, or of what ſort our Sports 
Are like to. be this night, I noe demand. 
Nothing which Duty, and deſire to pleaſe 
Bears written in the Forehead, comes amils. 
But unto whoſe Invention muſt we owe 
The Complement of this Nights Furniture ? 
Are. Excellent Goddeſs, to a Man's, whoſe Worth 
(Wirhour Hyperbole) I thus may praiſe ; 
One (at leaſt) ſtudious of deſerving well, 
And (to ſpeak truth) indeed deſerving well. 
« Porential Merit ſtands for actual, 
« Where only Opportunity doth want, 
« Not 
- One whom the Aces and Minerva love. 
For whom ſhould they, than Crites, more eſteem, 
Whom Pheb:s (though not Furtune) holdeth dear ? 
And (which convinceth Excellence in him) 
A principal Admirer of your felt. 
Even through th* ungentle Injurics of Fate, 
And Difficulties, which do Vertue choak, _ 
Thus much of him appears. What other things 
Of farther note do lie unborn in him, 
Them I do leave for cheriſhment to ſhew,- 
And for a Goddeſs graciouſly to judge. 
Cyn. We have already judg'd him, Arete ; 
Nor are we ignorant, how noble Minds 
Suffer too much through thoſe Indignities 
Which Times and vicious Perſons caſt on them. 


ll, nor Power ; both which in him abound. 


| 
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Our ſelf have ever vowed to eſteem 

(As Vertue for it ſelf, ſo) Fortune baſe ; 

Who's firſt in Worth, the ſame be firſt in Place. 
Nor farther notice ( Arete) we crave 

Than thine Approvals, ſovereign Warranty : 
Ler't be thy Care to make us known to him; 


* Cynthia ſhall brighten-what the World made dim, 


A V. . Scene VII 


The Firſt Maſque. 
Cupid, like Anteros, 


[ To them, 


Lear Pearl of Heaven, and, not to be farther am- 
blelous in Titles, Cynthia : The Fame of this illu+ 
ſtrious Night, among others, hath alſo drawn theſe four 


fair Virgins from the Palace of their 


GW Pe 


which makes no ſufficient difference 


rfettion, 


'ewixt 


hers and thine) to viſit thy Imperial Court : For ſhe, 


find 
rn to 


their ray nd not where to dwell 
retu 


Men, before 


am 


caven, adviſed them who 


ly to conſecrate themſelves to thy Celeſtial Service, as 


in whoſe clear Spirit (the proper Element and 
of Vertue) t rin behold 
ever-honour'd 


themſelves) to live int 


Sphere 


ſhou not her alone, (theig 
_ themſelves ( more truly 
oniz'd. Her ſelf would have 


commended them unto thy Favour more particularly, 
but that ſhe knows no Commendation is more availab 

with thee, than that of proper Vertue. Nevertheleſs, ſhe 
will'd them to preſent this Cryſtal Adound, a Note of 
Monarchy, and Symbol of Perie&tion, to thy more 
worthy Deity ; which, as here by me they moſt humbl 

do, ſo amongſt the Rarities thereof, that is the chiet, 
to ſhew whatſoever the World hath excellent, howſo- 
ever remote and various. But your irradiate Jud t 


will ſoon diſcover the Secrets of this little 


World. Themſelves (to appear more plainly) becauſe, 


they know nothing more odious than falſe Pretexts, 


have choſen to expreſs their ſeveral Qualities thus in (e- 


veral Colours. 

The firſt, in Citron Colour, is Natural Afﬀeition, 
given us to procure our Good, is ſometime called 
and as every one is neareſt to himſelf, ſo this 


which N 


Storge ; 


Hand- 


maid of Reaſon , allowable Self-love, as it is without 
harm, ſo are none without it: Her Place in the Court 
of Perfe&tion was to quicken Minds in the purſuit of 
Honour. Her Device is a Perpendicular Level, upon a 
Cube or Square ; the Word, Se ſuo Module; alluding 
to that true Meaſure of ones ſelf, which as every one 


ought to make, ſo is it moſt conſpicuous in thy 
Example. 

The ſecond, in Green, is Aglaia, deleffable and 
Converſation, whoſe Property 15 to move a kind! 
and ſometime not without Laughter : Her Office 


divine 


aſant 
ligh, 


to en- 


certain Afſemblies, and keep Societies together with fair 
Familiarity. Her Device, within a Ring of Clouds, a 
Heart with Shine about it ; the Word, Curarum Nubila Pelle: 


Sky than her fair Mirth the Hearr. 


An Allegory of —_— Light, which no leſs clears the 


e third, in the diſcolour'd Mantle ſpangled all over, 
is Euphantaſte, a well-conceited Wittineſs, and employ'd in 


honouring the Court with the Riches of her pure 
tion. Her Device, upon a Petaſas or Mercur! 


Inven- 


Hat, a Creſ- 


cent ; the Word, Sic Laws Ingen, inferring, that the praiſe 
and glory ot Wit doth ever increaſe, as doth thy growing 


Moon. 


The fourth, in White, is Apbeleia, a Nymph as pure and 
ſimple as the Soul, or as an Abraſe Table, and is therefore 
called Simplicity; without Folds, without Pleights, wich- 
out Colour, without Counterfeit 3 and (to ſpeak plainly) 
Plainneſs it 1clf, HerDevice is no Device. The Word under 


her Silver Shield, Omns abeſt Fucus; alluding to hy ow 


lefs ſelf, who art as far from Impucity as fron:Mo 


y 
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My ſelf ( Celeſtial Goddeſs ) more fit for the Court 
of C»»hia than the Arbors of Cytberee, am caltld | Ante- 
r-s, or Loves Enemy ; the more welcome therefore to thy 
Court, and the fitter ro conduct this Quaternion, who as 
they are thy profeſſed Votaries, and tor that cauſe ad- 
verſarics to Love, yet thee ( —_——_ Virgen ) they both 

Y. 


love, and vow to love eternally 


A&t V. Scene VIIL 


Cymihia, Arete, Crites. 


Or without wonder, nor withour delight, 
Mine Eycs have view'd ( in Contemplationsdepeh) 
This work of Wir, divine and excellent : 
What ſhape, what ſubſtance, or what unknown power 
In Virgins habie, crown'd with Lawrel Leaves, 
And Olive Branches woven in between, 
On Sea-gire Rocks, like to a Goddeſs ſhines ? 
O Front! O Face ! O all Cxleltial ſure, 
And more than mortal! Arete, behold 
Another Cynthia, and another Queen, 
Whoſe glory ( like a laſting Plenilune ) 
Szems ignorant of what it is to warfe. 
Nor under Heaven an obje& could be found 
More fic to pleale. Let Crites make approach. 
Bounty forbids to pall our thanks with ſtay, 
Or to defer our favour, after view : 
« The time of grace is, when the cauſe is new. 
Are. Lo, here the Man ( Celeftial Delia ) 
Who ( like a Circle bounded in it felf ) 
Contains as much as Man in fulne(s may. 
Lo, here the Man, who not of uſual Earth, 
But of that nobler and more precious mould 
Which Phebws ſelf doth temper, is compos'd ; 
And, who (though all were wanting to reward ) 
Yet, to himſelf he would not wanting be: 
Thy favours gain is his ambitions moſt, 
And labours ; who (humble in his heighe ) 
Stands fixed filent in thy | no light. 
Cyn. With no leſs pleaſure, than we have beheld 
This precious Cryſtal work of rareſt wit, 
Our Eye doth read thee (now enſtil'd ) our Crites ; 
Whom learning, vertue, and our favour laſt, 
Exempteth from the gloomy multicude. 
* With common Eye the Supreme ſhould not ſee. 
Hence-forth be Ours, the more thy ſelf to be. 
Cri. Heav'ns pureſt light, whoſe Orb may be eclips'd, 
Bur not thy Praiſe ; ( divineſt Cynthia ) 
How much too narrow for ſo high a grace, 
Thine ( ſave therein) the moſt unworthy Crites 
Doxh find himfelt! For ever ſhine thy fame; 
Thine honours ever, as thy beauties do ; 
In me they muſt, my dark Worlds chiefelt Lights, 
By whoſe propitious Beams my powers are rais'd 
To hope ſome part of thoſe moſt lofty Points, 
Which bleſſed Arete hath pleas'd to name, 
As marks, to which my *ndeavours ſteps ſhould bend: 
Mine, as begun at thee, in thee mult end. 


A& V. Scene IX. 
The Second Maſque. 


Mercury, as a Page. 


=” of Phebws, to whoſe bright Orb we owe, that 
we not complain of his abſence; Theſe four Brethren 
( tor they are Brethren, and Sons of Eutaxia, a Lady 
known, and highly belov'd of your reſplendent Deity ) 
not able to be abſent, when Cynbie held, a Solemnity, 
officiouſly infinuate themiclves into thy pretence : For, 
as there 'are jour Cardinal Vertues, upon which tho 


whole Frame of the Court doth move, fo are thels | 


tl. COD 


the four Cardinal properties, without which, the body 
of Complement moveth not. With thee four Silver 
Javelins ( which they bear in their Hands ) they fup- 
pore in. Princes Courts the ſtate of the Preſence, as by 
office they are obliged; which, though here they may 
ſeem ſaperfluous,, yer for honours ſake, they thus pre- 
lume to viſit thee, having alſo been employ'd in the 
Palace of Queen Perfefion. And though to them that 
would make themſelves gracious to a Goddeſs, Sacritices 
were fitter than Prefencs, or Impreſſe;, yer they borh 
= = thy Favour, and (in place of either) aſe ſeveral Sym- 
bols, containing the Titles of thy Imperial Dignity, 

Firſt, the hithermoſt, in the changeable blue and 
green Robe, is the commendably-fathion'd Gallant, 
Encoſmor; whoſe Courtly Habit is the grace of the Pre- 
lence , and delighe of the ſurveying Lye : whom La- 
dies underſtand by the names of Near and El-ganc, His 
Symbol is Dive Virgini, in which he would expel thy 
Deities principal Glory , which hath ever been Vite 
ginity, 

The Second, in the rich Accoutrement, and Robe of 
Purple, empaled with Gold, is Eupath-s; who cnertains 
his mind with an harmleſs, but not incurious variety : 
All the objects of his Senſes are Sumptuous, himizlt a 
Gallant, that, without exceſs, can make ule of tfuper- 
fluity, go richly in Embroideries ,: Jewels, and what 
not ? without vanity, and fare delicately, without glut- 
tony : and therefore-( not without cauſe ) is univerfally 
thoughe to be of fine, humour. His Symbol is, Dive 
Optime ; an Attribute to exprefs thy Goodnels, in which 
thou ſo reſembleſt Fove thy Father. 

The Third, in the bluſh-colour'd Suit, is Euto/mos, as 
duly reſpeQing others, as never neglecting himſelf; com- 
monly known by the Title of goed Audacity : to Courts, 
and courtly Aſſemblies, a Guett moſt acceptable. His 
Symbol is, Dive Viragini ; to expreſs thy hardy cou- 
rage, in chaſe of ſavage Beaſts, which harbour in Woods 
and Wilderneſles. 

The Fourth, in watchet Tinſel, is the kind and truly 
benifique Excclos ; who imparteth not without reſpect, 
but yet withour d:thculty ; and hath the happineſs to 
make every kinUneſs ſeem double, by che timely and 
freely beſtowing thereof. He is the chiet of them, who 
( by the vulgar ) are aid to be of good nature. Fiis 
Symbol is, Dive Maxime; an Adjunct to lignitis 
thy Greatnel(s, which in Heaven, Earth, and Hell is for- 
midable. 


A&t V. Scene X. 
The Maſques joyn, and they dance. 
Cupid, Mercury. ' 


FP not that Amorphus, the traveller ? 
Mer. As though it were not! do you not ſee how 
his Legs are in travel with a meaſure ? 

Cup. Heden, thy Maſter is next. 

: Mer. What, will Cupid turn Nomenclator , and ciy 
them ? 

Cup. No faith, but I have a Comedy toward, that 
would not be loſt for a Kingdom. 

Mer. In good time, for Cup:4 will prove the Comedy. 

Cup. Mercery, | am {tudying how to match chem. 

Mer. How to miſ-match them were harder. 

Cup. They are the Nymphbs muſt do ic ; I ſhall ſport 
my felt with their Paflions above mcafure. 

Mer. Thoſe Nymphs would be canr'd a little, indeed ; 
but 1 fear thou haſt not Arrows tor clic purpoſe. 

Cup. O, yes, here be of all forts, Flights, Rovers, and 
Bur thafis Bur I can wound with a Brandiſh, and never 
draw Bow tor the matter. 

- Mer. I cannot bur believe it, my inviſible Archer, and 


yet methinks you arc teCious. 
N 2 Cup. It 
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Cup. It bchoves me to be ſomewhat circumſpedct, Mer- 
eury ; for it Cynthia hear the twang of my Bow, ſhell 
go neer to whip me with the ſtring : therefore, to pre- 
vent that, I thus diſcharge a brandiſh upon— ic makes 
no matter which of the couples. Phanta#te, and Amor- 
pbus, at you. 

Mer. Will the ſhaking of a Shaft ſtrike 'em into ſuch 
a Fever of Aiſection ? | 

Cup. As well as the winck of an Eye: but I pray thee, 
hinder me not with thy pratcle. 

Mer. Fote forbid I hinder thee. Marry, all that 1 
fear, is Cynbia's preſence; which, wich the cold of her 
Chaſtity, caſteth ſuch an Amtiperiſts/is about the place, 
that no heart of thine will tarry with the Patient. ; 

Cup. It will tarry the rather, for the Antiperiftaſis will 
keep it 1n- 

Mer. | long to ſee the experiment. 

Cup. Why, their Marrow boils already, or they are all 
turn'd Eunuchs. 

Mer. Nay, and't be fo, T'll give over ſpeaking, and be 
a ſpeator only. [ The firſt ſtrain done. 

Amo. Cynthia ( by my bright Soul) is a right exqui- 
fite, and ſplendidious Lady ; yet Amorphas, I think, hath 
ſeen more Faſhions, I am ſure more Countries: but whe- 
ther I have, or not, whether need we gaze on Cynthia, 
thar have our ſelf to admire? 

Pha. O, excellent Cynthia ! yet if Phantaſte fate where 
ſhe does, and had fuch Attire on her Head ( for At- 
tire can do much) I ſay no more but Goddeſſes 
are Goddeſſes, and Phantaſte is as ſhe is! I would the 
R-vels were done once, I might go to my School of 
Gi\als again, and learn to do my felt right after all this 
ruftling. 

Mer. Hiw now, Curid ? here's a wonderful change 
wich your brandifh: do you not hear how they dote? 

C:p. Whar Prodigie is this? no word of Love? no 
mention ? no motion 2? 

Mer. Not a word, ny little Jens fate, not a word. 

Cup. Are my Darts inchanted ? Is their vigour gone? 
is their Vertue 

Mer. What ? Cupid turn'd jealous of himfelf ? ha, ha, ha. 

Cup. Laughs Mercury ? 

Mer. Is Cupid angry ? 

Cup. Hath he nor cauſe, when his purpoſe is ſo de- 
luded ? - 

Mer. A rare Comzdie, it ſhall be inticuled, Cupid:, 

Cup. -Do not ſcorn us, Hermes. 

Mer. Choler, and Cupid, are two fiery things 3 I ſcorn 
'em not. Bur I ſee that come to paſs, which I preſag'd 
in the bzginning. i 

Cup. You cannot tell: perhaps the Phyſick will not 
work ſo ſoon upon ſome, as upon others. It may be, 
the reſt are not fo reſty. 

Mer. Ex ungwe ; you know the old adage, as theſe, ſo 
are the remainder. ; 

Cup. Vil ery : this is the ſame Shafe with which I 
wounded Argurion, 

Mer. 1, but let me fave you a labour, Cupid : there 
were certain Bottles of Water fetcht, and drunk off 
(ſince that time ) by theſe Gallants, 

Cup. ove, {trike mc into Earth ; the Fountamm of ſelf- 
Love ! 

Mer. Nay, faint not, Cupid. 

Cup. I remembred it not. 

Mer. Faith, it was ominous to take the name of An- 
rteres upon you, you know not (what Charm or Inchant- 
ment hes in the word : you faw, I durſt not venture up- 
on any device, in our preſentment, bur was content 
to be no other than a ſimple Page. Your Arrows pro- 
perties ( to keep decorum ) Cupid, are ſured ( it ſhould 
ſeem ) ro the nature of him you perlonace. 

Cup. Indignity not to be born. 

Aer. Nay rather, an attempr to have been forborn. 

Cp. How might I revenge my felt on this inſulting 


Mercary ? there's Crites, his minion, he has not taſted of 
this Water. It ſhall be ſo; Is Crites turn'd dotard on 
himſelf too ? [ The ſecond Strain, 

Mer. That follows not, becauſe. the Venome of your 
Shafts cannor pierce him, Cupid. 

Cup. As though there were one Antidote for theſe 3 
and another for him. | 

Mer. As though there were not ; or as if one cffet 
might not ariſe of -divers cauſgs? What ſay you to 
Cymbia, Arete, Phroneſir, Time, and others there ? 

Cup. They are Divine. 

Mer. And Crites aſpires to be fo. 

Cup. But that ſhall not ſerve him. 

Mer. Tis like to do it, at this time. But Capid is 
pou too Ccovetous, that will not ſpare one of a mul- 
ticude, | 

Cup. One is more than a multitude. [The third fraiw. 

Mer. Aretes favour makes any one Shot-proof againſt 
thee, Cupid, I pray thee, light Hony-bee, remember 
thou art not now in Adons Garden; bur in Cynthia's pre- 
ſence, where Thorns lie in Garriſon about the Roſes. 
Soft Cynthia ſpeaks. 


Ae V. Scene XL. 
Cynthia, Arete, Crites, Maſquers. 


Bm and Gallants of our Court, to end, 

And give atimely period to our Sports, 

Let us conclude them with declining Night ; 

Our Empire is but of the darker half 

And if you judge it any recompence 

For your fair pains, thave carn'd Dians's thanks ; 

Diana grants them : and beſtows their Crown 

To gratifie your acceptable Zeal. 

For you are they, that not (as ſome have done ) 

Do cenſure us, as too ſevere and fowre, 

But as ( more rightly ) gracious to the good ; 

Although we not deny, unto the proud, 

Or the prophane, perhaps indeed auſtere : 

For 1o A# on, by preſuming far, 

Did (to our grief) incur a Fatal doom; 

And fo, ſwoln Niobe ( comparing more 

Than he preſum'd ) was trophzcd into Stone. 

But are we therefore judged too extreme ? 

Seems it no crime, to enter ſacred Bowers, 

And hallowed Places, with impure aſpeR, 

Moſt lewdly to pollute ? Seems it no crime, 

To brave a Deity ? Let Mortals learn 

To niake Religion of offending Heaven ; 

And not at all to cenſure Powers Divine. 

To Men, this argument ſhould ſtand for firm, 

* A Goddeſs did it, therefore it was good : 

*We are not cruel, nor delight in Blood. 

But what have ſerious repetitions 

To do with Revels, and the Sports of Court ? 

We not intend to fowre your late delights 

With harſh expoſtulation. Ler't ſuffice, 

That we take notice, and can take revenge 

Of theſe calumnious, and lewd Blaſphemics. 

For we are no leſs Cynthis, than we were 

Nor is our Power ( but as our ſelf) the ſame; 

Though we have now put on no tire of ſhine, 

But mortal Eyes undaz'led may endure. 

* Years are beneath the Spheres : and time makes weak 

* Things under Heaven, not Powers which govern Hea- 
nd though our ſelf be, in our ſelf ſecure, (ven. 
et let not Mortals c e to themſelves 

Immunity from thence. Lo, this is all : 

* Honour, hath ſtore of Spleen, but wanteth Gall. 

Once more, we caſt the ſlumber of our thanks 

On your ta'n toil, which here let take an end. 

Ar:d that we not miſtake your ſeveral worths, 


Noz7 you our favour, from your ſelves remove 
FR” What 
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What makes you not your ſelves, thoſe Clouds of Mask : 
« Particular Pains, particular Thanks do ask. | They unmak. 
How ! let me view you. Ha ! are we contemnd : 
Is there fo lifttls awe of ' Niſdain, : 
That any (under truſt of wheir Diſguiſe) 
Should mix themſelves with others of the Court, 
And (without Forehead) boldly preſs fo tar, 
As farther none ? How aptis Leniry 
To be abus'd ? Severity to be loath'd ? 
And yer, how much more doth the ſeeming Face 
Of Neighbour: Vertues, and their borrowed Names, 
Add of lewd Boldnefs to looſe Vanities ? 
Who would have thought that Philautis durſt 
Or have uſurped Noble Srorges Name, 
Or with that Theft have ventur'd on our Eyes ? 
Who would have thought, that all of them ſhould hope 
So much of our Continence, as to come 
To grace themſelves wich Titles not their own ? 
In ſtead of Med'cins, have we Maladies ? 
And ſuch Impoſthumes as Phantafte is, 
Grow in our Palace? We muſt lance theſe Sores, 
Or all will putrifie. Nor are theſe all, 
For we ſuſpect a farther Fraud than this : 
Take off our Vail, that Shadows may depart, 
And SMapes appear : Beloved Arete ! 
Another Face of Things preſents ir ſelf, 
Than did of late. What ! feather'd Cupid mask'd, 
And mask'd like Anteros ? And ſtay | more ſtrange! 
Dear AMcrcury, our Brother, like a Page, 
To countenance the Ambuſh of he Boy ? 
Nor endeth our Diſcovery as yet: 
Gelaia, like a Nymph, that but e're-while 
(In male Attire) did ſerve Anaides ? 
Cupid came hither to find Sport and Game, 
Who heretofore hath been to converſant 
Among our Train, but never telt Revenge 3 
And Mercwry bare Cupid company. 
Cupid, we muſt contef, this time of Mirth 
(Proclaim'd by us) gave om_—_ 
To thy Attempts, although no Privilege ; 
Tempt us no farther ; we cannot endure 
Thy Preſence longer ; vaniſh hence, away. 
You, Mercury, we muſt entreat to ſtay, 
And hear what we determine of the reſt ; 
For in this Plot we well perceive your Hand. 
But (for we mean not a Cen/orian Task, 
And yet to lance theſe Ulcers grown fo ripe) 
Dear Arete, and Crites, to you two 
We give the Charge 3 impoſe what Pains you pleaſe : 
'Th' incurable cut off, the reſt retorm, 
Remembring ever what we firſt decreed, 
Since Revels were proclainr'd, let now none blecd. 
Are. How well Diana can diſtinguiſh Times, 
And fort her Cenſures, keeping to her ſelf 
The Doom of Gods, leaving the reſt to us ? 
Come, cite them, Crites, firſt, and then proceed. 
Cri. Firſt, Philautia, (for ſhe was the firſt) 
Then light Gelaia, in Ag/aias Name; 
Thirdly, Phantaſte, and Moria next, 
Main Follies all, and of the Female Crew : 
Amorphus, or Eucoſmos Counterfeit, 
Voluptuous Hedon, ta'ne for + With 
Brazen Anaides, and Aſotus laſt, 
With his two Pages, Morws and Proſaites ; 
And thou, the Traveller's Evil, Cos, approach, 
Impoſtors all, and Male Detormities——— 
Are. Nay, forward, for I delegate my Power, 
And will that at thy Mercy they do ſtand, 
Whom they ſo oft, ſo plainly ſcorr'd before. 
* *Iis Vertue which they want, and wanting it, 
* Honour no Garment to their Backs can fit. 
Then, Crites, practiſe thy Diſcretion. 
Cri. Adored Cynthia, and bright Arete, 
Another might ſeem fitter tor this Task, 


Than Crites far, but that yau judge not ſo: 
For I (not to appear vindicative, 
Or mindful of Cantempers, which I contemn'd, 
As done of impotence) muſt be remiſs; 
Who, as1 was the Author, in ſome ſort, 
To work their Knowledge into Cynth;e's ſight, 
So ſhould be much Fverer to revenge 
Tir Indignity hence iſſuing to her Name : 
Bur there's not one of theſe who are unpain'd, 
Or by themſelves unpunithed ; for Vice 
Is like a Fury to the vicious Mind, 
And turns Delight it ſelf to Puniſhment. 
But we muſt forward, to deſign their Doom. 
You are Offenders, that muſt be conteſt ; 
Do you confeſs.it ? AT. We do. 
Cri. And that you merit ſharp Corre&ion? AP. Yes. 
Cri. Then we (reſerving unto Delis's Grace 
Her farther Pleaſure, and to Arete 
What Dela þ eB thus do ſentence you. 
That from this Place (for Penance known of all, 
Since you have drunk fo deeply of ſelt-love) 
You (ewo and two) linging a Palinede, 
March-to your ſeveral Homes by Nzobe's Stone, 
And offer up two Tears apiece thereon, 
That it may change the Name, as you muſt change, 
And of a Stone be called #eeping-Crofs, 
Becauſs it ſtandeth croſs of Cyntbia's way, 
One of whole Names is Sacred Trivia. 
And, after Penance thus perform'd, you paſs 
In like ſet Order, not as Midas did, 
To waſh his Gold off into Tagws Stream ; 
But to the Well of Knowledge, Helicon ; 
Where purged of your preſent Maladies, 
(Which are not few, nor ſlender) you become 
Such as you fain would ſeem, and then return, 
Offering your Service to great Cynthia. 
This is your Sentence, if the Goddeſs pleaſe 
To ratifie it with her high Conſent. 
« The ſcope of wiſe Mirth unto Fruit is bent. 
Cyn. We do approve thy Cenſure, belov'd Crite:; 
Which Afercury, thy true propitious Friend, 
(A Deity next Fove belov'd of us) 
Will undertake to ſee exactly done. 
And for this Service of Diſcovery, 
Perform'd by thee, in honour of our Name, 
We vow to guerdon it with ſuch due Grace 
As ſhall become our Bounty, and thy Place. 
« Princes that would their People ſhould do well, 
« Muſt at themſelves begin, as at the Head ; 
« For Men, by their Example, pattern out 
© Their Imitarions, and regard of Laws : 
0 venous Court a World to Vertue draws. 


PALINODE. 


Amo. From Spaniſh Shrugs, French Faces, Smirks, Irps, 
and all affetied Humours, 


Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From ſecret Friends, ſweet Servants, Loves Doves, 
and ſuch fantaſtick Humours, 
Chorus, Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From ſtabbing of Arms , Flay-dragons , Healths , 
Whiffs, and all ſuch ſwaggering Humeurs, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From waving Fans, coy Glances, Glicks, Cringes, 
and all ſuch ſimpring Humours, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From making Love by Attorney, courting of Pups 
pets, and paying for new Acquaintance, 
Chorus, Good Mercury defend us. 
Pha. From 


K 


- 
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' Cynthia's Revels. 


Pha. . From perfum'd Dogs, Monkeys, Sparrows, Dildoes, 
and Parachitoes, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From wearing Bracelets of Hair, Shoe-ties, Gloves, 
Garters, and Rings with Poefies, 
Chorws. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha, From pargetting , painting , ſlicking , glazing, and 
renewing old rivel d Faces, 
Chorus, Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From Squiring to Tilt-yards, Play houſes, Pageants, 
and all ſuch Publick Places, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us, 


Pha. From entertaming one Gallant to gull another, and 
making Fools of either, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From belying Ladys Favours, Noblemens Counte- 
nance, coyning counterfeit s, vain glories taking 
to them other Mens Services, and all ſelf-loving Humours, 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


SONG. 
Ow each one dry hus weeping Eyes, 
N And to the Well of Knowledge haſte 1 
Where purged of your Maladies, 
You may of ſweeter Waters taſte, 
And, with refined Voice, report 
The Grace of Cynthia, and her Conrt. 


CL — —_— TO — mm 


EPILOGUE. 


Enteels, be*t known to you, ſince I went in, 
I am turn'd Rimer, and do thus begin : 

The Author ( jealow how your Senſe deth take 
Hu Travels) bath enjoyned me to make 
Some ſhort and ceremoniow Epilogue ; 
But if I yet know what, 1 am a Rogue : 
He ties me to ſuch Laws as quite diſtract 
My Thoughts, and wu!4 a Year of Time exatt : 
I neither muſt be fa'r', remiſs, nor ſorry, 
Sowr, fericns _— nor peremptory ; 
But betwixt theſe. Let's ſee, to lay the blame 
Upon the Chi/drens Action, that were lame. 
To crave you favor, with a begging Knee, 
Were to diftruſt the Writer's Faculty, 
To promiſe better at the next we bring, 
Prorogues Diſgrace, commends not any thing. 
Stiſfly ro fland on thu, and proudly approve 
The Play, might tax the Maker of Selt-love. 
[] only ym what I bave beard him ſay, 
By — 'tis good, and if you like't, you may: 


THE END. ; 


Ecce rubet quidam, pallet, ſtupet, oſcitat, odit. 


Hoc volo : nunc nobis carmima noſtra placent. 


— 0 _ 
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POETASTER 
His Arraignment. 
A COMICAL SATYR. 


' Firſt Aced in the Year 1601. By the then Cnirprexn of Queen 
ELIZ ABETH's CHAPPEL: 


With the Allowance of the Maſter of R ev tr s. 


Rm 


The. Author B. |. 


— 


Et mihi de nullo fama rubore placet., Mart, > 


TO THE | 
VERTUOUS and my W OR THY FRIEND, 


Mr. Richard Martin. 


Thankful Man owes a Courteſie ever : the unthankful, but when he needs it. To make mine 

A own mark apptar, and ſhtw' by ' which of theſe Seals 1 am knoubie, Þ ſend you this Piece 

of what may live of mine ; for whoſe Inocence, as for the Authors, you were once a 

Noble and Timely Undertaker, to the greateſt Juſtice' of this Kingdom. Enjoy nodw' the delight of 

your Goodneſs ; which 'is to ſee- that proſper, yow preſery'd : and Poſterity to owe the reading of that, 

without offence, to your Name, which ſs much Ignorance, and Malice of the Times, then conſpir d 
to bave ſuppreſt. ; 


Your true Lover, 


. Bux, Fouxsoy:; 


'% ba. 4 4 - 
- , # . 
"_ 
—— 
Ws. 
. -» Y = - In = CE A "0 ay - - - 
he - - $ > 4 © - - « a " _ S 
% w4 P 4 - 4 LE b.4 "7 01 p . — _ 7 
" - + _, Y D £ p = _ 
= , | hs EINE” + SSIS... — ——_——————_—_ __ 
a _ - "= —— . - . = Ws oy = bd as . - 4 = - - 
—_— G —_—_ _ _- - + —_ \ : > hes how _ - 
— w—— Rr < = = _ — 2 —_— x 6 Y - : . = 
- a hn, WW .— 4 fI * &*? EF - - py —_— . : I. — ? > >: erm a i : S . 24 
. b »4 Lo I o - on _ = m——_ - —_— _ - 
b - - - _ . - Þ * __ A AS D - = TI ” u : 
l : WY; "4 wz —_— = _ —_ _ —__s-— . "> am — <-. > . n % —— —_ . 
A 4 - SY R y - - - — = hd * "»— — _ C 4 To - : _ ® 2 hs - _ 
be » 4 - _ . —— Bo. = 4 
-- - -— Pn ; + «< K * -- £* _ : ws - 4 ” _ > wm - 
_ WW 4 . * n « 
. "” of * —— hy wm 5 WT 5 — he be , D . "> _ 
« - 3 . WoW: — : 6 __ R , _— >. : _ ———_ * a — 
. nn a Pa - - — _—_ S I 2 OO ESI . — > y 2 
o " _ — + © XS . —- F : ESD 2 = vo _ 
2 On «. F. 4 al 5 LY 
w F 


The PEersoONs of the Pray. 


AUGUSTUS CASAR. | _ LUPUS. 


ME COENAS. 
MARC. OVID. 
COR. GALLUS. 


A 


/ 


PROPER FIUS. 
'FUS. ARISTUS. 
PUB. OVID. 
VIRGIL. 
HORACE. 
TREBATIUS. 


Tucca 

CRISPINUS. 
HERMOGENES. 

DE. FANNIUS... ,- 
wha 54 | f\ 
MINOS. 

HISTRIO. 

PVRGUS. 

| LICTORS. 


{4 


TU LIA. 
CYTHER IS. 
PLAUTIA. 
CHLOE. 


MAIDS. 


R OM E. 


The SctNE 


The Principal Comoepians were, 


NAT. FIELD. 


4 SAL. PAVY. 


THO. DAT. 


70H. UNDERWOOD. 
WILL, OSTLER. 
THO. MARTON. 


POETASTER 


After the ſecond Sounding. 


[ Ariſing in the midſt 
of the Stage. 


Ighe, I ſalute thee, but with wounded Nerves: 
iſhing thy Golden ſplendor, pitchy darknefs. 


Erey. 


What's here? th Arra: ? I: Thus, this is it. 
That our ſunk Eyes have wak'tfor aFthis while: 
Here will be ſubje&t for my Snakes, and me. 
Cling to my Neck, and Wriſts, my loving Worms, 
And caſt you round in ſoft and amorous foulds, 
Till I do bid, uncurl: Then break your Knots, 
Shoot out your ſelves at length, as your forc't Stings 
Would hide themſelves within his malic*t ſides, 
To whom I ſhall apply you. Stay ! the ſhine 
Of this Aſſembly here offends my ſight, 
I'll darken that firſt, and Our-face their Grace. 
Wonder not, if I ſtare : theſe Fifteen Weeks 
(Sv long as ſince the Plot was but an Embrion) 
Have I, with burning Lights mixt vigilane Thoughts, 
In expectation of this hated Play ; 
To which (at laſt) I am arriv'd as Prologue. 
Nor would I, you ſhould look for other Looks, 
Geſture, or Complement from me, than what 
Thy infe&ed bulk of Exvy can afford : 
For I am riſs here with a covetous hope, 
To blaſt your Pleaſures and deſtroy your Sports, 
—_ — qr, Ications, 

py-like Suggeſtions, pri iſperings, 
And chouſnd fach oromonting fleights as theſe. 
Mark, how I will begin : The Scene is, ha ! 
Rome ? Rome ? and Rome ? Crack Eye-ſtrings, and ou 
Drop into Earth ; let me be ever blind. (Balls 
I am prevented; all my hopes are croſt, 
Check'r, and abated; he, a freezing ſweat 
Flows forth at all my Pores, my Entrails burn : 
What ſhould I do ? Rome ? Rome ? O my vext Soul, 
How might I force this to the preſent ſtate ? 
Are there no Players here? no —_— 
That come with Baſilisks Eyes, whole torked Tongues 
Are ſteept in venom, as their Hearts in Gall ? 
Eicher "7 theſe would help me ; they could wreſt, 
Pervert, and poylon all they hear, or ſee, 
With ſenſeleſs Glofles, and Allufions. 
Now if you be good Devils, fly me not. 
You know what dear and ample Faculties 
I have endow'd you with : I'll lend you more. 
Here, take my Snakes among you, come, and eat, 
And while the ſqueez'd juice flows in your black Jaws, 
Help me to dam the Auchor. Spit ic forth 
Upon his Lines, and ſhew your ruſty Teeth 
Art every Word, or Accent : or elſe chooſe 
Out of my longeſt Vipers, to ſtick down 
In your deep Throats ; and let the Heads come forth 
At your ranck Mouths; that he may ſee you arm'd 
With criple Malice, to hiſs, ſting, and tear 
His work and him ; to forge, and then declaim, 
Traduce, corrupt, apply, enforce, ſuggeſt : 
O, thele are piles wherein your Souls are bleſt. 
What? do you hide your ſelves ? will none a 
None anſwer? what, doth this calm Troop a 
Nay, then I do deſpair ? down, fink again. 


r? 
Fit you? 


'T 


This travail is all loſt with my dead hopes. 
If in fuch Boſoms Spighe have left to dwell, 
Envy is not on Eorth, nor ſcarſe in Hell. 


The third Sounding. 


PROLOGUE. 


Tay Monſter, ere thou fink, thus on thy Head 
Set we our bolder Foot ; with which we tread 

Thy Malice into Earth : So ſpight ſhould dye, 
Deſpis'd and ſcorn'd by nei ladatey. 
If any muſe why 4 ſalute the Stage, 
An armed Prologue ; know, *tis a dangerous Age : 
Wherein, who writes, had need preſent his Scenes 
Forty-fold proof againſt the conjuring means 
Ot baſe Detractors, and illiterate Apes, 
That fill up Rooms in fair and formal ſhapes. 
'Gainſt theſe, have we put on this forc't defence : 
Whereof the Alegory and hid ſenſe 
Is, that a well ereted Confidence 
Can trighetheir Pride, and laugh their Folly hence. 
Here now, put caſ2 our Author ſhould, once more, 
Swear that his Play were good z he doth implore, 
You would not argue him of Arr 
How e're that common Spawn of Ignorarice, 
Our fry of Writers may beſlime his Fame, 
And give his Action that adulterate Name. 
Such tull-blown vanity he more doth loath, 
'Than baſe dejeRion: "There's a mean *rwixt both. 
Which with a conſtant firmneſs he purſues, 
As one that knows the ſtrength of his own Au/«. 
And this he hopes all free Souls will allow ; 
Others, that take it with a rugged brow, 
Their Moods he rather pitties than envies : 
His Mind it is above their Iujuries. 


Act I. Scene [. 


Ovid, Luſcus. 


| 


Hen, when this Body falls im Funeral Fire, 
My name ſhall lruve, and my beſt part aſpire. 
Ic ſhall go fo. 

L.y/c. Young Maſter, Maſter Ovid, do you hear ? Gods 
a me! away with your Songs, and Sonnets ; and on with 
your Gown and Cap, quickly : here, here, your Father 
will be a Man of this room preſently. Come, nay, nay, 
nay, nay, be briet. Theſe Verſes too, a poyſon on 'em, 
I cannot abide *em, they make me ready to caſt by the 
Banks of Helicon. * Nay look, what a raſcally untoward 
thing this Poetry is; I could tear 'em now. 

Ovid. Give me, how neer's my Father ? 

Luſc. Heart a Man : get a Law-book in your hand, I 
will not anſwer you elſe. Why ſo: now there's fome 
formalicy in you- By Fove, and three or four of the 
Gods more, I am right of mine old Maſters humour 
for that ; this villanous Poetry will undo you, by the 
welkin. 

Ovid. What, haſt thou Buskins on, L»/cxs, that thou 
__ ſo tragically and high ? 


O 


Laſs. 
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Luc. No, but I have Boots on, Sir, and fo has your Fa- 


ther too by this time : for he call'd for *em e're I came Act I. Scene IL 
from the Lodging. 
Ovid. Why ? was he no readier ? Ovid Senior, Ovid Junior, Luſcus, Tixca, Lupus, 


Luſc. Ono; and there was the mad av + ys. Fay, Pyrgas, 
m as 


tain, with the Velvet Arms, ready to lay hold on 
he comes down : he that preſſes every Man he meets, TD Name ſhall live indeed, Sir ; you fay erue : 
but how igfamouſly, how ſcorn'd and contemn'd 


with an Oath, to lend him Money, and cries, ( Thou | 
muſt do'r, old Boy, as thou art a Man, a Man of | in the Eyes and Ears of the beſt and graveſt Romans, 


Worthip.) that you think not on : you never ſo much as dream of 
Ovid. Who? Pantilius Tucca ? that. Are theſethe Fruits of all my travel and expences ? 
Leſc. 1, he; and I met little Maſter Lupus, the Tri- | 15 this the Scope and Aim of thy Studies ? are theſe the 

bune, going thither too. hopeful Courſes, wherewith I have fo long flattered my 
Ovid. Nay, an' he be under their Arreſt, I may (with | expectation from thee ? Verſes ? Poetry? Ovid, whom I 

ſafety enough) read over my Elegy betore he come. thoughe to ſee the Pleader , become Ovid the Play- 
Luſe. Gods a me ! Whar'll you do? why, young Ma- | maker ? | 

ſter, you are not Caſtalian Mad, Lunatick, Frantick, | Ovid. ju. No, Sir. 

Deſperate ? ha ? uid. fe. Yes, Sir. I hear of a Tragedy of yours com- 
Ovid. What aileſt thou, Luſens ? ing 1orth for the common Players there, call'd Medes. 
Luſc. God be with you, Sir, Pll leave youto your Poe- By my Houſhold-gods, if I come to the Ang of it, 

tical Fancies, and Fries, Pll not be guilty, I. ' |! add one Tragick Part more than is yet expected, to 
Ovid. Be not, good ignorance: I'm glad th'art gone : | it + believe me when I promiſe it. What ? ſhall I have 

For thus alone, our Ear (hall bercer judge my Son a Stager now? an Enghle for Players? a Gull? 

The haſty Errours of our Moning Muſe. 2 100k 7 a Shotclog? to make Suppers, and be laughe 

at © Publins, I will tet thee on the Funeral Pile firlt. 
Ovid. Lib. 1. Amo. Ele. 15. Ovid. ju. Sir, I beſeech you to have patience. 
Luſc. Nay, this *tis to have your Ears dam'd up te 
F'Nvr, why twit'ft thou me, my time's ſpent i! ! cod Countel. I did augure all chis to him betore-hand, 
find call my Verſe, fruits of an idle quil/ wichour poring into an Oxes Panch tor che matter, and 
Or that (unlike the Line from whence I ſprung) 4c: he would not be ſcrupulous. , 
Wars duſty Honours I purſue not young ? '/* Tue, How now, Goodman Slave ? what rowly powly ? 
Or that 7 ſtudy not the tedious Law: ; all Rivals, Raſcal? Why my Maſter of worſhip, doſt 
And proſtitute my woyce in every Cauſe ? 12ar ? Are theſe thy belt Projects ? is this thy Deſigns 
*% ſcope is mortal ; mine, eternal fame : 2nd chy Diſcipline, to ſuffer Knaves to be competitors 
ich through the World ſhall ever chaunt my Name. with Commanders and Gentlemen ? are we Parallels, 
Homer will ive, whilſt Tenedos ſtands, and tde, Raſcal? are we Parallels? 
Or, to the Sea, fleet Simois deth - ſlide : Ovid. ſe. Sirrah, go get my Horſes ready. You'll ſtill 
And ſo ut Heſiod roo, while Vines do bear, be prating. | 
Or croccked Sickles crop the ripened” Ear. Txc. Do, you perpetual Stinkard, do, go; talk to 
Callimachus, though im invention low, Tapſters and Ofttlers, you Slave, they are i” your Ele- 
Sball ftill be ſung, ſince be in art doth flow. ment, go; here be the Emperors = vos you Ragga- 
No loſs ſhall come to Sophocles proud. wrin ; muffin Raſcal, and not your Cam rades. 
With Sun and Moon Aratus ſhall remain. Lup. Indeed, Marcus Ovid, thele Players are an idle 
Whil |t Slaves be falſe, Fathers bard, and Bawds be whoriſh, | Generation, and do much harm in a State, corrupt 
WhiP/t Harlots flatter, ſhall Menander flouriſh. young Gentry very much, I know it : I have not been 
Ennius, though rude, and Accius high-rear'd ſtrain, a Tribune thus long and obſerv*d nothing: Beſides, they 
A freſh applauſe in every Age ſhall gain. will rob us, us, that are Magiſtrates, of our reſpect, 
Of Varro's name, what Ear ſhall not be told? bring us upon their Stages, and make us ridiculous to 
Jaſon's Argo end the Fleece of Gold ? the Plebeians ; they will play you, or me, the wiſelt Men 
Then ſhall Lucretius lofty numbers dye, they can come by ſtill 3 only to bring us in contempt 
When Earth and Seas in Fire and Flames ſhall fry. with the vulgar, and make us cheap. 
Tytiras, Tillage, Anee ſholl be read, ( Tuc. Thiart in the right, my venerable Cropſhin, 
#/hilft Rome of all the Conquer d World is Head. they will indeed : the Tongue of the Oracle never 
Till Cupid's Fires be out, and his Bow broken, rwangd truer. Your Courtier cannot kiſs his Miſtreſles 
Thy Vaſes (neat Tibullus ) ſhall be ſpoken. Slippers in quiet for *em : nor your white innocent Gal- 
Our Gallus ſball be known from Eaſt to Weſt : lant pawn his Revelling Sute to make his Punk a Sup- 
So ſhall Lycoris, hom he now loves beſt. per. An honeſt decayed Commander cannot Skelder, 
The ſuffering Plough-ſhare or the Flint may wear : Cheat, nor be ſeen in a Bawdy-houſe, but he ſhall be 

' But Heavenly Pockie no death can fear. ſtrait in one of their Worm-wood Comedies. They are 
Kings ſhall give place to it, and kingly ſhows, grown licentious, the Rogues ; Libertines, flat Liber- 
The Banks ore which Gold-bearing Tagus flows. tines. They forget they are i the Statute, the Raſcals, 
Kneell Hinds to treſh : me let Te Phoebus ſwell they are blazon'd there, there they are tricke, t and 
With Cups full flowing from the Mules Well, their Pedigrees; they need no other Heralds, 1 wits 
Froſt-fearing Myrtle impale my Head, Ovid. ſe. Methinks, if nothing elſe, yet this alone, 
find of ſad Lovers I'll be often read. the very reading of the Publick Edi, ſhould fright thee 
* Envy, the Living, nc the Dead, doth bite : trom Commerce with them, and give thee diſtaſte e- 
* For after death al Men receive their right. nough of their Actions. But this betrays what a Studenc 
Then, when this Body falls in Funeral Fire, you are: this argues your Proficiency in the Law. 

My Name fall lrve, and my beſt part aſpire. Ovid. js. They wrong me, Sir, and do abuſe you 
. more, 
That blow your Ears with theſe untrue Reports. 
I am not known unto the open Stage, 
Nor do I Traffick in their Theaters. 
Indeed, I do acknowledg, at requeſt -M 


Ea. a. A. 4c hr 


BIG GOT TURN 


> ? at 


= 


| 
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Of ſome meer Friends, on honourable Romani, , 

V un a Poem of that nature. 
—_— You have, Sir, a Poem? and where is'c ? 
that's the Law you ſtudy. ; | 

Ovid. ju. Cornelius Gallus borrowed it to read. 

Ovid. ſe. Cornelius Gallus ? There's another Gallant, 
too, hath drunk of the ſame Poyſon : and 7ibullus, and 
Propertins. Bur theſe are Gentlemen of Means and Re- 
veneucs now, Thou art a younger Brother, and haſt 
nothing but thy bare exhibition : which I proteſt ſhall 
be bare indeed, if thou forſake not theſe unprofitable 
By-courſes, and that timely roo. Name me a profeſt 
Poet, that his Poetry did ever afford him fo much as a 
Competency. I, your God of Peers there (whom all 
of you admire and reverence ſo much) Homer, he whole 
Worm-caten Statue muſt not be ſpew'd againſt, but with 
hallowed Lips, and groveling Adoration, what was he ? 
what was he ? 

Tuce, Marry, V'll tell thee, old Swaggerer 3 He was a 
poor, blind, riming Raſcal, that liv*d obſcurely up and 
down in Booths, and Tap-houſes, and ſcarce ever made 
a good Meal in his ſleep, the Whorſon hungry beg- 


er. 
? Ovid. ſe. He ſays well : Nay, I know this nettles you 
now, but anſwer me; Is't not true? you'll cell me his 
name ſhall live ; and that ( now being dead ) his works 
have eternis'd him, and made him Divine. But could 
this Divinity feed him, while he livd ? could his name 
feaſt him ? ; 

Tuce. Or purchaſe him a Senators Revenue ? could it? 

Ovid. ſe. I, or give him Place in the Common- 
wealch ? Worſhip, or Attendants ? make kim be carried 
in his Litter ? 

Tucc. Thou ſpeakeſt Sentences, old Bias. 

Lup. All this the Law will do, young Sir, if you'll 
follow it. 

Ovid. fe. If he be mine, he ſhall follow and obſerve, 
what I will apt him to, or, I protels here openly, and 
utterly to diſclaim him. 

Ovid. ju. Sir, let me crave you will forgo theſe 
Moods ; 

I will be any thing, or ſtudy any thing: 

Pll prove the unfathion'd Body of the Law 
Pure elegance, and make her rugged'|t ſtrains 
Run ſmoothly, as Propertizs Elegres. 

Ovid. fe. Pripertins Elegies ? good ! 

Lup. Nay, you take him to9 quickly, Marcus. 

Ovid. ſe. Why, he cannot ſpeak, he cannot think out 
of Poetry, he is bewicht with it. 

Lup. Come, do not mitprize him. 

Ovid. ſe. Mef-prize ? 1, marry, I would have him uſe 
ſome ſuch words now : They have ſome touch, ſomeraſte 
of the Law. He ſhould make himſelf a ſtile our of theſe, 
and let his Propertins Elegies go by. 

Lup. Rd young Publizs, he that will now hie the 
Mark, muſt ſhoot through the Law ; we have no other 
Planet Reigns, and in that Sphear, you may fic and ſing 
with Angels. Why, the Law makes a Man happy, 
without reſpeing any other Merit: a ſimple Schollar, or 
none at all, may be a Lawyer. 

Tuc. He tells thee true, my noble Neophyre ; my lictle 
Grammaticaſter, he do's: It ſhall never put thee to thy 
Mathematicks, Metapbyſicks, Philoſopby, and I know not 
what ſuppos'd ſufficienciesz it thou canſt but have the 

atience to plod enough, talk, and make a noiſe enough, 
be impudent enough, and *tis enough. 

Lup. Three Books will furniſh you. 

Twc. And the leſs Art, the beter : Beſides, when it 
ſhall be in the power of thy Chevril Conſcience, to do 
right, or wrong, at thy pleaſure, my pretty Alcibiades. 

Lup. I, and co have better Men chan himlclf, by ma- 
ny thouſand degrees, to obſerve him, and ſtand bare. 

Tuc. True, and he to carry himſelf proud, and ſtacely, 
ar:d have the Law on his ſide for't, old Boy. 


Ovid. {e. Well, th> day grows old, Gentlemen, and 
I mult leave you. Publizs, if thou wilt hold my fa- 
vour, abandon theſe idle fruitleſs Studies that fo bewirck 
thee. Send Janus home his Back-face again, and look 
only forward to the Law: Intend that. I will allow 
thee what ſhall ſute thee in the Rank of Gentlemen, 
and maintain thy Society with the beſt : and under theſe 
Conditions, I leave thee. My bleffings light upon thee, 
if thou reſpe& them : if not, mine Eyes may drop fot 
thee, but thine own Heart will ake for it (elf; and to 
farewel. What, are my Horſes come ? 

Luf. Yes, Sir, they are at the Gate withour. 

Ovid, ſe. That's well, Afmias Lupe, a word. Cap» 
_ I ſhall cake my leave of you ? 

we, No, my lictle old Boy, diſpatch with Corhurnus 

there : I'll attend thee, I 

Luf. To borrow ſomecen Drachmes,l know his Project. 

Ovid. ſe. Sir, you ſhall make me beholding to you. 
Now Captain Tucca, what ſay you ? 

Tuc, Why, what ſhould I My ? or what can I ſay, my 
flower o' the Order ? Should [ ſay, thou art Rich ? or 
that chou art Honourable? or Wiſe? or Valiane? or 


| Learned? or Liberal ? Why, thou art all theſe, and thou 


knowelſt ic (my noble Luculzs) thou knoweſt it : come, 
be not aſhamed of thy Vertues, old Stump. Honours a 
good brooch to wear in a Mans Hat, at all times. Thou 
art the Man of Wars Mecznas, old Boy. Why ſhouldit 
not thou be grac't then by them, as well as he is by his 
Poets ? How now, my Carrier, what News. 

Lu/.”'The Boy hasſtaied within for his C»e,this half hour. 

Tuc. Come, do not whiſper to me, bur ſpeak it our ; 
what ? it is no Treaſon againſt the State, I hope, is'r ? 

Luf. Yes, againſt the State of my Maſters Purſe. 

Pyr. Sir, Agrippa deſires you to forbear him till the 
next Week : his Moils are not yet come up. 

Tuc. His Moils, now the Bots, the Spawin, and the 
Glanders, and ſome dozen Diſeaſes more, light on him 
and his Moils, What ha' they the yellows, his Moils, 
that they come no faſter ? or are they fonndred ? ha ? 
his Moils ha* the Staggers belike : ha* they ? 

Pyr. O no, Sir: then your Tongue might be ſuſpe&ed 
for one of his Moils. 

Tuc. He owes me almoſt a Talent, and he thinks to 
bear it away with his Moils, does he ? Sirrab, you, Nut- 
cracker, go your ways to him again, and tell him I mult 
ha' Money, I: I cannot eat Stones and Turts, fay. 
What, will he clem me and my Followers? Ask him 
an he will clem me; do, go. He would have me fry 
my Jerkin, would he? Away, Setter, away. Yet, ſtay 
my little Tumbler; this old Boy ſhall fupply now. « 
will not trouble him, I cannot be importunarte, I : I can- 
not be impudent. 

Pyr. Alas; Sir, no; you are the moſt maidenly bluſh- 
ing Creature upon the Earth. : 

Tuc, Doſt thou hear, my little fix and fifty, or there- 
abouts ? Thou art not to learn the Humours and Tricks 
of that old bald Cheater Time: thou haſt not this Chain 
for nothing. Men of worth have their Chymera's, as 
well as other Creatures : and they do ſe: Monlters; 
fometimes : they do, they do, brave Boy. 

A. Better cheap than he ſhall ſze you, IT warrant 
1, 

Tut. Thou muſt let me have fix, fix Drachmes, I mean, 
old Boy ; thou ſhalt do it : I tell thee, old Boy, thou 
ſhale, and in private too, Coſt thou ſee ? Go, walk off: 
there, there. Six is the Sum. Thy Son's a Gallant Spark, 
and muſt nor be put out of a ſudden : come hither, Cal- 
limachus, thy Father tells me thou art too Poetical, Boy ; 
thou muſt not be fo, thou muſt leave them, young Novice, 
thou muſt; they are a fort of poor itarv'd Raſcals ; char 
are ever wrapt up in foul Linnen; and can boaſt of no- 
thing but a lean Viſage, pecring out of a Seam-rent Sute ; 
the very Emblems of Beggery. No,doſt hear? curn Lawyer, 
Thou ſhalt be my —— "Tis right, old Boy, iſt ? ; 
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Ovid. ſe. You were beſt tell it, Captain. 

Tuc. No : fare thou well mine honeſt Horſe-man, and 
thou old Bever. Pray thee Roman, when thou comeſt 
to Town, ſ:e me at my Lodging, viſit me ſometimes : 
thou ſhalt be on, old Boy. Do not balk me, good 
Swaggerer. Fove keep thy Chain from pawning, $0 
thy ways, if thou lack Money, I'll lend thee ſome: Ill 
Tcave thee to thy Horſe now. Adlicu. 

Ovid. fe. Farewel, good Captain. 

Tuc. Boy, you can have but half a ſhare now, Boy. 

Ovid. ſe. 'Tis a ſtrange boldneſs that accompanies this 
Fellow : Come. 

Ovid. ju. Vil give attendance on you to your Horſe, 
Sir, pleale you 

Ovid. ſe. No : keep your Chamber, and fall to your 
Studies ; do fo : the Gods of Rome bleſs thee. 

Ovid. ju. And give me ſtomak to digelt this Law. 
That ſhould have tollowed ſure, had I been he. 

O ſacred Peeſie, thou Spirit of Roman Arts, 

The Soul-ot Science, and the Queen of Souls 3 
What prophane Violence, almolt Sacrilege, 

Hath here been offered thy Diviniries ! 

That thine own guileleſs Poverty ſhould arm 
Prodigious Ignorance to wound thee thus : 

For thence is all their force of Argument 

Drawn forth againſt thee ; or from the abuſe 

Of thy great powers in adultrate Brains: 

When, would Men learn but to diſtinguiſh Spirits, 
And ſct true difference 'twixt thoſe jaded Wits 
That run a broken pace for common hire, 

And the high Raptures of a happy Muſe, 

Borne on the Wings of her immortal thought, 
That kicks at Earth with a diſdainftul Heel, 

And beats at Heaven Gates with her bright Hoofs ; 
They would not then with ſuch diſtorted Faces, 
And deſp'rate Cenſures, ſtab at Poeſie. 

They would admire bright Knowledg and their Minds 
Should ne're deſcend on ſo unworthy Objects 

As Gold, or Titles: they would dread far more, 
To be thought ignorant, than be known poor. 
©Thetime was once, when Wir drown'd Wealth : but now, 
* Your only Barbariſm is t have Wit, and want. 

© No matter now in Vertue who excels, 

*He that hath Coin, hath all perte&ion elle. 


A&t I. Scene Ill. 
Tibullw, Ovid. 
Vid ? Ovid. Who's there? Gome in. Tib. Good 


morrow, Lawyer. 
Ovid. Good morrow (dcar Tiballus) welcom : fit down. 
Tib. Not I. What, 1o hard at it? Let's ſee, what's here 7 
Nay, I will ſee it Ovid. Prithee away —— 
Tib. If thrice in Field, a man wvanquiſh his Fee, 
*Tis after im his choice to ſerve, or no. 
How now Ovid | Law Calcs in Verlſc ? 
Ovid. In troth, I know not : they run from my Pen 
Unwittingly, if they be Verſe. What's the news abroad ? 
Tib. Off with this Gown, I come to have thee walk. 
Ovid. No, good T:bullus, I'm not now in Caſe, 
Pray' let me alone. 7h. How? not in cale ! 
'Slight thou'rt in too much caſe, by all this Law. 
Ovid. Troth, if I live, I will new dreſs the Law, 
In ſprightly Poefies habillaments. | 
Tib. The Hell thou wilt. What, turn Law into Verſe? 
Thy Father has ſchool'd thee, Ice. Here, read that ſame. 
There's ſubje& for you: and if I miſtake nor, 
A Superſedeas to your melancholy. 
Ovid. How! ſubſcrib'd Fulia! O, my Life, my Heaven ! 
Tib. Is the Mood chang'd ? 
Ovid. Muſick of Wie! Note for th' harmonious 


- Sphears ! 


Celeſtial Accents, how you raviſh mie ! 


Tibu. What is it, Ovid ? 
Ovid. ThatT muſt mcer my Folia, the Princeſs Julia. 
Tibu. Where ? 
Ovid. Why, at=—— Heart, 1 have forgot : my Paſ 
hon fo tranſports me, 
Tibs, I'll fave your pains: it is at 4lbizs Houſe, 
The Jewellers, where the fair Lycoriz lyes. 
Ovid, Who? Cytheris, Cornelius Gallus Love ? 
Tibs. I, he'll be there too, and my Plautia. 
Ovid. And why not your Delia? 
Tiba. Yes, and your Cerizns. 
Ovid. True, but my ſweet Tibullus, keep that ſecret : 
I would not, for all Rowe, it ſhould be thought, 
[ vail bright Julia underneath that name : 
Julia the Gem and Jewel of my Soul, ) 
That takes her Honours from > & golden Sky, 
As Beauty doth all luſtre from her Eye. 
The Air reſpires the pure Elyzian Sweets 
In which ſhe breaths, and from her Looks deſcend 
The Glories of the Summer. Heaven the is, 
Prais'd in her ſelf above all praiſe : and he 
Which hears her ſpeak, would ſwear the tuneful Orbes 
Turn'd in his Zexith only. Tibu. Publizs, thou'lt loſe 
thy ſelf. 
Ovid. O, in no Labyrinth can I ſafclier err, 
Than when I loſe my elf in praiſing her. 
Hence Law, and welcom Muſes ; though not rich, 
Yet are you pleaſing : let's be reconcil'd, 
And now made one. Hencetforth, I promiſe faith, 
And all my ſerious hours to ſpend with you : 
With you, whoſe Muſick ſtriketh on my Heart, 
And with bewitching tones ſteals forth my Spitir, 
In 7ulia's name ; fair Julia : Fulia's Love 
Shall be a Law, and that ſweet Law I'll ſtudy, 
The Law, and art of ſacred Julia's Love : 
All other Objects will but Abjects prove. 
Tibu, Come, . we ſhall have thee as paſſionate as Pro- 
pertins, anon. 
Ovid. O, how does my Sextus ? 
Tibu, Faith, full of ſorrow tor his Cynthia's death, 
Ovid. What, till ? 
Tibu. Still, and ſtill more, his Griefs do grow upon him, 
As do his hours. Never did I know 
An underſtanding Spirit ſo take to heart 
The common work of Fate. Ovid. O my Tibullas, 
Let us not blame him : for, againſt ſuch chances, 
The heartieſt ſtrife of Vertuc is not proof. 
We may read Conltancy and Fortitude 
To other Souls : but had our ſelves been ſtruck 
With the like Planer, had our Loves (like his) 
Been raviſht from us by injurious Death, 
And in the height, and heat of our beſt days, 
It would have crackt our Sinnews, ſhrunk our Veins, 
And made our very Heart-ſtrings jar, like his. 
Come, let's go take him forth, and prove, it mirth 
Or Company will bur abate his Pafhon. 
Tib. Content, and I implore the Gods it may. 


_ 


LD —_— 


Act II. Scene I. 
Albins, Criſpinas, Chloe, Maids, Cytheris. 


ME Criſpinus, you are welcom : Pray* uſe a 
Stool, Sir. Your Couſin Cytheris will come down 
preſently. We are ſo bufie for the receiving of theſe 
Courtiers here, that I can ſcarce be a Minute with my 
-ng, uy thinking of them : Pray you fit, Sir : Pray you 
lit, Sir. 

Criſ. T am very well, Sir. Ne're truſt me, but you 
are moſt delicately ſeared here, full of ſweet delight and 
blandiſhment ! an excellent Air, an excellent Air ! 


Albi. 


Poetaſter. | 1ol 


. 
—— 


Albi. 1, Sir, *tis a pretry air. Theſe Courtiers run in 
my mind ftill; 1 muſt look out : for Fupirers fake, fir, 
Sir. Or pleaſe you walk into the Garden ? There's a 
Garden on the — 

Crif. I am moſt ſtreffuouſly well, I thank you, Sir. 

Albi. Much good do you, Sir. 

Chlo. Come, bring thoſe Perfumes forward a little, 
and ſtrew ſome Roſes and Violets here 3 Fie, here be 
Rooms ſavour the moſt pitifully rank that ever I felt: 1 
cry the Gods Mercy, my Husband's in the wind of us. 

Albi. Why this is good, excellent, excellent : well faid, 


_ may ſweet Chlee: Trim up your Houſe moſt obſzqui- 


oully, 

Chls For Vulcan's fake, breath ſomewhere elſe : in 
eroth you overcome our Perfumes exceedingly, you are 
t00 predominant, 

Atbi. Hear but my opinion, ſweet Wife. 

Chloe. A Pin for your opinion. In finceriry, if you be 
thus fullome to me in every thing, Vil be divorced ; 
Gods my Body ? you know what you were betore I 
married you ; I was a Gentleworhan born, I ; 1 lolt all 
my Friends to be a Citizens Wife, becauſe I heard in- 
deed, they kept their Wives as fine as Ladies; and that 
we might rule our Husbands like Ladies, and do what 
wy liſted ; do you think | would have married you 
ele 2 

Albi. I acknowledge, ſweer Wife, ſhe ſpeaks the beſt 
of any Woman in [taly, and moves as mightily. : which 
makes me, I had rather ſhe ſhould make Bumps on my 
Head, as big as my two Fingers, than I would offend 
her. Burt ſweet Wife—— 

Chlo. Yet again ? Is'r not grace a_— for you, that 
I call you Husband, and you call me Wife : but you 
mult ſtill be poking me, againſt my will, to things ? 

Albi, But you know, Wife, here are the greaceſt La- 
dies, and Gallanteſt Gentlemen of Rome, to be enter- 
eain'd in our Houſe now : and I would fain adviſe thee, 
to entertain them in che beſt fort, i! faith, Wife. 

Chlo. In ſincerity, did you ever hear a man talk fo 
idly ? You would feem to þe Maſter ? you would have 
your Spoke in my Cart? you would adviſe me to en- 
rertain Ladies and Gentlemen ? becauſe you can mar- 
ſhal your Pack-ncedles, Horſe-combs, Hobby- Horſes, and 
Wall-candle-Ricks in your Ware-houſe better than I, 
therefore you tan cell how to entertain Ladies and Gen- 
elefolks better than 1 ? 


Albi, O my ſweere Wife, upbraid me not with that : 


« Gain favours ſweetly from any thing ; he that re- 
ſpes to get, muſt reliſh all Commodities alike 3 and 
admic no difference betwixt Ode and Frankincenſe 3 or 
the moſt precious Balſamum and a 'Tar-barrel. 

Chlo. Marry tough : You fell Snuffers too, if you be 
remembred, bur I pray you let me buy them our of your 
hand ; for 1 tell you true, I take it highly in Snuft, ro 
learn how to entertain Gentlcfolks of you, at theſe 
years i'faith. Alas man, there was not a Gentleman 
came to you houle i your t'other Wives time, I hope ? 
nor a Lady ? nor Muſick 2 nor Masks ? Nor you, nor 
'Oour Houſe were ſo much as ſpoken of, betore I dif- 

ſt my ſelf, from my Hood and my Farthingal, to theſe 
Bumrrowls and your Whale-bone- Bodies. 

Albi. here, my ſweet Wiie; I am mum, my 
dcar Mummia, my Balſamum, my ſperma cete, and my 
very City of ſhe has the moſt beſt, true, feminine 
wit in Rome ! 

Chriſ. I have heard fo, Sirz and do moſt vehemently 
deſire to participate the knowledge of her fair Features. 

Albi. Ah, peace ; you ſhall hear more anon : be not 
ſeen yer, I pray you ; not yet : obſerve. 

Chle, Give Husbands the Head a httle more, and they'll 
be nothing but Head {hortly ; what's ke there ? 

Maid 1. I know nor, fortooth. 

Maid 2. Who would you ſpeak with, Sir ? 

Criſ. I would ſpeak with my Coufin Cyrberis. 


Maid. 2. He is one, forſooth; would ſpeak with his 
Coulin Cytheris. 

Chlo. Is ſhe your Coufin, Sir? 

Chri/. Yes in ruth, forſooth, for favlt of a better. 

Cbls. She is a Gentlewomau ? 

Cri/. Or elſe ſhe ſhould not be my Couſin, I affure 
you. 

Chlo. Are you a Gentleman born ? 

Criſ. That I am, Lady 3 you ſhall ſee mine Arms, if't 
pleaſe you. 

Chlo. No, your Legs do ſufficiently ſhew you are a 
Getleman born Sir: tor a Man born upon litcle Legs, 1s 
always a Gentleman born. - 

Cry/. Yet, I pray you, vouchſafe the fight of my 
Arms, Miſtreſs ; for I bear them about me, to have 'em 
leen : my name is Criſpinzs, or Cri-ſpinas indeed; which 
is wellexpreſt in my Arms, (a Face crying in Chief ; and 
_ It a bloody Toe, between three Thorns Pun- 
gent, 

Chlo. Then you are welcome, Sir, now you are a 
Gentleman born, I can find in my Heart to welcom you : 
tor I am Gentlewoman born too, and will bear my Head 
high enough, though *rwere my fortune to marry a 
TradeF-man. E OM 

Cri/. No doubt of that, ſweer Feature, your Carriage 
ſhews icin any Mans Eye, that is carried upon you with 
_-_— 

Alb. Dear Wife, be not angry. | He s ill going in and out. 

Chlo. God's my Paſlion uh eta 

Alb. Hear me but one thing ; let not your Maids fee 
Cuſhions in the Parlor Windows ; nor in the Dining- 
chamber Windows ; nor upon Stools, in either of them; 
in any caſe ; for 'tis Tavern-likez but lay them one up- 
on another, in ſome our-room or corner of the Dining- 
chamber, 

Chlo, Go, go, meddle with your Bed-chamber only ; 
or rather with your Bed in you® Chamber only ; or ra- 
ther with your Wife in your Bed only ; or on my faith 
I'll not be pleas'd with you only. | 

Alb. Look here, my dear Wite, entertain that Gentle- 
man kindly, I pry'thee mum. 

Cblo. Go, I need your inſtructions indeed ; anger me 
no more, I adviſe you. Citi-fin, quoth'a ! ſhe's a wiſz 
Gentlewoman y'taich, will marry her felt to the tin of 
the City. 

Alb. But this time, and no more (by Heaven) Wite : 
hang no Pictures in the Hall, nor in che Dining-cham- 
ber, in any caſe, bur in the Gallery only, for *tis not 
courtly elſe, o'my word, Wite. : 

Cbhlo. *Sprecious, never have done! 

Alb. Wife. 

Clo. Do I nor bear a reaſonable corrigible hand ovet 
him, Criſpinrs ? 

Criſ. By this Hand, Lady, you hold a moſt ſweet hand 
over him. 

Alb. And then for the great gilt Andirons—— 

Chlo. Again : would the Andirons were in your great 
Guts for me. 

Alb. 1 do vaniſh Wife. 

Chloe. How ſhall I do, Maſter Criſpinzs ? here will 
be all the braveſt Ladjes in Court preſently to ſee 
your Coulin Cythers : O the Gods! how might I be- 
have my felt now, as to entertain them moſt 
Courtly : 

Criſ. Marry, Lady, if you will entertain them moſt 
Courtly, you muſt do thus: as foon as ever your Maid * 
or your Man brings you word they are come; you muſt 
ſay (A Pox on 'em, what do they here?) And yet when 
they come, ſpeak them as fair, and give them the 
kindeſt Welcome in words, that can be. 

Chlo. Is that the taſhion of Courtiers, Criſpin ? 

Cri/. I afſure you, it is, Lady, I have obferv'd it. 


| Chloe. For your Pox, Sir, it 1s eafily hie on; but cis 
not fo eaſte to ſpeak fair aſter methinks. | 
Alb. O 
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Poetaſter. 


Alb. O Wife, the” Coaches are come, on my word, a 
number of Coaches and Courtiers. 

Chloe, A Pox on them, what do they here ? 

Alb. How now Wife ! would'ſt thou not have em 
come ? 

Chloe. Come ? come, you are a Fool, you : He knows 
not the trick on't. Call Cythers, I pray you : and good 
Maſter Criſpinus, you can obſerve, you ſay ; ler me 
entreat you for all the Ladies Behaviours, ewels, Jelts, 
and Attires, that you marking as well as I, we may put 
both our marks together, when they are gone, and con- 
fer of them. 

Chriſ. T warrant you, ſweet Lady ; let me alone to 
obſerve, till I turn my ſelf to nothing but obſervation. 
Good morrow Coulin Cyther. 

Cyth. Welcome kind Couſin. What ? are they come ? 

Alb. 1 your Friend Cornelis Gallus, Ovid, Tibullus, 
Propertins,. with Julia the Emperors Daughter, and the 
Lady Plautia, are lighted at the Door 3 and with them 
H enes Tigellius, che cxcellent Mufician. 

Cyth. Come, let us go meet them, Chlce. 

Chlce. Obſerve, Chriſpinue. 

Criſ. At a Hairs breadth, Lady, I warrant you, 


A& IL. Scene II. # 


Gallus, Ovid, Tubullus, Propertius, Hermogenes, Tuliz, Plau- 
tia, Cythers, Chloe, Albins, Criſpmus. 


r F Ealth to the Tovely Chlee : you ruſt pardon me, 
Miſtreſs, that I prefer this fair Gentlewoman. 

Cytb. I pardon, and praiſe you od ei : and I be- 
ſeech your Excellence, receive her BEauties into your 
knowledge and favour. 

Foul. Cytheris, ſhe hath favour, and behaviour, that 
commands as much of, me: and ſweer Chloe, know I 
do exceedingly love you, and that I will approve in a- 
ny Grace my Father the Emperor may ſhew you. Is 
this your Husband ? 

Alb. For fault of a better, if it pleaſe your Highneſs, 

Chlo. Gods my life ! how he ſhames me! 

Cyth. Not a whit, Chloe, they all think you politick, 
and witty ; wile Women chuſe not Husbands for the 
Eye, Merit, or Birth, but Wealth and Sovereignty. 

Ovid. Sir, we all come to gratulate, for the gocd re- 
port of you. - 

Tib. And would be glad to deſerve your Love, Sir. 

Alb. My Wife will anſwer you all, Gentlemen; Tl 
come to you again preſently. 

Plaz. You have choſen you a moſt fair Companion 
here, Cythers, and a very tair Houſe. 

Cyr5, To both which, you and all my Friends are ve- 
ry welcome, Plautia. 

Chloe. With all my heart, I affure your Ladiſhip. 

Plau. Thanks, {weer Miſtreſs Chloe. 

Ja!l. You muſt needs come to Court, Lady, i'faith, 
and there be ſure your welcome ſhall be as great to us. 

Ovid. She will deſerve it, Madam. I ſee, even in 
her Looks, Gentry, and general Worthineſs. 

Tib. I have not ſeen a more certain Character of an 
excellent diſpoſition. 

Alb. Wife. 

Chloe. O, thev do ſo commend me here, the Courti- 
ers! what's the matter now ? 

Alb. For the Banquet ſweet Wife. 

Chlo. Yes; and I muſt needs come to Court, and be 
welcome, the Princeſs ſays. / 

Gel. Ovid, and Tibullrs, you maay be bold to welcome 
vour Miſtreſles here. 

' Ovid. We find it ſo, Sir. 

Tib. And thank Cornelins Gals, . 

Ovid. Nay, my ſweet Sextus, in faith thou art not 
{ociable. 


Prop In faith, Iam not, Publius ; nor I cannor. 
Sick minds, are like ſick men that burn with Feavers, 
Who when they drink, pleaſe bug a preſenc caſte, 
And after bear a more impaticac fit. 

Day let me keave you; I offend you all, 

And my ſelf moſt. Gal. Stay, ſweet Propertias. 

Tib. You yield too much unto your griets, and face, 
Which never hurts, but when we fay it hurts us. 

Prop. O peace Tibullus ; your Philoſophy 
Lends you too rough a hand to ſearch my Wounds. 
Speak they of griets, that know to ſigh and grieve ? 

he free and unconſtrained ſpirit feels 
No weight of my Opprefſion. Ovid, Worthy Roman ! 
Methinks I taſte his Miſery, and could 
Sit down, and chide at his malignant Stars. 

7. Methinks I love him, that he loves ſo truly. 

Cyth, This is the perfect'ſt love, lives after death. 

Gal. Such is the conſtant ground of vertue ſtill. 

Pla. It puts on an inſeperable Face. 

Chlo, have you mark't every thing, Criſpin ? 

Criſ. Every thing, I warranc you. 

Chlo. What Gentlemen are theſe 2 do you know them ? 

Cryſ. I, they are Poers, Lady. 

Racy Poets 7 they did not talk of m2 ſinceI went, did 
they : 

Criſ. O yes, and extoll'd your Perfeions to the 
Heavens. 

Chloe. Now in ſincerity, they be the fineſt kind of men 
that ever I knew : Poets 2 Could not one get the Empe- 
ror to make my Husband a Poer, think you ? 

Cri/. No, Lady, *tis Love, and Beauty make Poets : 
and fince you like Poets fo well, your Love and Beau- 
tics ſhall make me a Poer. 

Chlo. What, ſhall they ? and ſuch aone as theſe ? 

Cri. I, and a better than theſe : I would be ſorry elſe ? 

Chlo. And ſhall your Looks change? and your Hair 
change ? and all like theſe ? 

Chriſ. Why, a Man may be a Poet, and yet not change 
his Hair, Lady. 

Chlo, Well, we ſhall ſee your cunning : yet if you can 
change your Hair, I pray do. 

Alb. Ladies, and Lordings, there's a flight Banquet 
ſtays within for you, pleaſe you draw near, and accolt it. 

ul. We thank you, good Albixs : but when ſhall we 
ſee thoſe excellent Jewels you are commended to haye ? 

Als. At your Ladiſhips Service. I got that Speech by 
ſeeing a Play laſt day, and it did me tome Grace now : 
I ſe, 'cis good to collet ſometimes ; I'll frequent theſe 
Plays more than I have done, now14 come to be familiar 
with Courtiers. 

Gal. Why, how now, Hermogenes ? what aileſt thou 
trow ? 

Her. A little Melancholy, let me alone, pr'y thee. 

Gal. Melancholy ! how ſo ? 

Her. With riding : a Plague on all Coaches for me. 

Chlo. Is that hard-fayour'd Gentleman a Poet too ; 
Cyther ? 

Cyth. No, this is Hermogenes, as humorous as a Poet 
though : he is a Muſician. 

Chlo. A Muſician ? then he can fing. 

: Cyth, That he can excellently ; did you never hear 
im ? 

Chle. O no: will he be entreated, think you ? 

Cyth. I know not. Friend, Miſtreſs Chloe would 
- hear Hermogenes ſing : Are you intereſted in 

im ? 

Gal. No doubt, his own Humanity will command 
him ſo far, to the fſatisfation of 1o fair a Beauty ; 
bur rather than fail, wee'll all be Suiters to him, 

Her. *Cannot ſing. 

Gal, Pr'y thee, Hermogenes. 

Her. "Cannot ſing, 

Gal. For honour of this Gentlewoman, to whoſe 
Houſe, I know thou mailt be ever welcome. 


Chlo. That 
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"Cble. That he ſhall in eruth, Sir, if he can fing, 
Ovid. What's that ? 
Gal. This Gentlewoman is wooing Hermogenes for a 


Song. 

Od A Song? come, he ſhall not deny her. Her- 

enes ! 

Her. "Cannot ſing. 

Gal. No, the Ladies muſt da it, he ſtays but to have 
their Thanks acknowledg'd as a Debt to his —_ 

Ful. That ſhall not want : our felf will be the firſt ſhall 
promiſe to pay him more chan thanks, upon a favour fo 
worthily vouchſaP. 

Her, Thank you, Madam, but 'will not 

Tib. Tut, the only way to win him, is to abſtain from 


V 


intreati _ a” a 
Criſ. Do you love ſinging, Lady : 
Cblo. O, paſlingly. 


Criſ, Intreat the Ladies, to intreat me to ſing then, I 
beſeech you. 

N Cblo. ſ beſeech your Grace, intreat this Gentleman to 
ing. 
M1 That we will, Cblze; can he ſing excellently ? 

Chlo. I think fo, Madam: for he intreated me, to in- 
treat you, to intreat him to ſing. 

Criſ. Heaven and Earth ! would you tell that ? 

Ful. Good Sir, let's intreat you to uſe your Voice. 

Criſ. Alas, Madam, Y cannot in truth. 

Pls. The Gencleman is modeſt; I warrant you, he 
lings excellenely. 

Ovid. Hermogenes, clear your Throat : I ſee by him, 
here's a Gentleman will worthily challenge you. 

Criſ. Not I, Sir, Fil challenge no Man. 

Tib. That's your modeſty, Sir : but we, out of an 
_— of your excellency, challenge him in your be- 

Criſ. I thank you, Gentlemen, I'll do my beſt. 

Herm. Let that beſt be good, Sir, you were beſt. 
F on O, this contention 1s excellent. What is't you 
ing, Sir? 

ye Fl 9 ri &c. Sir, Pll ſing that. 


Ovid. One of your own Compotitions, Hermogenes. 
He offers you vantage enough. 
Cri/. Nay cruly, Gentlemen, I'll challenge no Man— : 


I can ſing but one Staff of che Ditty neither. 
Gall. 'The betrer : Hermogenes himſclf will be intreated 
eo ſing the other, 


SONG. 


FI freel diſcover 

What fir An. me in my Lover : 

I would bave ber ———— 
Sevouring more of Court than City ; 
A little proud, but full of pity : 

Light and humorous in ber toying, - 
Ofe builds bopes, and ſc0 dofroging 
Long, but t in the enjoying 3 
Neither too eaſie, nor too hard : 

All extreams I would have barr'd. 


Gall. Believe me, Sir, you ſing moſt excellently. 

Ovid. If there were - Praiſe above Excellence; the 
Gentleman highly deſerves it. 

Herm. Sir, all this doth not yet make me envy you; 
for I know I ſing better than you. 

Tib. Attend Hermogenes, now. 


IL 


She ſhould be allowed her paſſions, 
So => were but u1'd as Faſhions 3 
ometimes froward, and then frowning 
Sometimes ſickiſh, and then 7 org ; 
Every Fit with change ſtill crowning. 


Purely jealous, I would have her, 
only conſtant when 1 crave ber. 
| *Tit @ Vertue ſhould not ſave her. 
. Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me, 


Neither ber peeviſhneſs annoy me. 


ful. Nay, Hermogenes, your Merit hath long ſinc2 
n both known, =D admir'd of us. 
Herm, You ſhall hear me ſing another : now will I 


in. 

Gall. We ſhall do this Gentlemars Banquet too much 
wn ſtays for us, Ladies. 

Jul. 'Tis true : and well thought on, Cornelius Gallus. 

Her. Why 'cis but a ſhort Air, *ewill be done preſent 
ly, pray' ſtay; ſtrike Muſick. 

_ No, good Hermogenes : we'll end this difference 
within. 

Jul. *Tis the common Diſeaſe of all your Muſicians, 
that they know no mean; to be increated either co begin 
or end. | 

Al. Pleaſe you lead the way, Gencilcs ? 

All. Thanks, good Albius. 

Alb. O7 what a Charm of Thanks was here put upon 
me: O Jove, what a ſetting forth it isto a Man, to have 
many Courtiers come to his Houſe ! Sweetly was it ſaid 
of a good old Houſe-kceper ; I bad rather want Meat 
than want Gueſts : eſpecially if they be courtly Gueſts. 
For, never truſt me, if one of their good Legs made 
in a Houſe, be not worth all che good Chear a Man can 
make them. He that would have fine Gueſts, let him 
have a fine Wifo; he that would have a fine Wite, ler 
ef, By Jour Maſter Alb | 

rf. kind leave, er Albize. 

Alb. When, vat are not Maſter Cri/pinws ? 

Cri/. Yes faith, I have a deſign draws me hence : 
pray? Sir, faſhion me an Excuſe to the Ladies. 

Alb. Will you not ſtay, and fee the Jewels, Sic ? 1 
pray you ſtay. 
 Cri/. Not for a Milhon, Sir, now. Let it ſuffice, ] 
muſt — and fo in a word, pleaſe you to ex- 
piace this plementr. 

Alb. Mum. 


Criſ. Pll preſently go and enghle ſome Broker, tor a 
Poets Gown, and beſpeak a Garland : and chen Jeweller, 
look to your beſt Jewel y' faith. 


—— 


Act II. Scene I. 


Horace, Criſpinas, 
FH: yes; I will begin an Ode ſo: and it ſhall be 


to Mecanas. 

Cri/. 'Slid, yonder's Horace | they ſay he's an 
excellent Poet : Mecenfts loves him. I'll fall into his ac- 
quaintance, if I can; I think he be compoſing as he 
goes i” the Street! ha? *tis a good humour, if he be : 
111 compoſe too. 

Hor. Swell me a Bowl with luſty Wine, [ Har. Lib. 
Till I may ſee the plumy Lyzus ſwim x. Sur. 9. 
Above the brim : 


I yo as I would write, 
In ng meaſure, fill'd with flame and ſprite. 
Criſ. Sweet mad oh Minerva, and - ge ſtand au- 
icious to th How tar'ſt thou, ſweet Man ? 
rolick ? Rich ? Gallant ? ha? 

_ Not greatly Gallanc, Sir, like my Fortunes 3 
well. 
I am bold to take my leave, Sir, you'll nought elſe, Sir, 
would you ? 

Cri/. Troth, no, but I could wiſh thou did'ſt know us, 
Horace, we are a Schollar, I aſſure thee. 

Her. A Schollar, Sir ? I ſhall be covetous of your ſair 
knowledg. 


Crif. 
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Cri. Gramercy, good Horace. Nay we are new turn'd 
Poet too, which is more; and a Satyriſ# roo, which 1s 
more than that : I write juſt in thy vein, I. I am for 
your Odes or your Sermones, or any thing indeed ; we 
are a Gentleman beſides :- our name is Rufus Laberius 
Criſpinus, we are a pretty, Stoick too. 

_ Her. To the proportion of your Beard, I think it, 
Sir. 

Cri. By Phzbws, here's a molt neat fine Street, is't not ? 
I proteſt to thee, I am enamour'd of this Street now, 
more than of half the Streets of Rome again ; *ris ſo polite, 
and terſe There's the Front of a Building now. I ſtu- 
dy Archite&ure too : if ever I ſhould build, 1d have a 
Houſe juſt of that Proſpective. 

Hor. Doubtlefs, this Gallants Tongue has a good turn, 
when he ſleeps. ; 

Criſ; I do make Verſes, when I come in ſuch a Street 
as this : O your City-Ladies, you ſhall ha' *em fit in 'e- 
very Shop like the Muſe; — off ring you the Caſtalian 
Dews, and the Theſpian Liquors, to as many as have but 
the ſweet Grace and Andacity to lip of their Lips. 
Did you never hear any of my Verſes ? 

Hor. No, Sir (but I am in ſome fear I muſt now.) 

Criſ, Til tell the ſome (if I can but recover 'em) I 
compos'd e'en now of a drefling, I faw a Jewellers 
Wite wear, who indeed was a Jewel her ſelf: I prefer 
thar kind of Tire now, what's thy opinion, Horace ? 

Hor. With your Silver Bodkin, it does well, Sir. 

Criſ; I cannot tell, bur it ſtirs me more than all your 
Court-curls, or your Spangles, or your Tricks : I affet 
not theſe high Gable-ends, theſe Tuſcane Tops, nor your 
Coronets, nor your Arches, nor your Pyramid's ; give 
me a fine ſweet— little delicate drefling with a Bod- 
kin, as you ſay: and a Muſhrome, for all your other 
Ornatures. 

Hor. Is't not poſſible to make an eſcape from him ? 

Criſ. I have remitted my Verſes, all this while, I think, 
I ha* forgot 'em. 

Her. Here's he, could wiſh you had elſe. 

Criſ. Pray Fove, | can entreat *em of my Memory, 
Hor. You put your memory to tog much trouble, Sir. 

Criſ. No ſweet Horace, we muſt not have thee' think 
ſo 


Hor. I cry you mercy ; then, they are my Ears 
That mult be tortur'd : well, you muſt have patience 
Ears. 

Criſ, Pray thee, Horace, obſerve. 

Hor. Yes, Sir : your Sattin Sleeve begins to fret at the 
Rug that is underneath it, I do obſerve : And your ample 
velvet Baſes are not without evident {tains of a hot diſ- 
poſition naturally. 

Crif. O— Fl dye them into another Colour, at plea- 
ſure : how many yards of Velvet doſt thou think they 
contain ? 

Her. I have put him now in a freſh way 
To vex me more : Faith, Sir, your Mercers Book 
Will tell you with more patience, than I can. 

(For I am croſt, and fo's not that, I think.) 

Cri/. *Slight, theſe Verſes have loſt me again : I ſhall 
not invite *em to mind, now. 

Hor. Rack not your thoughts, good Sir; rather defer it 
To a new time; I'll meet you at your Lodging, 

Or where you pleaſe : Till then, Fove keep you, Sir. 

Criſe Nay, gentle Horace, ſtay ; I have it, now. 

Hor. Yes, Sir. Apollo, Hermes, Jupiter, look down up- 
on me. 


Cri. Rich was thy hap, ſweet dainty Cap, 
There to be placed : 
Where thy (mooth block, ſleek white may ſmack, 
find bath be graced. 


1bite is there uſurpt for her Brow ; her Fore-head : and 
then ſicek, as the paralel to ſmoozh, that went before. A | 


_ of Paranomeſie, or Agnemination : do:you conceive, 
ir ? 

Hoy. Excellent. Troth, Sir, I muſt be abrupt and leave 
you. | 
Criſ. Why what haſte haſt thou ? pr'y thee ſtay a lit- 
tle ; thou ſhalt not go yet, by Phebus. 

Hor, I ſhall not? what Remedy ? Fie, how I ſweat 
with Suffering ! 

Criſ. And then —— 

Hor. Pray, Sir, give me leave to wipe my Face a 
itrle, 

Criſ. Yes, do, good Horace. 

Hor. Thank you, Sir. 

Death ! I muſt crave his leave to piſs anon ; 

Or that I may go hence wirh halt my Teeth : 

I am in ſome ſuch fear. This Tyranny 

Is ſtrange, to take mine Ears up by Commiſſion, 
(Whether I will or no) and make them Stalls 

To his lewd Soleci/ſms, and worded Traſh, 
Happy thou, bold Bolanw, now I fay ; 

Whoſe freedom, and impatience of this fellow, 
Would long ere this, have call'd him Fool, and Fool, 
And rank, and tedious Fool, and have ſlang Jeſts 
As hard as Stones, till thou hadſt pelted him 
Out of the place : whil'itmy tame Modeſty 
Suffers my Wit be made a ſolemn Als 

To bear his Fopperies—— 

Criſ. Horace, thou art miſerably affefted to be gone, 
I ſee. But— pry thee, let's prove to enjoy thee a while. 
Thou haſt no buſineſs, I aflure me. Whether is thy 
journey directed ? ha ? 

Hor. Sir, I am going to viſit a friend that's fick. 

Criſ. A Friend 2 What's he ? do not I know him ? 

Hor. No, Sir, you do not know him ; and 'tis not the 
worle for him. 

Criſ. What's his Name ? where's he lodg'd ? 

Her. Where I ſhall be fearful to draw you out of 
| your way, Sir3 .a great way hence ; pray”, Sir, let's 
part. 

Criſ. Nay, but where is't ? I pr'y thee, fay. 

Hor. On the far fide of all Tyber yonder, by Caſars 
Gardens. 

Criſ. O that's my courſe directly ; I am for you. 
Comego ; why ſtand'ſt thou ? 

Hor. Yes, Sir : marry the Plague is in that part of 
the City 3 I had almoſt forgot to cell you, Sir. 

Cri. Fough, it is no matter, I fear no Peſtilence, I 
ha* not offended Phebas. 

Hor. I have, it ſeems, or elſe this heavy Scourge 
Could neer have lighted on me—— 

Criſ. Come, along. 

Hor. I am to go down ſome half mile, this way, Sir, 
firſt, to ſpeak with his Phyſician : And from thence to 
his Apothecary, where I ſhall ſtay the mixing of divers 
Drugs — ' 

Criſ. Why, it's all one, I have nothing to do, and I 
love not to be idle, I'll bear thee company. How call 'it 
thou the Apothecary ? 

Hor. O that I knew a name would fright him now. 
Sir Rhadamanmthws, Rhadamanthus, Sir. 

There's one ſo call'd, is a juſt Judge in Hell, 
And doth infli& ſtrange Vengeance on all choſe, 
That (here on Earth) torment poor parient Spirits. 

Criſ. He dwells at che three Faries, by Janus 
Temple ? | 

Hor. Your 'Pothecary does, Sir. 

Criſ. Heart, I owe him Money for Sweet-meats, and 
he has laid to arreſt me, I hear : but —— 

Hor. Sir, I have made a moſt folemn vow , I will 
never bail any Man. 

Criſ. Well chen, Pl ſwear, and ſpeak him fair, if che 
worſt come. But his name is Mines, not Rhadamar 
thus, Horace, 
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Hor. That may be, Sir : I but guels'd at his Name by 
his Sign. But your Minos is a Ju ge r00, Sir ? 

Criſ. I proteſt to thee, Horace, (do but taſte me once) 
if I do know my ſelf, and mine own Vertues truly, thou 
wilt not make that eſteem of Varizs, or Virgil, or Tibul- 
les, or any of *em indeed, as now in thy ignorance thou 
doſt ; which I am content to forgive: I would fain ſee 
which of theſe could pen more Verſes in a day, /or with 
more facility, than I; or that could court his Miltris, 
kiſs her Hand, make better ſport with her Fan, or her 
". I cannot bail you yet, Sir. 

Cri. Or that could move his Body more gracefully, 
or dance better : You ſhould ſce me, were it not the 
SCC — 

Hor. Nor yet. 

Crif. Why, I have been a Reveller, and at my Cloth 
of Silver Sure, and my long Stocking, in my time, and 
will be again 

Her. It you may be truſted, Sir. 

Cri, And then for my ſinging, Hermogenes himſelf 
envies me, that is your only Maſter of Mutick you have 
in Rome. 

Hor. Is your Mother living, Sir ? 

Criſ. Au: Convert thy Thoughts to ſomewhat elle, 
I pray thee. 

Hor. You have much of the Mother in you, Sir : 
Your Father is dead ? 

Criſ. I, T thank ove, and my Grandfather coo, and 
all my Kinsfolks, and well compos'd in their Urns. 

Her. The more their happineſs,}that reſt in peace, 
Free from th' abundant Torture of thy Tongue : 

Would I were with them too. Criſ. What's that, Horace ? 

Hor. I now remember me, Sir, of a fad Fate 
A Cunning Woman, one Sabella, ſung, 

When in her Urn ſhe caſt my Deſtiny, | 
I being but a Child. Cri/. What was', I pray thee ? 

Hor. She told me I ſhould ſurely never periſh 
By Famine, Poiſon, or the Enemies Sword ; 

he He&tick Fever, Cough, or Pleuriſie 
Should never hurt me, nor the tardy Gout : 
But in my time I ſhould be once ſurpriz'd 
By a ſtrong tedious Talker, that ſhould vex 
And almoſt bring me to Conſumption : 
Therefore, (if I were wiſe) ſhe warn'd me ſhun 
All ſuch long-winded Monſters, as my Bane : 
For if I could but ſcape that one Diſcourſer, 
I might (no doubt) prove an old aged man. 
By your leave, Sir. 

Criſ. Tut, tut; abandon this idle Humour, *tis nothing 
but Melancholy. *Fore Fove, now I think on't, I am to 
appear in Court here, to anſwer to ono that has me in 
Suit : Sweet Horace, go with me, this is my Hour; if I 
negle& it, the Law proceeds againſt me. Thou art fa- 
miliar with theſe things ; pr'y thee, if thou lov'ſt me, go. 

Hor. Now, let me die, Sir, if I know your Laws, 

Or have the power to ſtand ſtill half fo long 

In their loud Courts, as while a Caſe is argued. 

Beſides, you know, Sir, where I am to go, 

And the neceflity 

Cri{. "Tis true : — 

Hor. I hope the Hour of my Releaſe be come: He 
will (upon this Conſideration) diſcharge me, ſure. 

Criſ. Troth, I am doubtful what I may beſt do; whe- 
ther to leave thee, or my Aﬀeairs, Horace. 

Hor. O Fupiter ! me; Sir, me, by any means: I beſeech 
you, me, Sir. 

Cri/. No faith, I'll venture thoſe now ; thou ſhalt fee I 
love thee : Come, Herace. 

Hyr. Nay, then I am deſperate : I follow you, Sir. 
Tis hard contending with a Man that overcomes thus. 
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Cri/. Troth, Horace, thou art, exceeding happy in thy 
Friends and Acquaintance ; they are all moſt choice 
Spirits, and of the firſt Rank of Romans : I do not know 
that Poet, I proteſt, has usd his Fortune more profpe- 
rouſly than thou haſt. |If thou wouldſt bring me known 
to Mecenas, I ſhould ſecond thy Deſert well ; thou 
ſhouldſt find a good fare Afﬀiſtane of -me, one that 
would ſpeak all good of thee in thy abſence, and be 
content with the next Place, not envying thy Repuca- 
tion with thy Patron. Let me not live, but I think 
thou and I (in a ſmall time) ſhould lift them alt ou of 
Favour, both Virgil, Varizs, and the beſt of them, and 
enjoy him wholly co our ſelves. 

Hor. Gods, you do know it, I can hold no longer ; 
This Brize hath prickt my Patience : Sir, your Silkne(s 
Clearly miſtakes Meeznar, and his Houle, 

To think there breaths a Spirit beneath his Roof 
Subject unto thoſe poor AﬀeRions 

Ot undermining Envy and DetraQtion, 

Moods only proper to baſe groveling Minds. 

That Place is not in Rome, I dare affirm, 

More pure or free from ſuch low common Evils. 
There s no man griev'd, that this is thought more rich, 
Or this more learned ; each man hath his Place, 

And to his Merit his Reward of Grace : 

Which with a mutual Love they all embrace. 

Criſ. You report a Wonder ! 'tis ſcarce credible, this. 

Hor. I am no Torture, to enforce you to believe it ; 
but 'tis ſo. 

Criſ. Why, this enflames me with a more ardent de- 
fire to be his, than before : bur I doubt I (ball find the 
entrance to his Familiarity ſomewhat more than difficulr, 
Horace. 

Hor. Tut, you'll conquer him, as you have done the : 
There's no ſtanding our againſt you, Sir, 1 ſee that : Ei- 
ther your Importunity, or the intimation of your good 
Parts, or 

Criſ. Nay, Vl bribe his Porter, and the Grooms of his 


# 


| Chamber, make his Doors open to me that way firſt ; 


and then I'll obſerve my Times. Say he ſhould extrude 
me his Houſe to day, ſhall I therefore deſiſt, or let fall 
my Suit to morrow ? No; Ill atrend him, follow him, 
meet him 7 the Street, the High-ways, run by his Coach, 
never leave him. What ? Man hath nothing given him 
in this Lite, without much Labour. 

Her. And Impudence. 
Archer of Heaven, Phebas, take thy Bow, 
And with a full drawn Shaft nail to the Earth 
This Python, that I may yet run hence, and live: 
Or brawny Hercules, do thou come down, 
And (though thou mak'ſt it up thy Thirteenth Labour) 
Reſcue me trom this Hydra of Diſcourſe here. 


Act IIL. Scene II. 


Ariſtius, Herace, Criſpinas. 


Orace, well met. Hor. O welcome, my Reliever; 
Ariſtizs, as thou lov'ſt me, ranſom me. 
Ari. What ail'ſt thon, Man ? Hor.*Death, I am ſcis'd on 

By a Land-Remora; I cannoe ſtir, (here 
ot move, but as he pleaſes. Cri/. Wilt thou go, Horace ? 
Hor. Heart! He cleaves to me like Alcides Shirt, 

Tearing my Fleſh and Sinews: O, I ha' been vexc 

And tortur d with him, beyond torty Fevers. 

For Fove's ſake, find ſore means to take me from him. 
Ari. Yes, I will : but I'll go firſt and tell Mecznes. 
Criſ: Come, ſhall we go 7 
Ari. The Jeſt will make his Eyes run, i' faith. 

Hor. Nay, Ariltins ? Ari. Farewell, Horace. 
Hor. *Death ! will a* leave me? Fuſcus Ariſftins, do 


Cri. And how deals Mecenas with thee? liberally ? ha? , you hear 2 Gods of Rome! You faid, you had fome- 


Is he open-handed ? bountiful ? 
Hor. He's ſtill himſelf, Sir. 


what to ſay to me in private. 
Ari, I, but I fee you are now employ 'd with that 
P Gentleman ; 
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Gentleman ; 'ewere Offence to trouble you : Ill take 
ſome fitter Opportunity : Farewell. 
Hor. Miſchief and Torment! O my Soul and Heart, 
How are you crampt with Anguiſh ! Death ir felf* 
- Brings not the like Convulſions. O, this day, 
That ever I ſhould view thy tedious face—— 
Criſ. Horace, what Paſſion, what Humour is this ? 
Hor. Away, good Prodigie afflict me not. 
(A Friend, and mock me thus |) Never was man 
So left under the Ax How now ? 


Act IL Scene IIL 
Minos, Lidors, Criſpinus, Horace. 


Hat's he, in the embroider'd Hat there, with the 
Aſh-colour'd Feather : His Name is Laberius Crr- 
ſpin. 
Lic. Laberias Criſpinus, T arreſt you in the Emperor's 
Name. 

Cri. Me, Sir ? do you arreſt me ? 

Lic. I, Sir, at the Suit of Maſter Mines the *Por 
thecary. 

Hor. . Thanks, great Apollo: I will not flip chy Favour 
offered me in my Eſcape, for my Fortunes. 

Cri/. Maſter Mimos ? I know no Maſter Mines. Where's 
Horace ? Horace, Horace. 

Mi. Sir, do not you know me? 

Cri// O yes, I know you, Maſter Mines ; cry you 
mercy. But Horace ? Gods me, is he gone? 

Mm. 1,,and ſo would you too, it you-knew how, 
Officer, look to him. 

Criſ. Do you hear, Maſter Mines ? Pray let's be us'd 
like a Man of our own Faſhion. By Fanws and Fupiter, 
I meant to have paid you next Week, every Drachm. 
Seek not to ecliple my Reputation thus vulgarly. 

Min. Sir, your Oaths cannot ſerve you ; you know 
I have forborn you long. 

Cri/. I am conſcious of it, Sir. Nay, I beſeech you, 
Gentlemen, do not exhale me thus ; remember ?tis but 
for Sweet-meats—— 

Lic. Sweet Meat muſt have ſowr Sauce, Sir. Come 
along. 

Cril Sweet Maſter Mines, I am forfeited to eternal 
Diſgrace, if you do not commilerate. Good Officer, 
be not ſo officious. 


" At INI. 2 Scene IV. 
Tucca, Pyrgus, Mines, Liftors, Criſpinus, Hiſtrio, 


Demetrius, 
WW Hy, how now, my good brace of Blood-hounds ? 
| Whither-do you drag the Gentleman ? You 
Mungrels, you Curs, you Bandogs 3 we are Captain 
Tucca that talk to you, you inhumane Pilchers. 
Min. Sir, he is their Priſoner. 
Tuc.. Their Peſtilence | What are you, Sir ? 
Min. A Citizen of Rome, Sir. 
Tuc. Then you are not far diſtant from a Fool, Sir. 
Min. A Pothecary, Sir. 
Tuc, T knew thou waſt not a Phyſicianz fough ; out 
of my Noſtrils, thou ſtink'{t of Lotiwm and the Hrings: 
away, qu Follower, my Sword, 
Pyr, Here, noble Leader, you'll do no harm with it ; 


Tuc, Do you hear, you Good-man Slave? Hook, Ram, 
Rogue, Catch-pole, looſe the Gentleman, or by my Vel- 
Vet Artmg— 

Lic. What will you do, Sir ? 

Tue, Kiſs thy Hand, my honourable ative Varlet, 
and embrace thee thus. | The Officer ſtrikes up bu Heels. 

Pyr. O patient Metamorphoſis ! 

Tuc, My Sword, my tall Raſcal, 


« 


— 


Lic. Nay, ſoft, Sir: Some wiſer than ſome. 

Tuc. What? and a Wit too! By Pluto, thou muſt be 

cheriſh'd, Slave; here's three Drachrms for thee ; hold. 
_ There's half his Lendings gone. 

#c, Give me. 

Lic. No, Sir, your firſt Word ſhall ſtand : I'll hold all. 

Tuc. Nay, but, R 

Lic. You would make a Reſcue of our Priſoner, Sir, 


you. 

Tuc. I a Reſcue ? Away, inhumane Varlet. Come, 
come, I never relliſh above one Jeſt at moſt ; do not 
diſguſt me, Sirrah, do not: Rogue, I cell thee, Rogue, 
do not. 

Lic. How, Sir ? Rogue ? 

Tuc, I, why | Thou art not angry, Raſcal, art thou ? 

Lic. I cannot tell, Sir; I am little berter, upon cheſe 
Terms. 

Tuc. Ha ! Gods and Friends | Why, dolt hear, Rogue 
thou? give me thy Hand ; I ſay unto thee, thy Hand, 
Rogue. What, doſt not thou know me? not me, Rogue? 
not Captain Tuccs, Rogue ? 

Min. Come, pra' furrender the Gentleman his Sword, 
Officer ; we'll have no fighting here. 

Tuc, What's thy Name ? 

Min. Minos, an't pleaſe you. 

Tuc. Minos ? Come hither, Minos z thou art a wiſe 
Fellow, it ſeems ; let me talk with thee. 

Criſ. Was ever Wretch ſo wretched as unfortunate I? 

Tac. Thou art one of the Centum-wiri, old Boy, art 
not ? 

Min. No indeed, Maſter Captain. 

Txc. Go to, thou ſhale be then ; I'll ha* thee one, Mi- 
nos. Take my Sword from thoſe Raſcals, doſt thou ſee ? 
go, do it ; I cannot att with patience. What do's 
this Gentleman owe thee, little Adrnes ? 

Min. Fourſcore Sefterties, Sir. 

Tuc. What, no more ? Come, thou ſhalt releaſe him, 
Mines : What, Fll be his Bail, thou ſhale take my Word, 
old Boy, and caſhire theſe Furies : Thou ſhale do't, I 
ſay, thou ſhalt, little Minos, thou ſhalt. 

Criſ. Yes and as I am a Gentleman, and a Reveller, 
Pll make a Piece of Poetry, and abſolre all, within 
theſe five days. 

Tuc. Come, Mines is not to learn how to uſe a Gent*- 
man of Quality, I know : My Sword : If he thee 
not, I will, and I muſt, old Boy. Thou ſhalt be my 
*Pothecary too. Haſt good Eringo's, Mines ? 

Min. The beſt in Rome, Sir. 

Tuc. Go to then ——— Vermine, know the Houſe. 

Pyr. I warrant you, Colonel. 

Tac For this Gentleman, Mino: ? 

Min. Tl take your Word, Captain, 

Tuc. Thou haſt it. My Sword—— 

Min. Yes, Sir : But you muſt diſcharge the Arreſt, 
Maſter Cre/pinwe. 

Tue, How, Mines? Look in the Gentleman's Face, 
and but read his Silence. Pay, pay 3 'tis Honour, Mines. 

Criſ. By Fove, tweet Captain, you do molt infinitely 
endear and oblige me to you. 

Tuc. Tut, I cannot complement, by Mars ; but Fupi- 
ter love me, as I love good Words, dl good Clothes, and 
there's an end. Thou ſhalt give my Boy that Girdle and 
Hangers, when thou haft worn them a little more—— 

Criſ. O Jupiter! Captain, he ſhall have them now 
PR eaſe you to be acceptive, young Gentleman. 

Pyr. Yes, Sir, fear not ; I ſhall accept3 I havea pretty 
fooliſh humour of taking, if you knew all. 

Twxc, Not now, you ſhall not take, Boy, 

Criſ. By my truth, and earneſt, but he ſhall, Captain, 
by yourleave. 

Tuc. Nay, and a' ſwear by his truth, and earneſt, take 
it, Boy : do not make a Gent'man forſworn. 

Lic. Well, Sir, there's your Sword ; but thank Maſter 


Mino: ; you had not carned it as you do elſe. 
Tuc. Mines 
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Tec. Minos is juſt, and you are Knaves, and 

Lic, What ſay you, Sir? | 

Tuc. Paſs on, my good Scoundrel, paſs on, I honour 
thee: Bur that I hate to have ation with ſuch baſe 
Rogues as theſe, you ſhould ha? ſeen me unrip their No- 
ſes now, and have ſent 'em to the next Barbers to ſtiech- 
ing : for, do you ſee—— I am a Man of Humour, and 
[ do love the Varlers, the honeſt Varlets they have Wit 
and Valour, and are indeed good profitable errant 
Rogues, as any live in an Empire. Doſt thou hear Poe- 
taſter? ſecond me. Stand up (Mine: ) cloſe, gather, yer, 
ſo. Sir, (thou ſhalt have a Quarter-ſhare, be reloluce) 

ou ſhall, at my requeſt, take Mimos by the Hand here, 
little Minos, I will have it fo ; all Friends, and a Health : 
be not inexorable. And thou ſhalt impart the Wine, old 
Boy, thou ſhalt do'r, little Mimos, thou ſhalt ; make us 
pay it in our Phyſick. What ? we mult live, and ho- 
nour the Gods ſometimes; now Bacchus, now Comms, now 
Priapms 3 every God a little. What's he that ſtalks by 
there, Boy, Pyrgws ? You were beſt let him pals, Sirrah 
do, Ferret, let him paſs, do. 

Pyr. 'Tis a Player, vir. | 

Tc. A Player? Call him, call the lowfie Slave hi- 
ther : What, will he fail by, and not once ſtrike, or vail 
to a Man of War? ha? Do you hear? you Player, 
Rogue, Stalker, come back here: No reſpect to Men of 
Worſhip, you Slave 2 What, you are proud, you Raſcal, 
are you proud? ha ? You grow rich,do you, and purchaſe, 
you two-peny Tear-mouth ? You have Fortune, and the 
good Year on your fide,you Stinkard, you have,you have. 

Hiſ. Nay, ſweet Captain, be contin'd to fome Rea- 
ſon ; I proteſt I ſaw you not, Sir. 

Tuc. You did not? Where was your ſight, Oedipus ? 
You walk with Hares Eyes do you ? I'll ha* *em glaz'd, 
Rogue ; and you ſay the word, they ſhall be glaz'd for 
you : Come, we muſt have you turn Fidler again, Slave, 
get a Baſe Violin at your back, and march in a Tawn 
Coat, with one Sleeve, to Gooſe-Fairz then you'll 
know us, you'll ſee us then, you will, Gulch, you will. 
Then, Will't pleaſe your Worſhip to have any Muſick, 
Captain ? 

Hiſ. Nay, good Captain. 

Tuc. What, do you laugh, Owleg/as ? Death, you per- 
ſtemptuous Varlet, I am none of your Fellows : I have 
commanded a hundred and fifty fuch Rogues, I. 

1 Pyr. I, and moſt of that hundred and fifty have 
been Leaders of a Legion. 

Fi. If I have exhibiced wrong, I'll tender Satisfacti- 
on, Captain. 

Tuc. Sailt thou fo, honeſt Vermin? Give me thy 
Hind ; thou ſhalt make us a Supper one of theſe Nights. 
Hiſ. When you pleaſc, by Fove, Captain, moſt wil- 

ingly. 

A Doſt thou ſwear ? To morrow then ; ſay and 
hold, Slave. There are ſome of you Players honeſt 
Gent'men-like Scoundrels, and ſuſpected to ha* fome 
Wir, as well as your Poets, both at Drinking, and break- 
ing of Jefts, and are Companions for Gallants. A man 
may $kelder ye, now and then, of half a dozen Shil- 
lings, or fo. {t thou not know that Pamalabws there ? 

Hiſ. No, I aſſure you, Captain. 

Tue, Go, and be acquainted with him then ; he is a 
Gent'man, parcel Poet, you Slave 3 his Father was a 
Man of Worſhip, I cell e Go, he pens high, lofty, 
in a new ſtalking Strain, bigger chan half che Rhimers 
i' the Town again: He was born to fill thy Mouth, 
Minotaurms , he was; he will teach thee to tear and 
rand, Raſcal, to him, cheriſh his Muſe, go; thou haſt 
lorty, forty , Shillings, I mean , Stinkard ; give him 
in carncſt, do, he ſhall write for thee, Slave. It he pen 
tor thee once, thou ſhalt not need to travel with thy 
Pumps tull of Gravel any more, after a blind Jade and 
a Hamper, and ſtalk upon Boards and Barrel-heads to 
an old crackt Trumpet 


| Hf. Troth, I think £ ha' not fo much about me, 
Captain. 

Tuc. It's no matter ; give him what thou haſt : Stiff. 
toe, I'll give my Word for the reſt ; though it lack a 
Shilling or ewo, it skills not : Go, thou arc an honeſt 
Shifrer; Pll ha* the Stacure repeal'd for thee. Mines, I muſt 
tel] thee, Mines, thou haſt dejeted yon Gene'mans Spiric 
exceedingly 2 Doſt obſerve, doſt note, little Mines ? 

Min. Yes, vir. 

Tuc, Go to then, raiſe, recover, do : Suffer him not 
to droop, in proſpect of a Player, a Rogue, a Stager : 
Put ewenty into his Hand, ewenty Sefterces, I mean, and 
let no body ſee : Go, do it, the Work (hall commend it 
ſelf; be Mines, Tll pay. 

Min. Yes forſooth, Captain. 

2 Pyr. Do not we ſerve a notable Shark ? 

' Tue. And what new Matters have we now afoot, 
Sirrah ? ha? I would fain come with my Cockatrics 
one day, and fee a Play, if I knew when there were 
a good bawdy one ; but they fay, you ha* nothing bur 
Humours, Revels, and Satyrs, that gird and*fart at the 
time, you Slave. 

Hi/. No, I aſſure you, Captain, not we. They are 
on the other ſide of Tyber : We have as much Ribaldry 
in our Plays as can be, as you would wiſh, Captain : 
All the Sinners i the Suburbs come, and applaud our 
Action, daily. 

Tuc. | hear, you'll bring me o' the Stage there ; 
you'll play me, they fay ; I ſhall be preſented by a fore 
of Copper-lac't Scoundrels of you : Life of Pluto! an? 
you Stage me; Stinkard, your Manſions ſhall ſwear 
tor't, = Tabernacles, Varlets, your G{bes, and your 
Tri fo 

Hiſ. Not we, by Phebus, Captain ; do not do us im- 
putation, without deſert. 

Tuc. | wu*not, my good two-peny Raſcal ; reach me 
thy Neuf. Doſt hear 2 What wilt thou give me a Week 
for my brace of Beagles here, my little Point-cruſlers ? 
You ſhall ha* them a& among ye. Sirrah, you, pro- 
nounce. Thou ſhalt hear him ſpeak in King Darin 
doletul Strain. 

1 Pyr. O doleful Days ! O direful deadly Dump ! 

O wicked World, and worldly Wickedne(; ! 
How can I bold my Fiſt from crying, Thump, 
In rue of this right raskal Wretchedneſs ! 

Tac. In an amorous Vein now, Sirrah : Peace. 

I Pyr. O, ſhe s wilder, and more hard, withal, 
Than Beaſt, or Bird, or Tree, or Fan Wall. 

Yet might ſhe lowe me, to uprear ber State : 
I, but perbaps ſhe hopes ſome nobler Mate. 
Yet might ſhe love me, to content her Fire : 

I, but her Reaſon maſters ber Deſire. 

Yet might ſhe love me as her Beauties Thrall : 
I, but I fear, ſhe cannot love at all. 

Tuc. Now, the horrible fierce Soldier, you, Sirrah. 

1 Pyr. What ? will I brave thee? I, and Beard thee tog. 
A Roman Spirit ſcorns to bear @ Brain 
So full of baſe Puſillanimity. 

Dem, Hiſt, Excellent. 

Tuc. Nay, thou ſhalt ſee that ſhall raviſh thee anon ; 
prick up thine Ears, Stinkard ; The Ghoſt, Boys. 

1 Pyr, Vinditta. 

2 Pyr. Timoria. 

i Pyr. Vindifta. 

2 Pyr, Timoria. 

1 Pjyr, Veni, 

2 Pyr. Ven. | 

Tuc. Now thunder , Sirrah, you, the rumbling 
Player. 

1 Pyr. I, but ſome body muſt cry (Murder) then in a 
{mall voice. 

Tuc. Your Fellow-ſharer there ſhall do't : Cry, Sirrah, 
cry 


I Pyr. Murder, murder. 
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2 Pyr. Who calls cut Murder ? Lady, was it you? 
Dem. Hiſt. O, admirable good, I proteſt. 
Tuc. Sirrah, Boy, brace your Drum a lictle ſtraiter, 

and do the tother Fellow there, he in the— what tha 

call him and yer ſtay too. 

2 Pyr. Nay, and thou dallieft, then I am thy Foe, 
And Fear ſhall force what Friendſhip cannot wn , 
Thy Death ſha!l bury what thy Life conceals, 

Villain ! thou dieſt, for more reſpetting ber ———» 

1 Pyr. O, ftay my Lord. 

2 Pyr Than me : | 
Net ſpeak thr Truth, and I will uerdon thee ; 

Bui if thou dally once again, thou dieſt. 

T- Enough ot this, Boy. ; 

2 Pyr. Why then lament therefore : damn d be thy Guts un- 
to King Pluto's Hell, and Princely Erebus 3 for Sparrows 
mut bave Focd. : : 

Hiſ. "Pray, ſweet Captain, let one of chem do a little 

dy. 

jp 0 ' he will make thee eternally enamour'd of 

him, there : Do, Sirrah, do ; *ewill allay your Fellow's 

a lirtle. 
_o.. Maſter, mock on ;, the Scorn thou giveſt me, 
Pray Jove ſome Lady may return on thee, 

2 Pyr. No, you ſhall ſee me do the Moor : Maſter, 
lend me your Scarf a little. 

Tuc. Here, 'cis at thy ſervice, Boy. | 

2 Pzr. You, Maſter Minos, heark hither a little. 

[ They ago to make rbemſebver ready, 

#c. How doſt like him ? art not rapt? art not 

cickled now ? doſt not applaud, Raſcal ? doſt not 
laud ? 

7; Yes: What will you ask for 'em a Week, Cap- 

tain ? 

Tac, No, you mangonizing Slave, I will not part 
from 'em ; you'll fell 'em for Enghles, you : Let's ha 
good Chear to morrow night at Supper, Stalker, and 
then we'll talk ; good Capon and Plover, do you hear, 
Sirrah ? and do not bring your eating Player with you 
there 3 I cannot away with him : He will eat a Leg of 
Mucton while I am in my Porridge, the lean Polupba- 


' | hir'd him to abuſe Horace, and bring him in, in a 


the Gods confine 
guſt. 

Tuc. Stay, thou ſhalt ſee the Moor e're thou goelt. 
What's he with the Half arms there, that ſalutes us our 
of his Cloke, like a Motion ? ha ? 

Hiſ. O, Sir, his Doublet's a little decay'd ; he is 0- 
therwiſe a very ſimple honeſt Fellow, Sir, one Deme- 
trixs, a Dreſſer of Plays about the Town here ; we have 


Play, 
with all his Gallants; as, Tibullus, Mecenas, "Sor. 
Gallus, and the reſt. 

Tuc, And why fo, Stinkard ? 

Hiſ. O, it will get us a huge deal of Money ( Cap- 
tain) and we have need on't ; for this Winter has made 
us all poorer than ſo many ſtarv'd Snakes : No body 
comes at us, not a Gentleman, nor a ——— 

Tuc. But you know nothing by him, do you, to make 
a Play of? 

Hiſ. Faith, not much, Captain ; but our Author will 
deviſe that that ſhall ſerve in ſome ſore. 

. Tac. Why, my Parnaſſus, here, ſhall help him, if thou 
wile, Can thy Author do it impudently enough ? 

Hiſ. O, I warrant you, Captain, and ſpitefilly e- 
nough too ; he has one of the moſt overflowing rank 
Wits in Rome : He will flander any Man that breathes, 
if he —_—_—— : 

Tuc, I'll know the r, egregious, nitty Raſcal, 
an? he have theſe ot. wok BY c ualities "7 PII che- 
riſh him, (ſtay, here comes the Tartar) I'll make a Ga- 
thering for him, I, a Purſe, and put the poor Slave 
in freſh Rags : Tell him ſo, to comfore him. Well laid, 
Boy. [The Boy comes in on Minos Shoulders, ho 

ftalks as he atts. 

2 Pyr. Where art thou, Boy ? Where is Calipolis ? 

Fight Earthquakes in the Entrails of the Earth, 
And Eaſtern Whirlwinds in the Helliſh Shades ; 
Some foul Cont agion of th' infefted Heavens 
Blaft all the Trees, and in their curſed tops 

The diſmal Night-raven and tragick Ow 
Breed, and become Forerunners of my Fall. 


your modern Delights, without dil- 


gs, his Belly is like Barathrum, he looks like a Midwite | 


an's Apparel, the Slave : Nor the villainous out-of- 

nc idler +20 Arn bring not him. What haſt thou 
e? ſix and thirty ? ha 7 

wr” 7 No. here's al I have (Captain) ſome five and 
twenty : Pray, Sir, will you preſent, and accommodate 
it unto the Gentleman 3 for mine own part, I am a 
meer Stranger to his Humour ; beſides, I have ſome Bu- 
ſincſs invites me hence, with Maſter 4/mivs Lupms the 
Tribune. : 

Tuc. Well, go thy ways, purſue thy Projedts, let me 
alone with this Deſign ; my Poeraſter ſhall make thee a 
Play, and thou ſhalt be a Man of good Parts in it. Bur 
ſtay, let me ſee do not bring your eſope, your Politi- 
cian, unleſs you can ram up his Mouth with Cloves ; the 
Slave ſmells ranker than ſome ſixteen Dunghils, and is 
ſeventeen times more rotten: Mary, you may bring 
Fricker, my Zany : he's a good skipping Swaggerer; and 
your fat Fool there, my Margo, bring him too; bur let 
him not beg Rapters nor Scarfs, in his over-familiar 
playing Pace, nor roar out his barren bold Jeſts with a 
rormenting Laughter, between drunk and dry. Do 


you hear;Stiffcoe ? Give him warning, admonition, to |' 


forſake his {\wcy glavering Grace, and his Goggle-eye 3 
it does not become him, Sirrah ; tell him ſo. I have 
ſtood up and defended you, I, to Gent'men, when you 
have been ſaid to prey upon Pu'nees, and honeſt Citi- 
zens, for Socks or Buskins ; or when they ha call'd you 
Uſurers or Broakers, or ſaid, you were able to help to a 
piece of Fleſh—— I have ſworn, I did not think fo; 
nor that you were the common Retreats for Punks de- 
cay'd i* their Practice: I cannot believe it of you— 
Hi/. Thank you, Captain ; Fupiter and the reſt of | 


Tuc, Well, now fare thee well, my honeſt Peny- 
Biter : Commend me to ſeven Shares and a half, and 
remember to morrow If you lack a Service, 
you ſhall play in = Name, Raskals; but you ſhall 
buy your own Cloth, and I'll ha* two Shares for my 
Countenance. Let thy —_ {tay with me. 

Dem. Yes, Sir. 


Tuc, *F'was well done, little Mines, thou didſt talk 
well; forgive me that I ſaid thou ſtunk'ſt , Mine: : 
'rwas the favour of a Poet, I met ſweating in the 
Street, hangs yet in my Noſtrils. 

Cri. Who ? Horace ? 

Tuc. 1, he; doſt thou know him ? 

Cri. O, he torſook me moſt barbarouſly, I proteſt. 

Tuc. Hang him, tuſty Satyr, he ſmells all Goat ; he 
carries a Ram under his Arm-holes, the Slave : 1 am 
the worſe when I fee him. Did not Mines impart ? 

Cri. Yes, here are twenty Drachms he did convey. 

Tuc, Well ſaid, keep *em, we'll ſhare anon; come, 
little Mmmos. 

Cri. Faith, Captain, I'll be bold to ſhew you a Mi- 
_ of mine, a Jewellers Wife, a Gallant, as we go 

ong, 
Tuc. There ſpoke my Genim. Minor, ſome of thy 
Eringoes, little Minos ; ſend. Come hither, Parnaſſws, 
I muſt ha' thee familiar with my little Locuſt here, 
'is a good Vermin, they ſay. Sce, heres Horace, and 
old Trebatins, the great Lawyer, in his company 3 let's 
avoid him now, he is too well ſeconded. 


Act 
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A& IL Scene V. 


Horace, Trebatins. 


Hor. Sar. Here are to whom I ſeem exceſlive ſower ; 
L lib-2 | And paſt a Satyrs Law, textend my power : 
Others, that think what ever I have writ 

Wants pitch, and matter to eternize it; » 

And that they could, in one Days light, diſcloſe 

A thouſand Verſes, ſuch as I compole. 

What ſhall I do, Trebatiws ? ſay. Treb. Surceaſe. 
Hor. And ſhall my Muſe admit no more encreale ? 
Treb. So I adviſe. Her. An ill Death let me die, 

If *ewere not beſt ; but ſleep avoids mine Eye, 

And I uſe theſe, leſt Nights ſhould tedious ſeem. 
Treb. Rather, contend to ſleep, and live like them, 

Thar holding Golden ſleep in ſpecial price, 

Rub'd with ſweet Oils, ſwim Silver Tyber thrice, 

And every Even, with neat Wine ſteeped be. 

Or, if ſuch love of Writing raviſh thee, 

Then dare to ſing unconquer'd C#/ar's deeds ; 

Who chears fuch Actions, with abundant meeds. 
Hor. That, Father, I defire; but when I cry, 

I feel defeRts in every faculty; : 

Nor ist a Labour fit for every Pen, 

To paint the horrid Froops of armed Men ; 

"The-Launces burſt, in Gallia's ſlaughtred Forces ; 

Or wounded Parthians, tumbled from their Horſes : 

Great£&2/ar's Wars cannot be fought wich words. 
Trib. Yer, what his Vertue in his Peace affords, 

His Forticude, and Juſtice thou canſt ſhow ; 

As wiſt Lncilizs honour'd Scipio. 

Hor. Ot that, my PR (hall ſuffer no negleR, 

When ſuch flight Labours may afpire reſped: 

But, it | watch not a moſt choſen time, 

The humble words of Flaccas cannot clime 

Ib attentive Ear of Ceſar ; nor muſt I 
ich leſs obſervance ſhun groſs flattery : 

For he, repoſed fate in his own merit, 

Spurns back the gloſes of a fawning ſpirit. 

Treb. But, how much better would ſuch Accents found 

Than with a fad and ſerious Verſe to wound 

P antol abs, railing in his ſawcy Jelts ? 

Or Nomentanuws {pent in riotous Feaſts ? 

* In Satyrs, cach Man (though untoucht ) complains 

* As he were hurt ; and hates ſuch biting ſtrains. 
Hor. What ſhall I do? Afilonims ſhakes his Heels 

In ceaſleſs dances, when his Brain once feels 

The ſtirring fervour of the Wine aſcend; 

And that his Eyes falſe numbers apprehend. 

Caſtor his Horſe ; Pollux loves handy Fights : 

A thouſand Heads, a thouſand choiſe Delights. 

My pleaſure is in feet, my words to cloſe, 

As, both our better, old Lucilzus does : 

He, as his eruſty Friends, his Books did truſt 

With: all his fecrets ; nor, in things unjuſt, 

Or actions lawful, ran to other Men : 

So that the old Man's life, deſcrib'd was ſeen 

As in a votive Table in his Lines ; 

And to his ſteps my Genizs inclines ; 

Lucanian, or Apulian, I not whether ; 

For the YVenuſian Colony plows either : 

Sent thither, when the Sabines were forc'd thence 

( As old Fame ſings ) to give the place defence 

'Gainſt ſuch, as ſecing it empty, might make rode 

Upon the Empire ; or there fix abode : 

Whether the A4pulian borderer ic were, 

Or the Lucamiax violence they fear. 

Bur this my ſtile no living Man fhall touch, 

If firſt I be not torc'd by baſe reproach 3 

Bur, like a ſheathed Sword, it ſhall defend 

My innocent life z for, why fhould I contend 


—_——— TR 


Todraw it out, when no malicious Thief 
Robs my good name, the Treaſure of my life ? 
O Tupiter, let it with ruſt be eaten, 

Betore it touchy or infolently threaten 


| The life of any with the leaſt Diſeaſe ; 


50 much I love, and wooe a general Peace. X 
But, he that wrongs me, better I proclaim, | 
He never had affai'd to touch my fame. 

For he ſhall weep, and walk with every Tongue 
Throughout the City, infamouſly ſung. 

Servixe, the Pretor, threats the Laws, and urn, 

If any at his Deeds repine or ſpurn ; 

The Witch, Canidia, that Albatiaxs gor, 

Denounceth Witch-craft, where ſhe loveth not ; 
Thurizs, the Judge, doth thunder worlds of ill; 

To ſuch as ftrive with his judicial will ; 

* All Men affright their foes in what th may, 

** Nature commands it, and Men muſt | 


Obſerve with me ; * The Woolf his Tooth doth uſe: 


[« The Bull his Horn. And who doth this infuſe, 


** Bur Nature? There's luxurious Sceva; truſt 
His Jong liv'd Mother with him; his fo juſt 
And ſcrupulous Right-hand no miſchief will ; 
No more, than with his Heel a Woolf will kill, 
Or Ox with Jaw : marry, let him alone 
With temper'd Poiſon to remove the croan. 
Bur briefly, if to Age I deſtin'd be, 
Or that quick Deaths black Wings inviron me ; 
If rich, or poor; at Rome ; or fate command 
I ſhall be baniſh't ro ſome other Land; 
What hew ſoever, my whole ſtate ſhall bear, 
I will write Satyrs ſtill, in ſpighe of fear. 
Treb. Horace, I fear, thou draw'ſt no laſting Breath : 
And that ſome great Man's Friend will be thy Death. 
Hor. What ? when the Man that firſt did Satyriſe, 
Durſt pull the Skin- over the Ears of Vice, 
And make, who ſtood in outward faſhion clear, 
Give place, as foul within ; ſhall I forbear ? 
Did Lelizs, or the Man, fo great with fame, 
That from ſack't Carthage fercht his worthy name, 
Storm, that Luciliws did Metellas pierce ? 
Or bury uick, in famous Verſe ? 
Rulers, and Subjects, by whole Tribes he checke ; 
Bur Vertue, and her Friends did till proce: 
And when from Sight, or from the Judgment-ſeat, 
The vertuous Scipio, and wile Lelixs met, 
Unbrac't, with him in all light Sports, they ſhar'd; 
Till, their moſt frugal Suppers were prepar'd. 
What &re I am, though borh for Wealth and Wie, 
Beneath Lucil;«s, I am pleas'd to fit ; 
Yet, Envy (ſpight of her empoyſoned Breaſt ) 
Shall ſay, I liv'd in grace here, with the beſt ; 
And ſeeking in weak traſk to make her wound, 
Shall tind me folid, and her Teeth unſound : 
Lefs, learn'd Trebatims cenſure diſagree. 
Treb. No, Horace, I of force mult yield to thee ; 
Only, take heed, as being advis'd by me, 
Leſt thou incur ſome danger : better pauſe, 
Than rue thy ignorance of the ſacred Laws; 
There's Juſtice, and great Action may be ſu'd 
'Gainſt tuch, as wrong Mens Fames with Verſes lewd. 
Hor. I, with lewd Verſes; ſuch as Libels be, 
And aim'd at Perſons of good Quality. 
I reverence and adore that juit Lecree : 
Bur if they ſhall be ſharp, yet modeſt Rhimes 
That ſpare Mens Perſons, and but tax their Crimes, 
Such ſhall in open Court, find currant pals ; 
Were Ce/ar Judge, and with the Makers grace. 
Treb. Nay, I'll add more; it chou thy 1elf being clear, 
Shalc ecax in Perſon a Man, fic to bear 
Shame, and reproach ; his Suce ſhall quickly be \ 
Diflolv'd in laughter, and thou thence fic free. 
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Poetaſter. 


A& IV. Scene I. 
Chloe, Cythberis. 


UT, ſweet Lady, ſay : am I well enough attir'd for 
the Court, in ſadneſs ? on 

Cyth, Well enough? excellent well , ſweet Miſtris 
Chlie, this ſtrait-bodied City attire (I can tell you ) will 
{tir a Courtiers Blood, more than the fineſt looſe Sacks 
the Ladies uſe to be put in 3 and then you are as wel] 
Jzwel'd as any of them ; your Ruff, and Linen about 
you, is much more pure than theirs: And for your Beau 
ty, I can tell you, their's many of them would defie the 
Painter, if they could change with you. Marry, the 
worſt is, you mult look to be envied, and endure a few 
Court-frumps tor it. 

Chle. O Jove, Madam, I ſhall buy them too cheap ! 
Give me my Muff, and my Dog there. And will the 
Ladies be any thing familiar with me, think you ? 

Cyth. O Juno! why, you ſhall fee *em flock about you 
with their puff wings, and ask you, where you bought 
your Lawn? and what you paid tor it? who Starches 
you? and entreat you to>help *em to ſome pure Lan- 
diefles out of the City. 

Chloe. O Cupid ! give me my Fan, and my Mask too: 
and will the Lords, and the Poets there, uſe one well 
too, Lady ? 

Cyx:h. Doubt not of that ; you ſhall have kiſles from 
them, go pit-pat, pit-pat, pit-pat, upon your Lips, as 
thick-as Stones out of Slings, at the Aſſaule of a City. 
And then your Ears will be fo furd with the breath of 
their Complements, that you cannot catch cold of your 
Head ( if you would ) in three Winters after. 

Chlo. Thank you, ſweet Lady. O Heaven! And 
how muſt one behave her ſelf amongſt *em ? you 
know all. 

Cyth. Faith, impudently enough, Miſtriſs Chloe, and 
well enough. Carry not too much under-thought be- 
ewixt your {ſelf and them; nor your City-mannerly 
word ( forfooth, ) uſe it not too often in any caſe ; but 
plain, I, Madamz and, No Madam : Nor never ſay, your 
Lordſhip, nor your Honour ; but, you, and you my 
Lord, and my Lady : the other, they count too ſimple, 
and minfitive. And though they deſire to kiſs Heaven 
with their Ticles, yet they will count them Fools that 
give them too humbly, 

Chlo. O intolerable, Jupiter ! By my troth, Lady, I 
would not for a World but you had lain in my Houſe : 
and i'faich you ſhall not pay a Farthing tor your Board, 
nor your Chambers. | 

C::h, O, ſweer'Miſtriſs Chloe ! 

Cilo. Vfairch, you ſhall not Lady ; nay, good Lady, do 
nor offer it. | 


A& IV. Scene II. 


Cor, Galli, Tibullns, Cytheris, Chloe, 


Ome, where be theſe Ladies ? By vour leave, bright 

Stars, this Gentleman and | are come to man you 

to Court: where your late kind entertainment is now 
to be required with a heavenly Banquet. 

Cyth. A heavenly Banquet, Galla# ? 

(cr, Gal. No lels, my dear, Cytheri:. 

1b. That were not ſtrange, Lady, if the Epithete 
were only given for the company invited thither ; your 
{elt, ain chis tair Gentfewoman. 

(blo. Are we invited to Court, Sir ? 

Tib. You are, lady, by the great Princeſs, Julia : 
who longs to greet you with any Fayours, that may 
worthily make you an otten Courtier. 

Chls. In ſincerity, I chank her, Sir. You have a Coach? 
ha' you not * 


Gs 
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= = Princeſs _ ſent her own, Lady, 

0, Venns ! that's well: I do long to ride i 
Coach moſt vehemently. , ans 
Cyr. Bur, lweet Gallus, pray you, reſolve me, wh 
you give that heavenly Praiſe, to this earthly Banquet : 

Cer, Gal. Becauſe (Cythers ) it muſt be celebrated 
by the heavenly Powers: All the Gods, and Goddeſſes 
_ be there ; ro two of which you ewo muſt be ex- 
alted, 

Chlo. A pretty, Fiction in truth. 

- Cyr. A fiction indeed, Chloe, and fit, for the fit of a 
oct, 

_ Cor, Gal. Why, Cythers, may not Poets ( from whoſe 
divine Spirits, all the Honours of the Gods have been 
deduc't ) intreat ſo much Honour of the Gods, to have 
their divine Preſence at a Poetical Banquet? 

Cyr. Suppoſe that no fiftion: yet, where are your 
Habilities to make us two Goddeſſes, at your Fealt ? 

Cor. Gal, Who knows not (Cythers) that the ſacred 
Breath of a true Poet, can blow any vercuous Humani- 
ty up to weby ? 

Tib. To tell you the femal truth (which is the ſimple 
truth ) Ladies; and to ſhew that Poets (in ſpight of 
the World ) arc able co Deitie themſelves : At this Ban- 
quet, to which you are invited, we intend to aſſume the 
Figures of the Gods ; and to give our ſeveral Loves the 
forms of Goddeſles, Ovid will be Fupiter; the Princeſs 
Tulia, Juno; Gallus here Apollo ; you Cytheris, Pallas ; 1 
will be Bacchw ; and my Love Plautia, Ceres : And to in- 
ſtall you, and your Husband, fair Chloe, in Honours 
equal with ours ; you ſhall be a Goddeſs, and your Hu: 
band a God. 

Chlo. A God? O my God ! 

Tib. A God; but alame God, Lady : for he ſhall be 
Vulcan, and you Vezzs. And this will make our Banquet 
no leſs than heavenly. 

Chlo. In fincerity, it will be ſugred. Good Fove,what 
a pretty fooliſh thing it is to be a Poet! But hark you, 
{weet Cythers, door they not poſlibly leave out m 
Husband ? methinks a bodies Husband does not fo w 
at Court; A bodies friend, or fo-— but Husband, 'tis 
like your clog to your Marmaſet, for all the World, and 
the Heavens. 

Cyr. Tut, never fear, Chloe : your Husband will be left 
without in the Lobby, or the great Chamber, when 
you ſhall be put in, i' the Cloſer, by this Lord, and by 
that Lady, 

Chlo. Nay, then I am fatisfied : heſhall go. 


A&R IV. Scene Il. 


Gallns, Horace, Tibullws, Criſpinus, Tucca, Demetrins 
Cytheris, Chloe. 


Orace ! Welcome. 
Hor. Gentlemen, hear you the news ? 
Tib, What news, my Quinta ? 
Hor, Our melancholick Friend, Properting, 
Hatch clos'd himſelf up in his Cynthia's Tomb ; 
And will by no intreatics be drawn thence. 
Alb, Nay, good Maſter Criſpinw , pray you, bring 
neer the Gentleman, 
Hor, Criſpines ? Hide me, good Gallw : Tibullur, ſhel- 
ter me, 
Cri. Make your approach, ſweet Captain. 
Tib. What means this, Horace ? 
Hor, 1 am furpriz'd again, farewell, 
Gal, Stay, Horace. 
Her, What, and be tir'd on, by yond' Vulture? No: 
Phebim defend me. Tib. 'Slight ! 1 hold my lite, 
This ſame is he met him in Holy-ſtreer. 
Gal. Troth, tis like enough. This act of Propertias re- 
liſheth very ſtrange with me. 


| 


Tuc. By 
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Tac. By thy leave, my neat ſcoundrel : what, is this 
the mad Boy you talk't on ? : 

Criſ. I, this is Maſter Albiar, Captain, 

Tuc. Give me thy hand, Agamemmon ; we hear abroad 
thoa art the He#cr of Citizens : what faiſt thou? are 
we welcome to thee, noble Neoptolemas ? 

Alb. Welcome, Captain , by Fove, and all the Gods 
i'the Capitol — > : 

Tuc. No more, we conceive thee. Which of theſe is 
thy Wedlock, Menelaw? thy Hellen? thy Lucrece? that 
we may do her Honour; mad Boy ? -” 

Criſ. She i? the little fine Dreſſing, Sir, is my Miltris. 

Alb. For fault of a berter, Sir. 

Tuc, A betrer, prophane Raſcal? I cry the mercy 
( my good ſcroil ) was't thou ? 

Alb. No harm, Captain. 

Tuce She is a Venus, aVeita, a Melpomene : Come hi- 
ther Penelope ; what's thy name, Ir ? 

Chlo. My name is Chloe, Sirz I am a Gentlewoman. 

Tuc. Thou art in merit to be an Empreſs ( Chloe ) for 
an Eye anda Lip ; thou haſt an Emperors Noſe : kits 
me again : *tis a vertuous Punk ; fo. Before Fove, the 
Gods were a ſort of Goſlings, when they ſuffered fo 
ſweet a Breath to perfume the Bed of a Stinkard: thou 
hadſt ill fortune, Thizbe 3 the Fates were infatuate; they 
were, Punk; they were. 

Chlo. That's ſure, Sir: let me crave your name, I 
pray you, vir. : 

Tic. I am known by the name of Captain Twccs, 
Punk; the noble —_ Punk : a Gentleman, and a 
Commander, Punk. 

Cblo. In good time: a Gentleman, and a Commander ? 
that's as good as a Poet, methinks. | 

Criſ. A pretty Inſtrument! It's my Couſin Cythers 
Viol, this: 1s't not ? 

Cyr. Nay, play Couſin, it wants but ſuch a Voyce 
and Hand, to grace it, as yours is. 

Criſ. Alas, Couſin, y_ are _— inſpird. 

. *Pray you play, it you love me. 

Ci.Yes Cout : ou know, I do not hate you. 

Tib. A moſt ſubtil Wench ! How ſhe hath baited him 
with a Viol yonder, for a Song! 

Criſ. Coulin, *pray you call Miſtris Chloe ; ſhe ſhall 
hear an Eſſay of my Poetry. 

Tuc. I'll call her. Come hither, Cockatrice: here's 
one, will ſet thee up, my ſweet Punk ; ſer thee up. 

Chlo, Are you a Puet, fo ſoon, Sir ? 

Alb. Wife : mum. 


SONG. 
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Ove « blind, and a wanton 3 
In the whole World, there « ſcant 
One ſuch another : 
Nb, not bu Mother. 
He bath pluckt ber Doves and Sparrows, 
To Feather bu ſbarp Arrows, 
And alone prevaileth, 
Whilſt fick Venus waileth, 
But if Cypris once recover 
The wag ; it (hall bebove ber 
To look better to bim : 
Or ſbe will wndo bim, 


Alb. O, moſt odoriferous Muſick ! 

Tue, A, ha ! Stinkard. Another Orphew, you Slave, 
another Orphews ! an Arion , riding on the Back of a 
Dolphin, Raſcal ! 

Gal. Have you a Copy of this Ditty , Sir ? 

Criſ. Maſter Albin: has. 

Alb. I, but in truth, they are my Wives Verſes; 1 
mult not ſhew *em. 

Tuc, Shew *em, Bankrupe, ſhew 'em; they have Salc 


Gal. How ? to his bright Miſtris, Canidia? 

Crif. I, Sir, that's but a borrowed name ; as Ovid; Co- 
rin, or Propertins his Cynthia, or your Nemeſis, or Delia, 
Tibullus. 

Gal. It's the name of Horace his Witch, as I remember. 

Tib. Why? the Ditt'is all borrowed ; 'tis Horace's : 
hang him Tlogiary. 

. Tuc. How ? he borrow of Horace ?ghe ſhall pawn 
himſelf co ten Brokers, firſt. Do you » Poetaſters ? 
I know you to be Men of Worſhip—— He ſhall write 
with Horace, for a Talent: and let Mecznes, and his 
whole Colledge of Criticks take his part : thou ſhalt 
do't, young Phabus : thou ſhalt, Phaeton, thou ſhalc. 

Dem. Alas, Sir, Horace ! he is a meer Spunge ; nothing 
but Humours and Obſervation ; he goes up and down 
lucking from every Society, and when he comes home 
ſqueezes himſelf dry again. I know him, 1. 

Tuc. Thou fait true, my poor poetical Fury, he will 
pen all he knows. A ſharp Thorny-tooth'd Satyrical 
Raſcal, fly him; he carries Hey in his Horn : he will 
looner loſe his beſt Friend, than his leaſt Jeſt.” What 
he once drops upon Paper, againſt a Man, lives eternal- 
ly to upbraid him in the Mouth of every Slave, Tankard- 
bearer, or Water-manz not a Bawd, or a Boy that 
comes from the Bake-houſe, but ſhall point at him : *cis 
all Dog, and Scorpion ; he carries Poyſon in his Teeth, 
and a Sting in his Tail. Fough, Body of Fove! I'll 
have the Slave whipt one of theſe days for his Sa- 
_=_ and his Humours, by one caſheer'd Clark or ano- 


cher. 

Criſ. We'll under-take him, Captain. 

Dem. 1, and tickle him i'faith, for his arrogancy and 
his impudence, in commending his own things ; and 
for his tranſlating. I can trace him i'faith. O, he is 
the moſt open fellow living ; I had as lieve as a new 
Sute I were at it. * 

Txc. Say no more then, but do it ; "tis the only way 
to get thee a new Sute ; him, my little Neufts; 
Pll give you inſtructions: Ill be your incelligencer, 
we'll all joyn, and hang upon him like ſo many Horſe- 
leaches , the Players and all. We ſhall ſup together, 
ſoon ; and then we'll conſpire i'faith. 

Gal. O, that Horace had ſtaied ſtill here. 

Tib. So would not I: for both theſe would have 
turn'd Pythagoreans then. 

Gal. What, mute ? 

Tib. I, as Fiſhes i' faith : come, Ladies, ſhall we go ? 

Cyr. We wait you, Sir. But Miſtris Chloe asks, it you 
have not a God to ſpare for this Gentleman. 

Gal. Who, Captain Tuccs ? 

Cyt. I 3 he. 

Gal Yes, if wecan invite him along, he ſhall be Mars. 

Chlo. Has Mars any thing to do with Venus ? 

Tib, O, molt of all, Lady. 

Chlo, Nay, then I pray? let him be invited : and what 
ſhall Cri/pinus be ? 

Tib, Mercury ? Miſtris Chloe. 

Chlo, Mercury?! that's a Poets is't ? 

Gal, No, Lady ; bur ſomewhat inclining that way : 
he is a Herald at Arms, 

Chlo, A Herald at Arms? good : and Mercury ? pretty : 
he has to do with Venus too? 

Tib, A little with her Face, Lady; or fo, 

Cblo, "Tis very well ; pray' let's go, I long to be at it. 

Cyr. Gentlemen, ſhall we pray your companies —_y ? 

Cri/. You ſhall not only pray , but prevail, Lady, 
Come, ſweet Captain. 

Tuc, Yes, I follow : but thou muſt not talk of this 
now, my little Bankrupt. 

Alb. Captain, look here : mum. 

Dem. I'll go write, Sir. 

Tue, Do, do, ſtay : there's a Drachm to purchaſe 
Ginger-bread for thy Muſe. 


in 'em, and will brook the Air, Stinkard. 
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now : They have had ſome intelligence, that their pro- 


'ATI Mercury, move your Caduceus, and in Fupiter's name 
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A& IV. Scene IV. 
Lupus, Hiſtrio, Liftors, Minos, Mecznas, Horace. 


Orme, let us talk here ; here we may be private : ſhut 
the door Li#or. You are a Player, you fay. 

Hiſt. 1, art pleaſe your Worſhip. 

. Good : and how are you able to give this In- 
telligence ? 

Hift. Marry, Sir, they directed a Letter to me, and 
my fellow-ſharers. 

Lup. Speak lower, you are not now i* your Theatre, 
Stager : my Sword, Knave. They dire&ed a Letter to 
you, and your tcllow-ſharers : forward. 

Hi#t. Yes, Sir ; to hire ſome of our propertics ; as a 
Scepter, and Crown, for Fove; and a Caducens for Mer- 
cury: and a Petaſrrs 

Lnp. Caducers? and Petaſws ? Let me ſee your Letter. 
This 15 a Conjuration ; a Conſpiracy, this Quickly, on 
with my Buskins: I'll at a Tragedie, i faith. Will no- 
thing . but our Gods ' ſerve theſe Poets to prophane ? 
diſpatch. Player, I thank thee. The Emperour ſhall 
take knowledge of thy good ſervice, Who's there now ? 
Look, Knave. A Crown and a Sceprer ? this is good 


Rebellion, now ! 

Lic. *Tis your *pothecary, &7, Maſter Mines. 

Lup. Whar tellit thou me of 'pothecaries, Knave ? 
Tell him ; I have Afﬀairsof State in Hand ; I can talk 
to no *pothecaries, now. Heart of me ! Stay the 'pothe- 


From any manner of pleaſure 3 From any, &c. 
Nor to bind any God or Goddeſs, Nor to, &c. 
To be any thing the more God or God- 

defs, tor their names : To be, &c. 
He gives them all free Licence, He givcs, &c. 
To 1peak no wiſer than Perſons of baſer | 

Titles; To ſpeak, &c. 
And to be nothing better, than common 

Men, or Women. And to, ec. 
And theretore no God And there, &c. 
Shall need to keep himſelf more ſtrictly 

to his Goddeſs, Shall need, cc. 
Than any Man do's to his Wife. Than any, &c. 
Nor any Goddeſs Nor any, &c. 
Shall need to keep her ſelf more ſtrictly 

to her God, Shall need, &&c. 
Than any Woman do's to her Husband. Than any, &c. 
Bur, ſince it is no part of Wiſdom, But, ſince, &c. 
In theſe days, to come into Bonds ; In theſe, &c. 
It ſhall be lawful for every Lover, It ſhall, &c. 
To break loving Oaths, To break, &c. 
To change their Lovers, and make Love 

to others, To change, ec. 


As the heat of every ones Blood, As the, &+c. 
And the ſpirit of our Ne#ar ſhall inſpire. And the, &c. 


And Jupiter, ſave Fupiter. And Tupiter,&+c. 
_ 7ib. So: now we may play the Fools, by Autho- 
rity 


Her. To play the Fool by Authority, is Wiſdom. 
Jul. Away with your mattery ſentences, Momus ; 


cary there. 
You ſhall ſee, I have fiſl't out a cunning piece of Plot | 


je& is diſcover'd, and now have they deals with my 
®pothecary, to Poyſon me ; *tis ſo ; knowing that 1 
meant to take Phylick to day : As ſure as Death, *cis 
there. Jupiter, I thank thee, that thou haſt yet made 
me ſo much of a Politician. You are welcome, Sir; 
take the Potion from him there I have an Antidote more 
than you wote off, Sir ; throw it on the Ground there: 
ſo. Now fetch in the Dog 3 and yet we cannot tarry 
to try Experiments now: Arreſt him,” you ſhall go with 
me, Sir ; Ill tickle you, *pothecary ; Ill give you a Gli- 
ſter, i'faith. Have I the Letter 7 I, 'tis here. Come, 
your Faſces, Littors : The half Pikes and the Halberds, 
take them down from the Lares, there. Player, affiſt 
me. 
Mec. Whither now, Aſmins Fipus, with this Armory 2 

Lup. I cannot talk now 3 I charge you, afliſt me : 
Treaſon, Treaſon. 

Her. How ? Treaſon ? 

Lup. I: it you love the Emperour, and the State, 
follow me. 


Act IV. Scene V. 


Ovid, Tulic, Gallws, Cytheris, Tibullus, Plautia, Albins, Chloe, 
Tucca, Criſpinus, Hermogenes, Pyrg us. 


Ods and Goddeſſes, take your ſeveral Seats, Now, 


command filence. 

Crz/; In the name of Fupiter, ſilence. 

Her. "The Ciier of the Court hath too clarified a 
Voice. 

Ge!. Peace, Momus. 

Ow:4. Oh, he is the God of reprehention 3 let him 
alone. "Tis his Office. Mercury, go forward, and pro- 
claim atter Phabus, our high Pleaſure, to all the Deities 
thac thail partake this high Banquet. 

Cr:/. Yes, Sir. 


Of his licentious goodneſs, Ot his, &*c. 
Willing to make this Feaſt, no Faſt Willing, ec. 


they arc too grave and wiſe for this meeting, 

Ovid. Mercury, give our Jeſter a Stool, let him ſit by ; 
and reach him of our Cates. 

Tic. Do'(t hear, mad Jupiter ? We'll have it enacted, 
He that ſpeaks the firlt wiſe word, ſhall . be made 
Cuckold. What faiſt thou? Ife not a good mo- 
tion ? 

Ovid. Deities, are you all agreed ? 

All. Agreed, great Jupiter. 

Alb. I have read in a Book, that to play the Fool 
wiſely, is high Wiſdom. 

Gal. How now, Vulcan ! will you be the firſt Wi- 
zard ? 

Ovid. Take his Wife, Mars, and make him Cuckold 
quickly, 

Tuc. Come Cockatrice. 

Chia No, let me alone with him, Jupiter : I'll make 
you take heed, Sir, while you live again; if there be 
twelve in a company , that you be not the -wifſeſt 
of em. 

Alb. No more; IT will not indeed, Wite, hereafter ; 
II be here : mnm. 

Ovid. Fill us a Bowl of Nef#ar, Ganymede : we will 
drink to our Daughter Venxs. 

Gal. Look to your Wite Vulcaz : Jupiter begins to 
court her. 

Tib. Nay, let Mars look to it: Vulcan muſt do as 
Vents Co's bear. 

Tuc. Sirrah, Boy: Catamite. Look, you play Gany- 
mede we!) now, you Slav- Do not ſpill your Near ; 
Carry your C., vn: lo. You ſhould have rub'd your 
Face with Whites of Eggs, you Raſcal ; till your Brows 
had ſhone like our foory Brothers here, as ſleek as a 
Horn-Book : or ha' ſteepr your Lips in Wine, till you 
made 'em fo plump, that Juno might have been jealous 
of 'em. Punck, kiſs me Punck. 

Ovid. Here, Daughter Vewes, I drink to thee. 

Chle. "Thank you, good Father Tupiter. 

Tuc. Why, Mother Jano! Gods and Fiends ! what, 
wilt thou ſuffer this ocular temptation ? 

Tib. Mars is inragd, he looks big, and begins to 


\ © Gel. The great God, Fupiter, Cri{. The great, &&c. | ſtut tor anger. 


Her, Well plaid, Captain Mars, 
| Tuc, Well 
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Tuc, Well ſaid, Minſtrel Momus : I muſt put you in ? 
muſt I? When will you be in good fooling of your ſelf, 

iddler ? never? : 
Her. O, *tis our faſhion to be: ſilent when there is a 
better Fool in place ever. 

Tuc. Thank you, Raſcal. 

Ovid. Fill to our Daughter Venus, Ganymede, who fills 
her Father with affe&ion. 

Ful.” Wilt thou be ranging Fapiter before my Face ? 

Ovid. Why not, Funo? why ſhould Fupiter ſtand in 
awe of thy Face, Juno? 

Ful. Becauſe it is thy Wives Face, Tupiter. : 

Ovid. What, ſhall a Husband be atraid of his Wives 
Face ? will ſhe paint it ſo horribly 2 We are a King, 
Cot-quean ; and we will reign in our Pleaſures; and 
we will cudgel thee to death, if rhou find faule wich us. 

Jul. I will find fault with thee, King Cuckold-maker: 
what, ſhall the King of Gods turn the King of Good 
Fellows, and have no fellow in Wickednefs? This 
makes our Poets, that know our Prophanenefs, live as 

rophane as we : By my God-head, Fupiter ; I will 
joyn with all the other Gods here, bind thee hand and | 
foot, throw thee down into the Earth, and make a poor | 
Poet of thee, if thou abuſe me thus. 

Gal. A good Smart rongu'd Goddeſs 3 a right Funo. 

Ovid. Funo, we will cudgel thee, Juno : we told thee 
ſo yeſterday, when thou wert jealous of us for Thers. 

Pyr. Nay, to day ſhe had me in inquiſition too. 

Tuc. Well faid my fine. Phrigian fry, inform, inform. 
Give me ſome Wine (King of Heraids) I may drink to 
my Cockatrice. 

Ovid. No more, Ganymede , we will Cudgel thee, 
Juns : by Styx we will. | 

Jul. I, *tis well, Gods may grow impudent in Iniqui- 
ty, and they muſt nor be told of it ; 

Ovid. Yea, we will knock our Chin againſt our 
Breaſt, and ſhake thee out of Ohmpw into an Oyſter- 
boat, for thy ſcolding, 

7ul. Your Noſe is not long enough to do it, Fupiter, 
if all thy Serumpets, thou haſt among the Stars, took 
thy part. And there is never a Star in my Forehead, 
but thall be a Horn, if thou perſiſt to abuſe me. 

Cri/. A good Jeſt i faith. 

Ovid. We tell thee, thou anger'ſt us, Cot-quean; and 
we will thunder thee in pieces tor thy Cot-queanity. 

Cri. Another good Jeſt. 

Alb. O, my Hammers and my IP ! this Boy fills 
not Wine enough, to make us kind enough to one another. 

Tuc. Nor thou haſt not collied thy Face enough, 
ſtinkard. 

Alb. Vl ply the Table with Ne#ar, and make them 
Friends. | 

Her. Heaven is like to have but a lame Skinker, then. 

Alb. © Wine, and good Livers make true Lovers: Fll 
ſentence them together. Here Father, here Mother, 
for ſhame, drink your ſelves drunk, and forget this dil- 
ſention : you two ſhould cling together betore our Fa- 
c2s, and give us example of Unity. 

Gal. O, excellently ſpoken, Yulcan, on the ſudden ! 

Tib. Fupiter, may do well co prefer his Tongue to ſome 
Office tor his Eloquence. 

Tuc, His Tongue ſhall be Gentleman-uſher to his Wit, 
and till go betore ic. 

Alb. An excellent fit Office ! 

Criſ. I, and an excellent good Jeſt beſides 

Her. What, have you hircd Mercury to cry your Jeſts 
you make ? 

Quid. Moms you are envious. 

ue. Why, you Whorſon Block-head, *tis your only 
block of Wir in faſhion (now a days) to applaud other 
Folks Jets. 

Her.True : with thoſe that are not Artificers themſelves. 
Fulcan, you nod ; and the mirth of the Jeſt droops. 

Pyr, He has fil'd Near fo long till his Brain ſwims in it. 


Gal, What, do we nod, Fellow Gods? found Mu- 
lick, and let us ſtartle our Spirits with a Song. 

Tuc. Do, Apollo; thou art a good Muſician. 

Gal. What ſays Fupiter ? 

Ovid. Ha? ha? 

Gal. A Song. 

Ovid. Why, do, do, ſing. 

Pla. Bacchus, what ſay you ? 

Tib, Ceres? 

Play. But, to this Song ? 

Tib. Sing for my part. 

Jul. Your Belly weighs down your Head, Bacctas : 
here's a Song toward. 

Tib, in, Vulcan ——— 

— k, 7 elſe ? what elſe ? 

wc. Say, ter 

Ovid. Mer: 6.4 

Criſ. I fay, fay——— 


SONG. 


Ake, our mirth begins to dye : 
Quicken it with Tunes and Wine : 

Raiſe your Notes, your out : fie, fie, 
This drowzineſs is an ill fgn. 

We baniſh bim the Quire of Gods, 

That droops agen : 

Then all are Men, 
For here's not one, but nods. 


Ovid. I like not this ſudden and general heavineſs a- 
mongſt our God-heads : *tis ſomewhat ominous. Apello, 
command us lowder Muſick, and let Mercury and Momus 
contend to pleaſe, and revive our Sences. 


SONG. 
Herm. Hen, in a free and lefty ſtrain, 


Our broken Tunes we thus repair ; 
Crif. And we anſwer them again, 


mg diviſion on the pantmp Air : 
Ambo. To celebrate 75 feaſt f fines, 
As free from feandal as offence. 
Herm. Here is Beauty for the Eye ; 
Cril. For the Ear fweeet Melody ; 


Herm. Ambroſiack odours, for the /mell ; 

Criſf. Delicious Near, for the taſte ; 

Ambo. For the touch, a Ladies waſte ; 
Which doth all the reſt excel ! 


Ovid. I : This hath wak't tis. Mercury, our Herald ; 
go from our ſelf, the great God Jupiter, to the great 
Emperor, Auguſixs Ce/ar : And command him from 
us ( of whoſe Bounty he hath received his Sir-name, 
Auguſtus) that for a Thank-offering to our Beneficenſe, 
he preſently Sacrifice, as a Diſh ro this Banquet, his . 
beautiful and wanton Daughter Fulia. She's a curſt 
Quean tell him; and plays the ſcold behind his Back : 
Therefore let her be Sacrificd. Command him this, 
Mercury, in our high name of Jupiter Altitonans. 

Ful. Stay, Feather-footed Mercury, and tell Auguſt xr, 
from us the great Jwnio Saturnis; if he think it hard to do, 
as Jupiter hath commanded him, and Sacrifice his Daugh- 
ter,that he had better to do fo ten times, than ſuffer her to 
love the well-nog&d Poet, Ovid; whom he ſhall do well 
to whip, or cauſe to be whipe about the Capitol,” for 
ſoothing her in her Follies. 


Q Akt 
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A& IV. *Scene VI. 
Caeſar, Mecrnas, Horace, Lupur, Hiſftrio, Minos, Liftors, 


Ovid, Gallus, Tibullus, Tucca, Criſpinus, Albies, Her- 
mogenes, Pyrgts, Fulia, Cytheris, Plantta, Chloe. 


— 
'4 
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W F Hat ſight is this ? Metznas | Horace | fay ! 
Have we our Senſes? Do we hear and ice ? 

Or are theſe bur imaginary Objects 

Drawn by our Phancafie ? Why ſpeak you not? 

Let ws do Sacrifice * Are they the Gods? 

Keverence, Amaze, and Fury fight in me. 

What, do they kneel ? Nay, then I ſee'ris true 

I chought impoſſible : O, impious fight ! 

Let me divert mine Eyes; the very thought 

Everts my Soul with Paflion : look not, Man 

There is a Panther, whoſe unnatural Eyes 

Will ſtrike thee dead: turnthen and dye on her 


| He offers to kill bis Daughter. 
Witch her own Death. , 


Mec. Horace, What means Imperial Ceſar ? 
Ce/. What ? would you have melet the Stumpet live, 

That, for this Pageant, earn ſo many deaths *- 
Tuc. Boy, link Boy. pO, 
Pyr.Pray Jupiter we be not follow'd by the ſcent,Maſter. 
Cel. Say, Sir, what are you ? 

Alb. I play Vulcan, Sir. 

Cz/. But what are you, Sir ? 

Alb. Your Citizen and Jeweller, Sir. 
Ce/. And what are you Dame z 

- Chleo. I play Venus, Forlooth, 

Ceſ. I ask not what you play, but what you are. 
Chlo. Your Citizen and Jewellers Wife, Sir. 
Ceſ. And you, good Sir? 

Cr:{. Your Gentleman Parcel-Poet, Sir. 

Ce/. O, that-prophaned Name: 

And are theſe ſeemly Company for thee, 

Degenerate Monſter ? all the reſt I know, 

And hate all knowledge for their hateful ſakes. 

Are you that firſt the Dezries inſpir'd 

With $kill of their high Natures and their Powers, 

The firſt abuſers of their uſeful Light; 

Prophaning thus their Digniries in their forms 3 

And making them like you, but Counterfeits ? 

O, who ſhall follow Vertue and embrace her, 

When her falſe Boſom is found noughe but Air ? 

And yet of thoſe embraces Centawrs ſpring, 

That War with human Peace, and poyſon Men. 

Who ſhall, with greater Comforts, comprehend 

Her unſcen Being and her Excellence ; 

When you that teach, and ſhould cternize her, 

Live as ſhe were'no Law unto your Lives : 

Nor liv'd her ſelf but wich your idle Breaths ? 

If you think Gods but Tain'd and Vertue painted, 

Know we ſuſtain an actual Relidence ; 

And with the Title of an Emperor, 

Retain his Spirit and Imperial Power ; 

By which (in impoſition too remils, 

Licentious Naſo, for thy violent wrong, 

In ſoothing the declin'd AﬀeRions 

Of our baſe Daughter) we exile thy Feet 

From all approach to our [mperial Court, 

On pain of death ; and thy miſ-gotten Love 

Commit to patronage of Iron Doors ; 

Since her ſofr-hearted Sire cannot contain her. 
Mc. O, good my Lord, forgive ; be like the Gods, 
Hor. Let Royal bounty (Cz/ar) mediate. 

Ceſ. There is no bounty to be ſhew'd to ſuch, 

As have no real goodneſs : Bounty 1s 

A ſpice of Vertue : and what vertuous At 

Can take effect on them, that have no power 

Of equal habicude to apprehend it, 


, 


Bur live in worſhip of that Idol, Vice, 


As if there were- no yertue, bur in ſhade 
Of ſtrong imagination, meerly enforc' ? 
Thus ſhews cher knowledge is meer Ignorance ; 
Their farfetch Dignity of Soul, a Phankte ; 
And all their ſquare pretext of Grevity 

A maees. vain glory. : n— away with *em. 

1 will prefer tor knowledge, none, but fuch 

As rule their Lives by it, and can becalm 

All Sea of humour with the Marble Trident 
Of their ſtrong Spirits : Others fight below 
With Gnats and Shadows, others nothing know. 


Act IV. Scene VII. 
Tuces 'N Criſpinos F Pyogus , Horace, Mecenas, Lupus, 
10. | | 


WV Har's become of my little Punk, Venus, and the 
+ Poult-foot Stinkard, her Husband ? ha? 

Criſ. O, they are rid home i” the Coach, as faſt as the 
Wheels can run. 

Tic. God Fupiter is baniſht, I hear : and his Cocka- 
erice, TFwno, lock't up. *Heart, an' all the Pcetry in Par- 
naſſas get me to be a Player again, I'll ſell *'em my ſhare 
for a Scſterce. But this & humwous Horace, that Goat- 
footed envious Slave; he's turn'd faun now, an Infor- 
mer, the Rogue : *tis he has betraid us all. Did you 
not ſec him with the Emperor crouching ? 


The Guards unto his Perſon, and his Peace, 


. Criſ. Yes. 
Tuc, Well, follow me. Thou ſhale Libel and Til 


| Cudgel. che Raſcal. Boy, provide me a Truncheon. 


Revenge ſhall gratulate him, tam Marti, quim Mer- 
EUTO, 

Pyr. T, but Maſter; take heed how you give this out 3 
Herace is a Man of the Sword. 

Crif. "Tis true, in trath : they ſay, he's Valiant. 

Tac. Valiant? fo is mine Arſe; Gods, and Fiends! 
I'll blow him into Air, when I meet him next : He dares 
not fight with a Puck-fiſt. 

Fyr. Maſter, here he comes. 

Tuc, Where ? Fupiter ſave thee, my good 
Poet; my noble Prophet; my little fat —__ 
Horace, I ſcorn to beat the Rogue i the 
Court; and I ſaluted him, thus fair, becauſe he 
ſhould ſuſpe& nothing, the Raſcal : Come, we'll go ſee 
_ torward our Journey-man is toward the untrufling 
of him, 

Cri/. Do you hear, Captain ? F'll write nothing in ic 
but innocence : becauſe I may ſwear I am innocene. 

Her. Nay, why purſue you not the Emperor for your 
Reward now, Lupus ? 

Mec. Stay, Aſmins ; 

You and your >tager, and your Band of Li&or: : 
I hope your Service merits more reſpect, 
Than thus, without a thanks to be ſent hence ! 

Hiſ. Well, well, jeſt on, jcſt on. 

Her. Thou baſe unworthy Groom. Lap. I, I, 'tis good. 

Hor. Was this the Treaſon ? this the dangerous Plot, 
Thy clamorous Tongue fo bellowed through the Court * 
Hadſt thou no other Projed to encreaſe 
Thy grace with Czar, but this wolviſh Train, 

To prey upon the Life of innocent Mirth 

And harmleſs Pleaſures, bred of noble Wit ? 
Away, I lothe thy Preſence ; ſuch as thou, 

They are the Moths and Scarabes of a State ; 
The bane of Empires, and the Dregs of Courts ; 
Who (to endcar themſelves to any Employment) 
Care not whoſe fame they blaſt, whoſelite they endange: : 
And under a diſguis'd and Cobweb mask 

Of love, unto their Soveraign, vomit forth 
Their own prodigious Malice ; and pretending 
To be the Props and Columns of his Fiery, 
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Diſturb it moſt, with their falſe Lapwing' cries. | 
Lup. Good. Ceſar ſhall know of this ; believe it, 
Mec. Ceſar doth know it (Wolf) and to his knowledge, 
He will (1 hope) reward your baſe endeayours, 
« Princes that will but hear, or give acceſs 
« T9 ſuch officious Spies, can ne're be ſafe : 
« They take in P with an open Ear, 
« And, free from . become Slaves to fear: 


A& IV. - Scene VIIL 
Ovid. 


Aniſhe the Court ? Let me be baniſhe Life 3 
B Since the chief end of Life is chere concluded: 
Within the Court is all the Kingdom bounded, 
And as her ſacred Sphear doth comprehend 
Ten thouſand times ſo much, as ſo much Place 
In any part of all the Empire elle 3 
So every Body, movin in her Sphear, Is. 
Contains Ten thouſand times as much in him, 
As any other, her choice Orb excludes. 

As in a Circle, a Magician, then 

Is ſafe againſt the Spirit he excites; 

But our of it is ſubje& to his rage, 

And loſeth all the Vertue of his Art : 

So I, exil'd the Circle of the Court, ; 

Loſe all the good Gifts, that in it I *joy d. 

« No Vertue currant is, but with her Stamp : 
« And no Vice vicious blaunche with her whice Hand. 
The Court's the abſtract of all Rome's deſert ; 
And my dear Julia, th' abſtra& of the Court. 
Methinks, now I come neer her, 1 relpire 
Some Air of that lace comfort, I receivd: 
And while che Evening, with her modeſt Vail, 
Gives leave to ſuch poor Shaddows as my (elf, 
To ſteal abroad, I, like a heartlefs Gholt, 
Wichout the living Body of my Love, 

Will here walk, and attend her. For I know 
Not far from hence ſhe is impriſoned, _ 
And ho of her {tri —_— to bribe 
So much admittance, as to ſpeak to me, 

And chear my fainting Spirits with her Breath. 


Act IV. Scene IX. 
[ She appeareth above, 
Julia, Ovid. as at ber Chamber 
Window. 


Vid? my Love? Ovid. Here, heavenly Falis. 
wu. Here?and not here ? O,how that word doth play 

With both our Fortunes, differing, like our ſelves, 
Both one 3 and yet divided, as oppos'd ? 
I high, thou low ? O, this our plight of Place 
Doubly preſents the two lets of our love, 
Local and Ceremonial height, and lowneſs: 
Both ways, I am too high, and thou too low. 
Our Minds are even, yet : O, why ſhould our Bodies, 
'That are their Slaves, be fo wichour their Rule? 
Pll caſt my felf down to thee ; If I dye, 
I'll ever live with thee : no height of Birth, 
Of Place, of Duty, or of cruel Power, 
Shall keep me from thee ; ſhould my Father lock 
This Body up within a Tomb of Brafs, 
Yet Pl be with chee. If the forms, I hold 
Now in my Soul, be made one ſubſtance with ie ; 
That Soul immortal ; and the fame 'tis now ; 
Death cannot raze th* effets, ſhe now retaineth ; 
And then, may ſhe be any where ſhe will. 
The Souls of Parents rule not Childrens Souls, 
When Death ſers both in their difloly'd Eftates ; 
Then is no Child nor Father : then Eternity 
Frees all from any Temporal reſpect. 
I come, my Ovid, take me in thine Arms: 


' 


| And ler me breath ay Soul inc thy Brea 
ve:t 


— 


Ovid. O, ſtay, my thou doſt conceive 
Of thy quick Death, and of thy Life, 

Are not authentical. Thou chooſeſt Death, 
mat nay vn 4 pg 
But know (my Princely love) when thou art dead, 
Thou only muſt ſurvive in perfect Soul ; 
And in the Soul are no AﬀeRions: 
We powr out our Aﬀections with our Blood 3 
And with our Bloods affe&tions fade our Loves. 
* No Life hath Love in ſuch ſweet ſtate as this ; 
* No Effence is ſo dear to moody Senſe, 
* As Fleſh and Blood, whoſe ence is Senſe. 
*" Beauty, compos'd of Blood, and Fleſh moves more, 
* And is m—_ to Blood and Fleſh, 
** Than ſpiritual Beauty can be to the Spirit. 
Such a ion as we have in Dreams 
(When fleep, the Bond of Senſes, locks them up) 
Such ſhall we have when Death deſtroys them quite. 
If love be then thy Obje& not Lite ; 
_ ms nappy ſtill : I ſtill below, 

e with my Fortunes, in thy height ſhall joy. _ 

Jul. Ay me, that Vertue, whoſe brave Ezeles Wings 
With every ſtroke blow Stars in burning Heaven; 
Should like a Swallow (preying toward Storms), * 
Fly cloſe to Earth : and with an Plume, 
Purſue thoſe Objects which none elſe can ſee, 
But ſeem to all the World the empty Air. 

Thus thou (poor Ovid) and all vertuous Men 
Muſt prey like Swallows on inviſible Food ; 
Purſuing Flies, or nothing : and thus Love, 

And every Worldly Phanſie, is ——_—_— 

By worldly , Afr 4 iſt. 

O, Father, fince gav'lt me not my Mi 
Strive not to rule it: Take, but what thou gav'it 
To thy diſpoſure : Thy Aﬀedtions 

Rule not in me; I muſt bear all my Griefs 
Let me uſe all my Pleaſures: vertuous Love 
Was never ſcandal to a Goddeſs ſtate. 

But'he's inflexible ! and, my dear Love, 

Thy Life may chance be ſhortned by the length 
Of my unwilling Speeches to depart. 

Farewel ſweet Life : though thou be yet exil'd 
Th' officious Court, enjoy nie..amply ſtill : 
My Soul, in this my Breath enters thine Ears, 
And on this turrets Floor will I lye dead, _ 
Till we may meet again. In this proud height, 
I kneel beneath thee in my proſtrate Love, 
And kiſs the happy Sands that kiſs thy Feer. 

* Great Fove ſubmits a Scepters to a Cell ; 

* And Lovers e're they part will meet in Hell. 

Ovid, Farewel all Company ; and if I could 
All light with thee : Hells Shade ſhould hide my Brows, 
Till thy dear Beauties Beams redeem'd my Vows. 

= Ovid, my Love: alas, may we not ſtay 
A lictle longer (think'ſt chou) undiſcern'd ? 

Ovid. For thine own good, fair Goddeſs, do not ſtay. 
Who would ingage a Firmament of Fires, 

Shining in thee, tor me, a falling Star ? 

Be gone ſweet Life-blood : if 1 ſhould diſcern 

Thy ſelf but couche, for my ſake, I ſhould dye. 

Jul. I will be gone, then; and not Heaven it ſelf 
Shall draw me back. Ovid. Yer Fulis, if thou wilt, 
A little longer, ſtay. Fu. I am content. 

Ovid. O, mighty Owsd ! what the ſway of Heaven 
Could not retire, my Breath hath turned back. 

7ul. Who ſhall go firſt, my Love ? my paſſionate Eyes 
Will not endure to ſee thee turn from me. 

Ovid. If thou go fiſt, my Soul will follow thee. 

Ful. Then we mult ſtay. Ovid. Ay me, there is no ſtay 
In amorous Pleaſures : if both ſtay, both dye. 4 
I hear thy Father ; hence my Dezzy. 


nb . 


Fear forgeth ſounds in my deluded Ears ; 
I did not heac him: I am mad with love. 
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Poetaſter. 


There is no Spirit, under Heaven, that works 
Wickifach Wufion : yer ſuch Whitchcraft kill me, 
Ere a ſound Mind, without it, fave my Life. 
Here, on my Knees, -I worſhip the bleit Place 
That held my Goddeſs ; and the loving Air, 
That clogd her Body in his Silken Arms : 

Vain Ovid ! kneel not to the Place, nor Air : 
She's in thy Heart: riſe then, and worſhip there. 
« The trueſt Wiſdom filly Men can have, 

« Is dotage, on the Follies of their Fleſh. 


: Ac V. Scene I. 
Ceſar, Mecanas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, Equites Ro. 


L994 E, that have conquer'd ſtill, to ſave the —_— 


And lov'd to make inflictions fear'd, not tele; 
Griev'd to reprove, joyful eo reward, 
More proud of Reconcilement than Revenge, 
Reſume into the late ſtate of our love, 
Worthy Cornelins Gallus, and Tibullus : 
You both are Gentlemen ; you, Cornelius, 
A Soldier of Renown, and the firſt Proveft 
That ever let our Roman Eagles fly ; 
On ſwarthy e£gypr, | — with her Spoils. 
Yet (not to bear cold Forms, nor Mens Out-terms, 
Without the inward Fires, and Lives of Men) 
You both have Vertues, ſhining through your ſhapes; 
To ſhew, your Titles are not writ on Poſts, 
Or hollow Statues, which the beſt Men are, 
Without Promethean {tuffings reach't from Heaven ! 
Sweet Poeſies ſacted Garlands crown your Gentry : 
Which is, of all the Faculties on Earth, 
The moſt abſtra, and perfe& 3 if ſhe be 
True born, and mirſt with all the Sciences. 
She can ſo mould Rewe, and her Monuments, 
\Within the liquid Marble of her Lines, 
That they ſhall ſtand freſh and miraculous, - 
Even, when they mix with innovating Dutt ; 
In her ſweet Streams ſhall our brave Koman Spirits 
Chale, and ſwim after Death, wich their choiſe Deeds 
Shining on their white Shoulders ; and therein 
Shall 7zber, and our famous Rivers fall - 
With ſach attraction, that th* ambitious Line 
Of the round World ſhall to her center ſhrink, 
To hear their Muſick : And, for theſe high Parts, 
Ceſar ſhall reverence-the Pierian Arts. 

Mec. Your Majeſties high Grace to Poeſie, 
Shall ſtand 'gainſt all the dull Detractions 
Of leaden Souls ; who (for the vain afſumings 
Of ſome, quite worthleſs of her Soveraign wreaths) 
Contain her worthielt Prophers in contempt. 

Gal. Happy is Rome of all Earths other States, 
To have fo true, and great a Preſident, 
For her inferiour Spirits to imitate, 
As Czſar is ; who addeth to the Sun, 
Influence and luſtre : in increaſing thus 
His Inſpirations, kindling Fire in us. 

Hor. Pheabzs himielft ſhall kneel at Ceſar's Shrine, 
And deck it with Bay-garlands dew'd with Wine, 
To quit the Worſhip Cz/ar does to him : 

Where other Princes, hoiſted ro their Thrones 
By Fortunes poflionate and diſordered Power, 
Sit in their height, like Clouds before the Sun, 
Hindring his comforts; and (by their excels 
Of cold in Vertue, and crofs heat in. Vice) 
Thunder and Tempeſt on thoſe Learned Heads, 
Whom Ceſar with ſuch honour doth advance. 

Tib. All human Bufineſs Fortune doth command 
Without all order; and with her blind Hand, 

She, blind, beſtows blind Gifts : that ſtill have nurſt, 
They ſee not who, nor how, bur ſtill, che worſt. 


, 


i. 


Cz/. Ceſar, for his rule, and for ſo much ſtuff 
As Fortune puts in his hand, ſball diſpoſe it 
(As if his Hand had Eyes, and Soul, in it) 
Wich worth and judgment. © Hands, that part with Gifts, 
* Or will reſtrain their uſe, without deſerr, 
* Or with a miſery, numm'd to Vertues right, 
* Work, as they had no Soul to govern them, 
m quice reze& her : ſev'ring their Eſtates 
* From human order. Whoſoever can, 
* And will not cheriſh Vertue, is no Man. 
Eques. Virgil is now at hand, Imperial Cz/ar, 
Ce/. Romes Honour is at hand then. Fetch a Chair, 
And ſet it on our Right-hand ; where *tis fir, 
Romes Honour and our own ſhould ever ſit. 
Now he is come out of Campania, 
I doubt not, he hath finiſht all his eEneid:, 
Which, like another Soul, I long t enjoy. 
What think * you three, of Virgil, Gentlemen, Viz. Me- 
(That are of his Profeflion, though rankt higher) <2*<> 
Or Horace, what faiſt thou, that art the pooreſt, rd 
And likelieſt co envy, or to detract ? ; 
Hor. Cafar ſpeaks after common Men, in this, 
To make a difference of me, for my poornefs: 
As if the filth of Poverty ſunk as deep 
Into a knowing Spirit, as the bane 
Of Riches doth into an ignorant Soul, 
No, Cz/ar, they be pathleſs mooriſh Minds, 
That being once made rotten with the Dung 
Of damned Riches, ever after ſink 
Beneath the ſteps of any Villany. 
But knowledg is the Ne#ar, that keeps ſweet 
A perfect Soul, even in this Grave of Sin ; 
And for my Soul, it is as free as Ceſar: : 
For what I know is due Il give to all. 
* He that detraRts, or envies vertuous Merit, 
« Is ſtill the coverous and the ignorant Spiric. 
Ceſ. Thanks, Horace,tor thy free and wholfom ſharpneſs; 
Which pleaſeth Ceſar more than ſervile fauns. 
* A flatter'd Prince ſoon turns the Prince of Fools. 
And for thy ſake, we'll put no difference more 
Between the great and good for being poor. 
Say then, lov'd Horace, thy true thought of Virgil. 
Hor. 1 judge him of a rectified Spirit, 
By many Revolutions of diſcourſe, 
(In his bright Reaſons influence) refin'd 
From all the tartarous Moods of common Men ; 
Bearing the nature and ſimilitude 
Of a right heavenly Body; moſt ſevere 
In faſhion and colle&tion of himſelf : 
And then as clear and confident as Fove. 
Gal. And yet fo chaſte and tender is his Ear, 
In ſuffering any Syllable to paſs, 
That he thinks may become the honour'd name 
Of Ifue to his ſo examin'd ſelf ; 
Thar all the laſting Fruits of his full Meric 
In his own Poems, he doth ſtill diſtaſte : 
As if his Minds Piece, which he ſtrove to paint, 
Could not with Fleſhly Pencils have her right. 
Tib. But to approve his Works of ſoycraign worth, 
This Obſervation (methinks) more than ſerves; 
And is not vulgar. That, which he hath writ, 
Is with ſuch Judgment, labour'd, and Ciſtill'd 
Through all the needtul uſes of our Lives, 
That could a Man remember but his Lines, 
He ſhould not touch at any ſerious Point, 
But he might breath his Spirit out of him, X 
Ce/. You mean, he might repeat = of his Works, 
As fit for any conference he can ule ? 
Tib. True, Royal Ceſar. Ce/. Worthily obſery'd: 
And a moſt worthy Vertue in his Works. 
What thinks material Horace of his Learning ? 
Hor. His Learning favours not the School like gloſs, 
That moſt conſiſts in eccboing Words and Terms, 


And ſooneſt wins a Man an empty Name ; 


Nor 


——_— 
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Nor any long, or far-ferch Circumſtance, 

Wrapt in the curious Generalties of Arrs : 

But a direct and axs/ytick Sum * - 

Of all che worth and firſt effects of Arts. | 

And for his Poeſie, 'ris ſo ramm'd with Life, 

Thar it ſhall gather ſtrength of Life, with þeing, 

And live hereafter more admir'd than now. ; 
Ceſ. This one conſent, in all 'your Doems of him, 

And mutual loves of all your ſeveral Merits, 

Argues a truth of merit in you all. 


A& V. Scene IL 
Caſar, Virgil, Mecanas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, Equites Ro. 


Ee, here comes Virgil ; we will riſe and greet him: 
Sg Welcom to Ceſar, Virgil. Ceſar and Virgil 

Shall differ but in found ; ro Ceſar, Virgil 

(Of his expreſſed greatneſs) ſhall be made 

A ſecond Sir-name, and to Virgil, Ceſar. 

Where are thy famous «&ne:4;7 do us grace 

To let us ſee, and furfeir on their ſight. 

Vir. Worthleſs they are of Cxſars gracious Eyes, 
If chey were perte&/; much more with their wants : 
Which yet are more, than my time could ſupply. 
And, could great Czſar's expectation 
Be ſatisfied with any other Service, © = 
I would not ſhew them. Ce/. Virgil is too modeft ; 
Or ſeeks, in vain, to make oar longings more... : 
Shew them, ſweet Virgil. Virg. Then, in fuch due fear 
As fits Preſenters of great Works, to Ceſar, 

I humbly ſhew them. Cf. Let'vs now behold 

A human Soul made vilible in Life ;' 

And more refulgent in a ſenſlefs Paper, 

Than in che ſenfual Complement of Kings 

Read, read, thy felf, dear Vrrgil ; let notme 
Prophane one Accent with an untuned Tongue : | 
« Beſt matter, badly ſhown, ſhews worſe, than bad. 
See then this Chair, 'of purpoſe ſet for thee 

To read thy Poem in ; refuſe it not. 

« Vertue, without Preſumption, place may take 

* Above beſt Kings, whom only ſhe ſhould make. 

Verg. It will be choughe a thing ridiculous | 
To preſent Eyes, and to all future times 
A grols untruth; that any Peer (void 
Of Birth or Wealth, or temporal Dignity) 

Should, with decorum, tranſcend Cz/ar's Chair. 

&« Poor Vertue rais'd, high Birth Wealth ſet under, 
« Crofleth Heav'ns and makes Worldings wonder. 
Ce/. The courle of Heaven, and Fate it ſelf irr this 

Will Ceſar croſs; much more all worldly Cuſtom. 

Hor. ** Cuſtom, in courſe of Honour, ever Errs: 

* And they are beſt, whom Fortune leaſt prefers. 

Ceſ. Horace hath (but more ſtrictly) ſpoke our choughts. 
The vaſt rude ſwinge of general Confluence 
Is, in- particular ends, exempt from Senſe :  - 

And therefore reaſon (which-in right ſhonld be 
The ſpecial Recor of all rorkabe, | . 

Shall ſhew we are a Man, diſtin&@ by it, 

From thoſe, whom Cuftom rapteth'jn her preaſs. 
Aſcend then, Firgil : and where firſt by chance /** * 
We here have turn'd thy Book, do thou firſt read, 

Virg. Great Ceſar hath his will': I will aſcend: - 

*Twere ſimple Injury to his free Hand,”  * 

That ſweeps the Cob-webs, from un-uſed 'Vertue, 

And makes her ſhine proportion'd to her worth, 
To be more nice to entertain his Grace 3 
Than he is choiſe, and liberal to afford it. | 

Ceſ. Gentlemert of - our Chanzber, -griard the Doors, 
And let none enter ; -peace. Deyin, good Virgil. 

Virg. Mean while,the skies'gan'thunder and in tail Virg/lib. 
» Of that, fell powring Storms of © Sleet and Hail t* 4-Mneid. 

The Tyrian Lords and Trojan Toth; 'each where 


o 


With Verius Dardane * Nephew; now; in fear - * Jus, 
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Seek out for ſeveral ſhelter through the Plain; 
Whilſt Floods come rowling from the Hil's amain. 
Dido # Cave, The "Trojan * Prince the ſame * Ana: 


— There, Earth and Heavens great 4 Dame, + Tuno. 
at hath the charge | 


Unto this Contratt y Tr and Air 4 ; ren 

As guilty of the match; and from the Hill 

The Nymphs with ſbreekings do the Region” fill. 

Here firſt began their bane ; This day was ground 

Of all their ills : For now, nor Rumours ſound, 

Nor mice reſpett of State moves Dido ought ; 

Her love no longer now by ſtealth is fragt : 

Sbe calls this Wedlock, and with that fair Name 

Covers ber fault. Forthwith the Brute and Fame; 

Through all the greateſt Lybian Towns # gone ; 

_ a fleet Evil, wr which is —=_ _ : 
at moving grows, ing gathers ſtrength ; 

Little at firſt, and afal?! gr _ 

She dares attempt the Skies, and ſtalking proud 

With Feet on Ground, ber Head doth pierce @ Cloud ! 

This Child, our Parent Earth, ftird us with ſpight 

Of all the Gods, brought forth ; and, as (me write, 

She was laſt Siſter of that Giant * Rac». 5 

That thoug br to ſcale Jove's Court ; right [w:ft of pace, 

And fwifter far of Wing : @ Monſter vaſt, 

And dreadful. bow many Plumes are plac 

On ber huge Corps, \ſo many waking Eyes 

Stick underneath : and (which may ſtranger riſe 

In the report) as many Tongues ſhe bears, 

As many Mouths, as many liſtning Ears. 

Nightly, in midſt of all the Heaven ſhe flies, 

And through the Earths dark ſhadow ffreeking cries ; 

Nor 4o her Eyes once bend to taſte (weet ſleep : 

By day on tops of Hoſes ſhe doth keep, 

Or on high Towers ; and doth thence affright 

Cities and Towns of moſt conſpicuous ſight: ' 

As covetous ſhe ws of Tal:s and Lyes, 

As prodigal of Truth © This Monſter, &c. 


A V. Scene IL 
Lupns, Tucca, Criſpinut;” Demetrin, Hiftrio, Liftert, Cx* 


ſar, Virgil, Mecanas, Gallus, Tibullass, Horace, Equis 
tes Ro. 


Enceli- 


dus,Qr: 


Ome, follow me, afliſt me, ſecond me : whete's 
the Emperor ? 

Eques 41. Sir, you muſt pardon us. al 

Eques. 2. Ceſar is private now; you may not enter. / 

Tuc. Not enter ? Charge 'em, upon their Allegiance, 
Cropſhin. 

Eques 1. We have a charge to the contrary, Sir. 

Lup. I pronounce you all Traitors, horrible Traitors : 
What? do you know my Aﬀeairs ? EE 
I have matter of danger, and ſtate to impart to Cſat./ 

Cae/. What noiſe is there? who's that names Ceſar? 

Lup. A Friend to Czſar. One that for Ceſar's good 
would ſpeak with Ceſar. 

Cef. Who is't ? look, Cornelins. 

Eques 1. Aſinins Lupus. 

Ce/. OQ, bid the turbutent Informer henice ; 

We have no vacant Ear; now, to receive 
Th? unſeafon'd Fruits of his officious Tongue. 

Mec, You miuſt avoid him there. 

Lup. 1 conjure thee, as thou art Ceſar, 'or reſpeft'ſt 
thine own fafety, or the ſafety of the State,  C2ſar : 
Hear me, ſpeak with me, Ceſar; *ris no common Bu- 
ſinefs I come about ; but ſuch as being negleted, may 
concern the Life of Ceſar. 

Ce/. The Life of Ceſar? Let him enter. YVirgwu 
keep thy ſeat. | 


Equites. Bear back there : whicher will you ? keep 
back 


5 


Tac, By 


———————— 
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Tuc. By thy leave good man Uſher: mend thy Peruke; 


0. | 

Lup. Lay hold on Horace there ; and on Mecenar, Ls 
Hors. Romans, offer no reſcue, upon your allegiance : 
Read, Royal Ceſar. Tle tickle you, Satyr. 


Tuc. He will; Humour, he will : He will ſqueeze you, | 


Poet puckfiſt. , 
ns. Ple lop you off, for an unprofitable branch, you 
Satyrical V arlet. We 
Tuc. I, atid Epaminondas your Patron, here, with his 
Flaggon Chain ; Come, reſign; Though 'ewere your 
great Grand-fathers, the Law has madeit mine now, Sir. 
Look to him , my party<colour'd Raſcals; look to 


him. : 

Ceſ. What” is this, Afinins Lupus ? I underſtand it 
This Not underſtand it ? A Libel, Czſar 3 a dangerous, 
ſeditious Libel ; a Libel in picture. 


Ceſ. A Libel! | | 

Lup. 1, 1 found it in this Horace his Study, in Mecenas 
his houſe, herez I challenge the Penalty of the Laws a- 
gainlt *em. 


Tuc. 1, and remember to beg their Land bertimes ; 
before ſome of theſe hungry Court-hounds ſcent it 


out. 

Cel. Shew it to Horace : Ask him if he know it. 

Lup. Know it? His hand is at it, Ceſar. 

Ce/. Then *tis no Libel. 

Hor. It is the imperfe& body of an Emblem, Ceſar, I 
began for Mecenas. = 

Lup. An Emblem ! right: That's Greek for a Libel. 
Do but mark, how confident he is. 

Her. A juſt man cannot fear, thou fooliſh Tribune ; 
Not, though the malice of traducing tongues, 
The open vaſtneſs of a Tyrant's Ear, 
The ſenſleſs rigour of the wreſted Laws, 
Or the Red Eyes of ſtrain'd Authority 
Should, in a point, meet all to take his Life. 
His Innocency is armour *gainſt all theſe. 

Lup. —_ OlImpudence! Let me ſee, let me ſee. 
Is not here an Eagle! And is not that Eagle meant by 
Ceſar ? ha? Do'snot Ceſar give the Eagle? Anſwer me ; 
what ſayeſt thou? 

Tuc Haſ thou any Evaſion, Stinkard ? 

Luy. Now he'sturn'd dumb. Ile tickle you, Satyr. 

Hor. Piſh: Ha, ha. 

Lap. Doſt thou piſh me? Give me my long Sword. 

Hor. With reverence to great Ceſar, worthy Romans, 
Obſerve bur this ridiculous Commenter : 
The ſoul to my device, was in this Diftick*. 


Thus, oft, the baſe and ravenous multitude 
Survives, to ſhare the Spoils of Fortitude. 


Which in this body, I have figur'd here, 
A Vulture— | ; 

Lup. A Vulture? I, now, *tis a Vulture. O, abomina- 
ble! monſtrous! monſtrous! has not your Vulture a 
Beak? has it notLegs, and Talons, and Wings, and Fea- 
thers ? 

Tuc. Touch him, old Buskins. 

Hor. And therefore muſt it be an any 

Mec. Reſpe him not, i Horace : Say your device. 

Hor. A Vulture, and a Wolf — | 

Lap. A Wolf! good: That's I; I am the Wolf: My 
Gow: I am meant by the Wolf. On, on, a V 


Name's 
ture and a Wolf 
Hor. Preying upon the Carcaſs of an A6&—— 
Li An AG! ſill : That's I too; Iam the Af. 


You mean me by the Aſ&— 

Mec. *Pr'y thee, leave braying then. 

Her. If you will needs take it, I cannot with modeſty 
give it from you. 

Mec. Bur, by chat beaſt, the old Egyptians | 


FY 


Were wont to hgure in their Hieroglypbicks 

Patience, F ity, and lh <a ; 

For none of which we can ſuſpe& you, Tribune. 
Cef. Who was it, Lupus, that inform'd you firſt, 

This ſhould be meant by us? Or was your Comment? 
Lup. No, Ceſar : A Player gave me the firſt light of ic 


oo. I an honeſt Sycophant like Slave, and a Policici- 


Ceſ. Where is that Player ? 

Tac. He is without here. 

Ceſ. Call him in. 

_ Call in the Player there : Maſter «op, call 
Equites. Player : where is the Player? Bear back: None 

but the Player enter. 
Tuc. Yes, this Gentleman, and his Achates muſt. 

WY... Pray you, Maſter Uſher; we'll ſtand cloſe, 


e. 
Tue, "Tis a Gentleman of Quality, this; though he be 
ſomewhat out of Clothes, I tel ye. Come e/op, haſt 
a Bay-leaf i thy mouth? Well ſaid, be not out, Stinkard. 
Thou ſhalt have a Monopoly of playing confirm'd to thes 
and thy Conyoy, under the Emperor's Broad Seal, for 
this Service. 
Cef. Is this he ? 
. I, Ceſar, this is he. 
Ceſ. Let him be whipt. Li&ors, go take him hence. 
And , for y”=e: herce Credulity, 
One fit him with a pair of larger Ears : 
*Tis Cz/ar's Doom, and muſt not be revok't. 
We hate to have our Court and Peace diſturb'd 
With theſe Quotidian Clamours. See it done. 
Lup. Ceſar. Caf. him, we may have his ſilence, 
Vir. Ceſar hath done like Czſar. Fair and juſt 
Is his award, againſt theſe brainlefſs Creatures. 
'Tis not the whokſome ſharp Morality, 
Or modeſt of a Satyrick Spirit, _ 
That hurts or wounds the body of a State ; 
= = ſiniſter application 4 
| the malicious, ignorant, and baſe 
Interpreter : who will diftort, and ſtrain 
The general ſcope and purpoſe of an Author, 
To his parti and private Spleen. 
Cz. We know it, our dear Virgil, and efteem it 
A molt diſhoneſt practice in that man, 
Will ſeem too witty in anothers work. 
What would Cornelis Gallas, and Tibullus ? | 
[This while the reſt whiſper Cxſar. 
Tue. Nay, but as thou art a Man, hear? a Man 
of Worſhip, and Honourable : Hold, here, . take = 
Chain , again. Reſume , mad Mecenar, What ! dot 
thou think I meant © have kept it, bold boy? No: I 
did ic but co fright thee; I, to try how thou would'ſt take 
it. What? will turn Shark upon my Friends, or my 
Friends Friends? I ſcorn it with my three Souls. Come, 
I love Bully Horace as well as thou doſt, I: 'tis an honeft 
Hieroglyphick. Give me thy wriſt, Helicon, Doſt thou 
think Ile ſecond e're a Rhinoceros of them all, againſt 
thee ? ha? or thy Noble Hippocrene, here ? Ile turn Sta 
ger firſt, and be whipe too : doſt thou ſee, Bully ? 
Ceſ. You have. your will of Ceſar: uſe it Rowan. 
4 ſhall be your, Pretor;. and our ſelf 
Will here fit by, S of your ſports ; 
And think it no Impeach of Royalty. 
Our Ear is now too much prophan'd( grave Mars) 
With theſe diſtaſtes, to,take thy ſacred Lines : 
Pur up thy Book, till both the time and we 
Be ficted with more hallowed circumſtance 
For the receiving ſo divine a work. 
Proceed wich your. deſign. 
Mee. Gol. Tih. Thanks to great Ceſar. 
Gal. Tibullss, draw you the Indiatment then, whilſt 


an 


Horace arreſts them on the Srerure of Calumny : Manes, 
an 


Poetaſter. 
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and I, will take our Places here. L:#ors, affiſt him. 

Hx. 1 am the worſt accuſer under Heaven. 

Gal. Tut, you muſt do'r : *ewill be noble mirth. 

Hor. I take no. knowledge that they do malign me. 

Tib. I, but the world takes knowledge. 

Hor. Would the world knew, 

How heartily I with a fool ſhould hate me. 

Tuc. Body of Fupiter ! What ! will they arraign my 
brisk Poetaſter, and his poor Journey-man, ha ? Would 
I were abroad skeldring for a Drachm, ſo I were out of 
his Labyrinth again ; I do feel my {elf turn Stinkard al 
ready. But I muſt ſet the beſt Face I have upor't now: 
well ſaid, my divine, deft Horace, bring the whorſon de- 
crafting Slaves to the Bar, do. Make *em hold up their 
Spread Golls: Fle give in Evidence for thee, if thou wilt. 
=o Courage, Cri/pinus ; would thy Man had a clean 
Band. 

Cri. V Vhat muſt we do, Captain ? 

Tuc, Thou ſhalt ſee anon : Do not make divifion with 
thy Legs ſo. 

Ceſ. What's he, Horace ? 

Hor. 1 only know him for a motion, Cz/ar. 

Tac. 1 am one of thy Commanders, Ceſar ; a Man 
of Service and Action ; My Name is Pantilins Tuccs : 
I have ferv'd i' thy wars againſt Mark Antony, IL 

Ce{. Do you know him, Cornelue ? 

Gal. He's one that hath had the Muſtring, or Convoy 
of a Company, now and then: L never noted him by any 
other Imployment. , 

Ce{. We will obſerve him better. 

Tib. Litfor, proclaim filence in the Court. 

Lic. In the Name of Ceſar, filence. 

Tih. Lec the Partics, the accuſer and the accuſed, pre- 
ſcne themſclves. 

Lic. The accuſer, and the accuſed, preſent your ſelves 
in Court. 

Cri. Deme. Here. , 

Vir. Read the Indictment. | 

Tib. Rufus Laberius Criſpinus, a»d Demetrius Fanni- 
us, Hold up your hands, You are, before thu time, joyntly 
and ſevcrally Inditted, and here preſently to be arraigned, up: 
on the Statute of Calumny, ox Lex Remmia (tbe one b, 
the Name of Rufus Laberius Criſpinus, al;as Criſpinas, 
Poctaſter, and Plagiary ; the crber by the Name of De- 
metrius- Fannius, Play-dreiler, and Plagiary), That you, 
(not having the Fear of Phatbus, or hu Shafts, before your 
Eyes ), contrary to the Peace of our Liege Lord, Auguſtus 
Celar, bus Crown and Dignity, and 
Statute, u that caſe made and provided ; have moſt ignorant- 
ly, fooliſhly, and (more like your ſelves) malicioufly, gone a 
bout to deprave, and calummniate the Perſon and Writmgs of 
Quintus Horacius Flaccus, here preſent, Poet, and Prieſt 
zo the Muſes: and to that end bave mutually con[pir d and 
plotted, at ſundry times, as by ſeveral means, and im ſun- 
dry places, for the better accompliſhing your baſe and envious 
purpoſe ; taxing him, falſly, of Selt-love, Arrogancy, Im: 

' padence, Railing, filching by tranſlation , ec. Of al 
which Calumnies, and every of them, in manner and form 
aforeſaid z What anſwer yon? Are you guilty , or not 
guilty? 

Tuc. Not guilty, ſay. 

Cri. Deme. Not guilty. 

Tib. How will you be tried ? 

Tic, By che Roman Gods, and the Nobleſt Romans. 

Cri. Deme. By the Roman Gods, and the Nobleſt Re- 
mans. 

Vir. Here fits Mecenas and Cornelins Gallas. 
Are you contented to be tried by theſe ? 

Tuc. I, fo the noble Captain may be joyn'd with them 
in Commithon, ſay. | 

Cri. Deme. 1, fo the noble Captain may be joyn'd wich 
them in Commitlhon. 

Vir. What ſays the Plaintiff # 

H:r. | am content, 
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Vir. Captain, then take your place. 

Tuc. Alas, my worſhiptul Preror ! *ris more of th 
gent'nefſs than of my deſerving, I wuſſe. But fince ic 
hath pleas'd the Court to make choice of my Wif- 
dom and Gravity, come, my Calumnious Varlets : 
Ler's hear you talk for your ſelves, now, an hour or 
ewo. What can you fay ? Make a noiſe. Ac, ac. 

Vir. Stay, turn, and take an Oath firſt. You ſba/ 
ſwear, 

By thunder-darting Jove, the King of Gods ; 
And by the Genis of Azs © 3A : 
By your own white and uncorrupted Souls ; 
And the deep reverence of our Roman Juſtice ; 
To judge this Caſe, with trath and equity : 
As bound, by your Religion, and your Laws. 
Now read the Evidence : But firſt demand 
Ot either Priſoner, if that #+it be theirs. 

Tib. Shew this unto Criſpimus. Is it yours? 

Tue. Say, I: what! doſt thou ſtand upon it, Pimp ? 
Do not deny thine own AGnervs, thy Pallss, the ifſuc of 
thy brain. 

Cri. Yes, it is mine. 

Tib. Shew that unto Demegrizs. Is it yours ? 

Dem. It is. 

Tuc. There's a Father, - will not deny his own Baſtard, 
now, I warrant thee. 

Vir. Read them aloud. 

Tibs. Rampe up my genius ; be not retrograde : 

But boldly nominate a Spade, a Spade. 

What, ſhall thy lubrical and glibbery Muſe 

Live, as ſhe were defuntt, like Punk in Stews ? 
(Tuc. Excellent!) 

: Alas ! that were no modern conſequence, 
To have Cothurnal Buskins frighted hence. 
No, teach thy Incubus to Poerize ; 
- _— —_ i /t rg ſnotteries, 
por t -#up lum oth. 
(Tuc. Ah, 4 ! wh «hl 

Or _ chil-blain'd judgment : that with Oath, 

Moagnificates his Merit ; and beſpaw!s 

The conſcious tie, With humerous fome and brawls, 

As if bs Organons of Senſe would crack 

The ſinews of my Patience. Break bis back, 
O Poets all, and ſome : For now weliſt 
Of {frenuoms Vengeance to clutch the fiſt. 
Subſcri. Crif. 
Tuc. I marry, this was written like a Hercules in Poetry, 


ow. 
Ce/. Excellently well threatned ! 
Vir. And as ſtrangely worded, Ceſar. 
Ce/. We obſerve it. 
Vir. The other, now. 


Tuc. This's a fellow of a good prodigal tongue too : 


this'll do well. p 
Tib. Our Mule is in mind for th' untruſſing a Poet ; 
I flip by bus Name ;, for moſt men Tod Pay 
A Critick, that all the World beſcumbers 
With Satyrical bumours, and Lyrical number: : 
———-(Tuc. Art thou there, boy ?) 
And for the moſt part, bimſelf doth advance 
With much Self-love, and more Arrogance. 
—— (Tuc. Good again.) 
And (but that I would not be thought @ Prater) 
I could tell yeu, he were a tranſlater. 
I know the Authors from whence be has ſole, 
nd could trace him tco, but that I underſtand *em 
not full and whole. 
—— (Tc. That Line is broke looſe from all his fellows : 
Chain him up ſhorter, do.) | 
The beſt Note I can give you to know bim by, 
Is, that be keeps Gallants company ; 
Whom I could wiſh, im time ſhould bim fear, 
Leſs after they buy Repentance too dear. 
| Subtcri. Derm:. Fan. 
Tus. 
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Tuc. Well ſaid. This carries *palm with it. 

Her. And why, thou motly Gull ? why ſhould they fear ? 
When haſt thou known us wrong, or & a friend? 

I dare thy malice, to betray it. Spea 

Now thou curl'ſt up, thou poor and naſty Snake, 
And fſhrink'ſt thy poys'nous head into thy boſom : 
Our Viper, thou that eat'ſt thy Parents, hence. 
Rather, ſach ſpeckled Creatures, as thy ſelf, 
Should be eſchew'd, and ſhun'd : ſuch as will bite 
And gnaw their aþſenc friends, not cure their Fame 3 
Catch ar the looſeſt laughrers, and affe&t 

To be thought Jeſtersz ſuch as can deviſe 

Things never ſcen, or hcard, impair mens Names, 
And gratifie their credulous advertarics 3 

Will carry tales, do baſcſt offices, 

Cherith divided fires, and ſtill increaſe 

New flames, out of old embers ; will reveal 

Each fecrer that's commirted to their truſt : 
Theſe be black Slaves : Romans, take heed of theſe. 

Tuc. Thou twang'ſt right, little Horace ; they be indeed 
Acouple of chap-faln Curs. Come, We of the Bench, 
Ler'sriſe to the Urn, and condemn *em quickly. 

Vir. Betore you go together (worthy Romans) 

We are to tender our Opinion ; 

And give you thoſe Inſtructions, that may add 
Unto your even Judgment in the Caulc : 

Which thus we do commence : Firſt, you muſt. know, 
That where there is a true and perfe& merit, 
There can be no dejection ; and the ſcorn 

Of humble baſeneſs, oftentimes, fo works 

In a high Soul, upon the grofjer Spirit, 4 

That to his bleared and offended Senſe, 

There ſeems a hideous Fault blaz'd in the Obje& ; 
When only the Diſeaſe is in his Eyes. 

Here-hence it comes our Horace now ſtands tax'e 
Of Impudence, Selt-love, and Arrogance, 

By cheſs who ſhare no merit in themſelves ; 

And therefore, think his Portion is as ſmall. 

For they, from their own guilt, aſſure their Souls, 
If they ſhould confidently praiſe their works, 

In them it would appear Inflation : 

Which, in a full, and well digefted Man, 

Cannot receive that foul abuſive name, 

Bur the fair title of Ere&ion, 

And, for his true uſe of tranſlating Men, 

It ſtill hath been a work of as much palm, 

In cleareſt Judgments, as t* invent, or make 

His ſharpneſs, that is moſt excuſable ; 

As being forc't out of a ſuffering Vertue, 
Oppreſled with the licence of the time : 

And howſoever Fools, or jerking Pedants, 

Players, or ſuch like Buffoons, barking wits, 

May with their beggarly, and barren traſh, 

Tickle baſe Vulgar Ears, in their deſpite ; 

This (like Fove's thunder ) ſhQll their pride controul, 
*« The honeſt Satyr hath the Bappieſt Soul. 

Now, Romans, -=_ have heard our thoughts ; Withdraw 
when you pleaſe. 

Tih. Remove the accuſed from the Bar. 

Tuc. Who holds the Urn to us? ha ? Fear nothing : 
Vle quit you, mine honelt pitiful Stinkards ; Fle do'r. 

Cri. Captain, you ſhall eternally girt me to you, yas I 
am generous. 

Tue. Go to. 

Ceſ. Tibullzs, Let there be a Caſe of Vizards private- 
ly provided : we have found a Subjet to beſtow them 
on. 

Tib. It ſhall be done, Ceſar. 

Ce/: Here be words, Horace, able to baſtinado a Mans 
Ears. 

Hor. 1. Pleaſe it, great Ceſ«r, I have Pills about me 
(Mixt with che whitelt kind of Ellebore) 

Would give him a light Vomit; that ſhould purge 


A. —— 


Might I have leave to miniſter unto him. 

Ce/.' O! be his e#/culapues, gentle Horace ; 

You ſhall have leave, and he ſhall be your Patient. 
Virgil, ule your authority, command him forth. 

Virg. Ceſar iscareful of your health, Criſpinus; 

And hath himſelf choſe a Phyfician 

To miniſter unto you: take his Pills. | 

Her. They are ſomewhar bitter, Sir, but very wholſome 
Take yet another; ſo: Stand by, they'll work anon. 

Tib. Rimans, return to your ſeveral feats: Lifors, 
w_ forward the Urn; and ſer the accuſed at the 

r. 

Tuc. Quickly, you whorſon egregious Varlets ; Come 
forward. What! ſhall we fit all day upon you? You 
make no more haſte, now, than a Beggar upon Pattins; 
- a Phyſician to a Patient that has no Money, you Pil- 
chers. 

Tib. Rufus Laberius Criſpinus, a»d Demetrius Fanni- 

us, hold up your Hands. You have ( according to the 
. Roman Cuſtom) put your ſelves ujon trial to the 
Urn, for divers and ſundry Calumnies, whereof, 
Jou have before this time been Indifted, and are new 
preſently Arraigned : Prepare your ſelves to hearken 
ro the Verdift of your Tryers, Caius Cilnius Me- 
canas pronounceth you, by this Hand writing, Guil- 
. ty. Cornelius Gallus, Guilty. Pantilius Tucca—— 

Tue. Parcel-guilty, I. 

Dem. He means himſelf: for it was he indeed 
Suborn'd us to the Calumny. 

Tue, I, you whorſon Cantharides ! was't ] ? 

Dem. 1 appeal to your Conſcience, Captain. 

Tib. Then you confeſs it now. 

Dem. 1 do, and crave the mercy ofthe Court. 

Tib. What ſaith Criſpmas ? 

Cri. O, the Captain, the Captain 
= My Phyſick begins to work with my Patient, 

CC. 

Vir. Captain, ſtand forth and anſwer. 

Tuc. Hold thy peace , Poet Praetcr : I appeal from 
thee to Ceſar, I. Do me right, Royal Ceſar. 

Ceſ. Marry, and I will, Sir. Lifors, gag him : do. 
And put a Caſe of Vizards o're his head, 

That he may look bi-fronted as he ſpeaks. 


Tuc. Gods and Friends! Cz/ar ! thou wilt not, Ceſar, 
wile thou? Away, you whorſon Vultures; away. You 


| think I am a dead Corps now, becauſe Ceſar is diſpos'd 


to jeſt with a Man of Mark, or ſo. Hold your hook'e 
Talons out of my fleſh, you inhumane Harpies. Go 
to, do't. What! will the Royal Auguſftws caſt away 
a Gentman of Worſhip, a Captain and a Comman- 
der, for a Couple of Condemn'd Caitive Calumnious 
Cargo's ? - 

Ceſ. Diſpatch, Lifors. 

Tuc. Ceſar. 

Ceſ. Forward, Tibullus, 

Vir. Demand what cauſe they had to maligne Horace. 

Dem. In troth, no great cauſe, not I ; I muſt confeſs : 
bur that he kept berter Company (for the molt part) 
than I: and that better Men lov'd him than lov'd 
me : and that his Writings thriv'd better than mine, 
and were better lik't, and grac't: nothing elle. 

Vir Thus envious Souls repine at others good. 

Her, It this be all, faith, l forgive thee freely. 
Envy me ſtill, fo _ Virgil loves me, 
Gallus, Tibullms, and the beſt-belt Ceſar, 
= dear Mecenas : while theſe, with many more 
(Whoſe names I wilely ſlip) ſhall think me worthy 
Their honour'd and ador'd Society, 
And yead and love, prove and applaud my Poerns ; 
I peg mu wiſh but ſuch as you ſhould ſpight them. 

Cr1. 

Tib. How now, Criſpinus ? 
* Cri. O, TIamiick 


His Brain, and Stomach of thoſe eumorous Hearts : | 


Poetafter. 


Hor. A Baſon, a Baſon, quickly ; our Phyſick works. 
Faint nor, Man. 

Criſ. O—retrograde —— reciprocal —— Incubas. 

Ce/. What's that, Horace ? 

Hor. Retrograde, and reciprocal Incubus arc come up. 

Gal. Thanks be to Jupiter. 

Criſ. O ——glibbery lubrical ——defunt O— 

Hor. Well ſaid ; here's ſome ſtore. 

Vir. What are they ? 

Her. Glibbery, Iubrical, and defunt. 

Gal. O, they came up ealie. 

Criſ OQ—O-—— 

Tib. What's that ? 

Hor. Nothing yer. 

Criſ. Magmficate. 

yk +". ang That came up ſomewhat hard. 

Hor. I. What chear, Criſpinus ? 


Criſ. O, I ſhall caſt up my ——ſpuriow—ſnotteries— 
Hor. Good. Again. . 
Criſ. Chilblain d-—— OO ——clamſie—— 


Her. That clumfie ſtuck terribly. 
Mec. What's all that, Horace ? 
Hor. Spurions, ſnotteries, chilblain'd, clumſie. 
Tib. O TFupiter. 
Gal. Who would have thought there ſhould ha* been 
ſuch a deal of Filth in a Poet ? 
Criſc O——barmy froth — 
Ce/. What's that ? 
Criſ. —Puffie—inflate——turgidous —— ventofit ous, 
Hor. Barmy froth, puffie, inflate, turgidow, and ventoſi- 
toms are come up. 
Tib. O terrible windy words. 
Gal. Aſignot a windy Brain. 
Criſ. O —Oblatramt —furibund—fatuate—ſtrenwm —— 
Hor. Here's a deal ; oblatrant, furibund, fatuate, ſtrenuous. 
Ceſ. Now all's come up, I trow. What a Tumult he 
had in his Belly ! : 
Her. No, there's the often conſcions damp behind till. 
Criſ. O con(cious —— damp. 
Hor. It's come up, thanks to Apollo and e/f/culapins : 
Yet there's another 3 you were beſt take a Pill more. 
Criſ. O, no; O—O——O——O— 
Hor. Force your ſelf then a little with your Finger. 
Criſ., O—O— prorumped. Ss 
Tib. Prorumped ? Wha a noiſe it made ! as if his Spi- 
rit would have prorumpet with it. 
Cri/, O—O-—— Q. 
Vir. Help him ; it ſticks ſtrangely, what ever it 1s. 
Criſ. O—clutch:. 
Hor. Now it's come ; clutchr. 
Ce. Clutcht ? It's well that's come up; it had-but a 
narrow Paſlage. 
Cri/. O ] 
Vir. Again, hold him, hold his Head there. 
Criſ. Snarling Guſts quaking Cuſtard. 
Hor. How now, Criſpin ? 
Criſ. O——obſtupefatt. 
Tib. Nay, that are all we, I aſſure you. 
Hor. How do you feel your felt? 
Criſ. Pretty and well, I thank you. 
Vir. Theſe Pills can but reſtore him for a time; 
Not cure him quite of ſuch a Malady, 
Caught by ſo many Surfeits, which have fil'd 
His Blood and Brain thus full of Crudiries : 
'Tis neceſlary therefore-he obſerve 
A ſtri& and wholeſom Diet: Look you take 
Each Morning of old Cato's Principles 
A good Draughe next your Heart, and walk upon't, 
Till it be well digeſted: Then come home, 
And taſte a piece of Terence, fuck his Phraſe 
In (tzad of Liquoriſh; and, at any hand, 
Shun Plantus, and old Emma 3 they are Meats 
Too harſh for a weak Stomack. Ute to read 
{Pur not without a Tutor) the beſt Greeks, 


a 


| But let nor Four high _ deicend to low 
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As Orphers, Muſans, Pindarns, 
Heſiod, Callimachas, and Theocrite, 


| High Homer ; but beware of Lycophron, 


He is too dark and dangerous a Diſh. 

You muſt not hunt for wild outlandiſh Terms, 
To ſtuff out a peculiar Dialect ; 

But let your Matter run before your Words. 
And if at any time you chance to meet 

Some Galle Belgick Phraſe, you ſhall nor ſtraight 
Rack your poor Verſe to give it entertainment, 
Bur let it paſs ; and do not think your ſelf 
Much damnified, if you do leave it our, 

When nor your Underſtanding, nor the Senſe 
Could well receive it. This tair Abſtinence, 
In time, will render you more ſound and clear : 
And this have I preſcrib'd to you, in place 

Of a ſtrict Sentence ; which ill he perform, 
Arttire him in that Robe. And henceforth learn 
To bear your fclf more humbly; not to ſwell, 
Or breath your inſolent and idle Spite 

On him whoſe Laughter can your worſt affright. 

Tib. Take him away. Criſ. Jupiter guard Ceſar. 

Vir. And for a week or two fee him lovke up 
In ſome dark Place, remov'd from Company ; 
He will calk idly elſe after his Phylick. 
Now to you, Sir. Th' Extremity of Law 
Awards you to be branded in the Front, 
Eor this your Calumny : But fince it pleaſeth 
Horace (the Party wrong'd) t intreat of Ce/ar 
A Mitigation of that juſter Doom, 
With Ce/ar's Tongue thus we pronounce your Sentence. 
Demetrins Fannius, thou ſhalt here put on 
That Coat and Cap, and henceforth think thy ſelf 
No other than they make thee; vow to wear them 
In every fair and generous Aſſembly, 
Till the beſt fort of Minds ſhall take to knowledge 
As well thy Satisfaction, as thy Wrongs. 

Hor. Only (grave Pretor ) here, in open Court, 
I crave, the Oath for good Behaviour 
May be adminiſtred unto them both. 

Vir.” Horace, \t ſhall : T:bulls, give it them. 

Tib. Rutus Laberius Criſpinus, aud Demetrius Fan- 
nius, lay your Hands on your Hearts. You ſhall bere /0- 
lemnly atteſt and ſwear, That never (after this inſtant ) <- 
ther at Bookſellers Stalls, in Taverns, Two-peny Rooms, Ty- 
m_—_ Noblemens Butteries, Puiſne's Chambers (the beſt 
and fartheſt Places where you are admitted to come) yon 
ſhall once «offer or dare (thereby to endear your ſelf the more 
to any Player, Enghle, or guilty Gull m yowr Company) to 
malign, traduce, or detratt the Perſon or Writings of Quin- 
tus Horacius Flaccus or any other eminent Man, tran{cend- 
ing you in merit, whom your Envy ſhall find cauſe to work 
upon, either for that , or "for keeping himſelf im better 
Acquaintance, or enjoying better Friends ; or if (tranſported 
by any ſudden and deſperate Reſolution) you do, That then 
you ſhall not under the Bajtoun, or im the next Preſence, be- 
ing an boncurable Aſſembly of his Fawvourers, be brought as 
voluntary Gentlemen to undertake the forſwearing of tt. 
Neither ſhall you at any time (ambitiouſly affetting the Title 
of the Untrutlers or Whippers of the Age) ſuffer the Itch of 
Writing to over-run your Performance im Libel, upon pain of 
being taken up for Lepers in Wit, and (loſing both your 
Time and your Papers) be inrecoverably forfeited to the 
Hoſpital of Fools. So help you our Roman Gods, and the 
Genius of Great Czfar. | 

Vir. So, now diflolve the Court. 

Hor. Tib. Gal. Mec- Vir. And thanks to Cz/ar, 

That thus hath exercis'd his Patience. 

Ce/. We have, indeed, you worthielt Friends of Ce/ar. 
It is the Bane and Torment ot our Ears, 

To hear the Diſcords of choſe jangling Rimers, 
That with their bad and ſcandalous Practices 
Bring all true Arts and Learning in contempe. 


be 
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To the Reader. 


As theſe deſpiſed Objes ; Let them fall, | 
Witch their flat groveling Souls : Be you your ſelves; 
And as with our beſt Favours you ſtand crown'd, 

So let your mutual Loves be ſtill renown'd. _ 

Envy will dwell where there is want of Merit, 


Though the deſerving Man ſhould crack his Spirit. 


—_— 
— 


SONG, 
Luſh, Folly, bluſh : Here's none that fears 
The wagging of an Aſſes Ears, 
Although a Welviſh Caſe be wears. 
Detraitien x but Baſeneſs Varlet 1 
nd Apes are Apes, though cloath'd in Scarlet. 


THE END. 
Rumpatur, quiſquis rumpitur invidia. 


—— 


<= 


TO THE. READER 


F, by looking on what is paFt, thou hajt deſery'd that Name, I am willing thou ſhould'ft yet know more, by that which fc- 
[ lows, an Toologerical Dialogue ;. which was only once ſpoken upon the Stage, and all the Anſwer I ever gave to ſundry 
impotent Libels then caſt out (and ſome yet remaining) againſt me, and this Play. Wherein I take no pleaſure to revive the 
Times ; but that Pofterity may make a difference between their Manners that provok'd me then, and mine that negletted them 
ever. For, in theſe Strifes, and on ſuch Perſons, were as wr-tched to affett a Vittory, as it is unhappy to be committed with 


them. Non annorum canicies eſt laudanda, ſed morum. 


The PERSONS. 
NASUTUS, POLYPOSUS, AUTHOR. 


f Pray you let's go ſee him, how he looks 
I After theſe Libels. Pol. O vex'd,vex'd, I warrant you. 
Naſ. Do you think fo ? I ſhould be forry for him, 
If I found that. Pol. O, they are ſuch bitter things, 
He cannot chuſe. Na/. Burt is he guilty of *em? 
Pl, Fuh! that's no matter. Na/. No? 
Pol. No. Here's his Lodging. 
We'll ſteal upon him : or, ler's liſten ; ſtay. 
He has a Humour oft to talk t* himſelf. 

Naf. They are your Manners lead me, not mine own. 

Aut. The Fatcs have not ſpun him the courſeſt Thred 
That (free from Knots of Perturbation) 

Doth yet fo live, although but to himſelf, 

As he can ſafely ſcorn the Tongues of Slaves, 
And negle& Fortune, more than ſhe can him. 

It is the happieſt thing, this not to be 

Within the reach of Malice 3 it provides 

A Man {ſo well, to laugh off Injurics3 

And never ſends him tarther for his Vengeance, 
Than the vex'd Boſom of his Enemy. 

I, now, but think, how poor their Spite ſets off, 
Who, after all their waſte of ſulphurous terms, 
And burſt out thunder of their charged Mouths, 
Have nothing left but the unſav*ry Smoke 

Of their black Vomit, to upbraid themſelves : 
Whilſt I, at whom they ſhor, ſit here ſhot-free, 
And as un-hure of Envy, as unhir. 

Pol. 1, but the Mulcitude, they think not fo, Sir; 
They think you hit, and hurt; and dare give out, 
Your Silence argues it, in not rejoining 
To this or that late Libel. At. *Las, good Rout!” 

I can afford them leave to err fo ſtill ; 

And, like the barking Students of Bears-College, 

To {wallow up the Garbage of the Time 

With greedy Gullets, whilſt my ſelf ſit by, 

Pleag'd, and yer tortur'd, with their beaſtly Feeding. 
*Tis a ſweet Madneſs runs along with them, 

To think, all chat are aim'd at ſtill are ſtruck ; 

Then, where the Shaft ſtill lights, make that the Mark, 
And fo, each Fear, or Fever-ſhaken Fool 

May challenge Teacer's Hand in Archery. 

Good troth, if I knew anv Man fo vile, 

To a the Crimes thele Whippers reprehend, 

Or what their ſervile Apes geſticulate, 

I ſhould not then much muſe their Shreds were lik'd ; 
Since ill Men have a Luſt © hear others Sins, 

And good Men have a Zzal to hear Sin ſham'd. 

Bur when it is all Excrement they vent, 

Baſe Filth. and Offal ; or 'Thefts, notable 

As Ocean-Pyracics, or High-way Stands; - 

And nor a Grime there tax'd, bur is their own, 

Or what their own foul Thoughts ſuggeſted to them ; 
And that in all their hzat of taxing others, 


Not one of them but lives himſelf (if known) 

Improbior Satyram ſcribente cinedo. 

What ſhould I ſay more, than turn Stone with wonder | 
Naſ. I never ſaw this Play bred all this Tumult : 

What was there in it could fo deeply offend, 

And ſtir ſo many Hornets? Aut. Shall I cell you ? 
Naſf. Yes, and ingenuouſly. Aur. Then by the Hope 

Which I prefer unto all other Objects, 

I can nl + I never writ that Piece 

More innocent, or empty of Offence. 

Some Salt it had, but neither Tooth nor Gall, 

Nor was there in it any Circumſtance 

Which, in the ſetting down, I could ſuſpe& 

Might be perverted by an Enemics Tongue : 

Only it had the Fault to be call'd Mine ; 

That was the Crime. Pe. No ? Why, they ſay you tax'd 

The Law and Lawyers, Captains, and the Players, 

By their particular Names. Aut. It is not ſo. 

I usd no Name. My Books have {till been caughe 

To ſpare the Perſons, and to ſpeak the Vices. 

Theſe are meer Slanders, and enforc'd by ſuch 

As have no ſafer ways to Mens Diſgraces, 

But their own Lies, and loſs of Honeſty : 

Fellows of practis'd and moſt laxative Tongues, 

Whoſe empty and eager Bellies, i* the Year, 

Compel their Brains to many deſp'rate Shifts, 

(I ſpare to name 'em ; for, their Wretchednefs 

Fury it ſelf would pardon.) Theſe, or ſuch, 

Whether of Malice, or of Ignorance, 

Or Itch t have me their Adverſary, (I know not) 

Or all theſe mixt; but ſure I am, three Years 

They did provoke me with their petulant Styles 

On every Stage : And 1 at laſt, unwilling, 

But weary, I confeſs, of ſo much trouble, 

Thought I would try it Shame could win upon 'em; 

And therefore chole Auguſt: Ce/ar's Times, 

When Wit and Arts were at their height in Rome, 

To ſhew that Virgil, Horace, and the reſt 

Of thoſe great Maſter-ſpirits, did not want 

DetraQtors then, or Practiſers againſt chem : 

And by this Line (although no Parallel) 

I hop at laſt they would fit down, and bluſh : 

But nothing could I find more contrary. 

And though the Impudence of Flies be great, 

Yet this hath fo provok'd the angry Waſps, 

Or, as you ſaid, of the next Neſt, the Hornets, 

That they fly buzzing, mad, about my Notrils, 

And like ſo many ſcreaming Graſhoppers 

Held by the Wings, fill every Ear with Noiſe. 

And whar ? thoſe former Calumnies you mention'd, 

Firſt, of the Law : Indeed I brought in Ovid 

Chid by his angry Father, for negleing 

The Study of their Laws, tor Poetry : Py 
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warranted by his own words. x Fo 
— dixit, Pudiam wid inutile tentas ? Bow — 
Meonides nullas ipſe reliquie opes : _—_ 
And in far harſher terms elſewhere, as theſe: 
Nun me werboſas leges ediſcere, non me 
Ingrats woces proſt :tuiſſe foro. 
But how this ſhould relate unto our Laws, 
Or their juſt Miniſters, with leaſt abule, 
I reverence both roo much to underſtand ! 
Then, for the Captain, "_ _ ſpeak 
ioram | here have made : Ir 15 ; 
— Soldiers. "That's the Lemma. Mark it- 
Strength of my Country, whil;t I bring to view 
Such as are miſs call'd Captains, and wrong you, 
And your high names ;, I do deſire, that thence, 
Be not put on you, nor you take offence : 
I ſwear by your true Friend, my Muſe, I love 
Your great Profeſſion, which I once did prove 3 
And did not ſhame it with my Attions, then, 
No more than I dare, now, do with my Pen. 
He that not truſts me, baving vow'd thus much, 
But's angry for the Captain, ſtill : % ſuch. 
Now, for the Players, ie is true, I tax d em, 
And yet, but ſome ; and thole 1o Iparinghy, 
As all che reſt might have fare ſtill, unqueltion'd, 
Had they but had che wit, or conſcience, 
To think well of themſelves. Bur, im tent they 
Thought each Man's vice belong'd to their whole Tribe: 
And much good do't *em. What th'have done*gainſt me, 
I am not mov'd with. If it gave 'em Meat, 
Or got *em Clothes. 'Tis well. That was their end. 
Only amongſt them, I am forry for | 
Some better natures, by the reſt ſo drawn, 
To run in that vile Line. Pol. And is this all ? 
Will you not anſwer then the Libels? Aur. No. 
Pol. Nor the untruſſers? Aur. Neither. 
Pol. Y*are undone then. 
Aut. With whom? Pol. The world. 
Aut. The Baud. Pol. It will be taken 
To be ſtupidity, or tameneſs in you. 
Aut. But, they that have incens'd me, can in Soul 
Acquit me of that guilt. They know, I dare 
To ſpurn, or bafful *em; or ſquirt their Eyes 
With Ink, or Urine: or 1 could do worle, 
Arm'd with Archilochus fury, write lambicks, 
Should make the deſperate laſhers hang themſelves ; 
Rhime 'em to Death, as they do Iriſh Rats 
In drumming Tunes. Or, living, I could ſtam 
Their foreheads with thoſe deep, and publick Brands, 
That the whole company of Barber-Surgeons 
Should not take off, with all their Art, and Plaiſters. 
And theſe -my Prints ſhould laſt, ſtill ro be read 
In their pale Fronts : when, what they write *gainſt me, 
Shall, like a Figure drawn in Water, fleet, . 
And the poor wretched Papers be —_ d 
To clothe Tabacco, or ſome cheaper Drug, 
This I could do, and make them intamous. 
But,to what end? when their own deeds have mark'd 'em 
And that I know, within his guilty Breaſt 
Each flanderer bears a Whip, that ſhall corment him, 
Worſe, than a million of theſe remporal Plagues : 
Which to purſue, were but a Feminine humour, 


Amo.lib.r. 
Eleg, 1 5+ 


|And far beneath the Dignity of Man. 

Naf. *Tis true : for to revenge their injuries, 
Were to confeſs you felt *em. Let *em go, 

And uſe the Treaſure of the Fool, their Tongues, 
Who makes his gain, by ſpeaking worſt of beft : 

Pol. O, but they lay particular imputations 

Aur. As what? Pel. That all your writing, is meer ray- 

Aur. Ha: If all the Salt in the old Comedy (ling- 
Should be fo cenſur'd, or the ſharper wit 
Of che bold Satyr, termed ſcolding Rage, 
What Age could then compare with thoſe, for Buffoons ? 
What ſhould be ſaid of Ariftophanes, 

Perſins, or Juvenal ? whoſe names we now 

So gloritie in Schools, at leaſt pretend it. 

Ha' they no other ? Pol. Yes: they ſay you are flow, 
And ſcarfe bring forth a Play a Year. Aur. 'Tis true. 
I would, they could not ſay that I did that. 

There's all the Joy that I take ? their Trade, 

Unleſs ſuch Scribes as they might be profcrib'd 

Th' abuſed Thearers. They would think it ſtrange, now, 
A Man ſhould cake bu rs-foor, for one day, 

And, between whiles, ſpit out a better Poem 

Than e're the Maſter of Art, or giver of Wit, 

Their Belly made. Yer, this is poſlible, 

If a free Mind had bur the patience, 

To think fo much, together, and fo vile. 

Bur, that theſe baſe and Degger! conceits 

Should carry it, by the multitude of Voices, 

Againſt che moſt abſtracted work, oppos'd 

To the ſtuff d Noſtrils of the drunken rout ! 

O, this would make a learn'd and liberal Soul, 
Torive his ſtained Quill, up to the Back, 

And damn his -watch'd Labours to the Fire ; 
Things, that were born, when none but the till Night, 
And his dumb Candle, ſaw his pinching throes : 
Were not his own free merit a more Crown 

Unto his Travels, than their reeling Claps ? 

This 'tis, chat ſtrikes me ſilent, ſeals my Lips, 

And apts me rather to fleep out my time, 

Than on + waſte it in contemned {trifes, 

With theſe vile 1bides, theſe unclean Birds, 

That make their Mouths their Clyſters, and till 
From their hot entrails. But, I leave the Monliters 
To their own fate. And, ſince the Comick Muſe 
Hath prov'd ſo ominous to me, I will cry 

It Tragedie have a more kind aſpet; 

Her favours in my next will purſue, 

Where, if I prove the pleaſure bur of one, 

So he judicious be ; He ſhall b'alone 

A Theater unto me : Once, I'll 'fay, 

To ſtrike the Ear of Time, in thoſe freſh ſtrains, 

As (hall, befide the cunning of their ground, 
Give cauſe to ſome of wonder, ſome deſpighe, 

And unto more, deſpair, to imitate their ſound. 
I, that ſpend half my Nights, and all my Days, 

Here in a Cell, to get a dark, pale Face, 

To come forth worth the Ivy, or the Bays, 

And in this Age can hope no other grace—— 
Leave me. There's frnerking come into my thought, 
That muſt, and ſhall be ſung, high, and aloof, 

Safe from the Wolts black Jaw, and the dull Afſes Hoof. 


Naſ. 1 reverence theſe Raptures, and obey 'em. 


_ 


__ 
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SEJANUS 


HIS 


F.A LE 


A TRAGEDY. 


Firſt Aced in the Year 1603. By the Kixos Maje <TY's Servants. 
With the Allowance of the Maſter of Rever s. 


The Author B. |]. 


Non hic Centauros, non Gorgonas, Harpyiaſque 
Inventes : ' Hominem pagina noſtra ſapit. Mart. 


To the no I Noble by VerTue than Broop, 


Eſme Lord Aubigny. 


F ever any "MM were ſo great ds to ſurvive, I think this be one T ſend you, | The. Farr of 
[| SEJANUS. # rs a Poem, that (if 1 well remember ) in Tour Lordſhips fight Juffered no 
leſs Violence from our People here, than the Subjeft of of it did from the Rage of the Per ople of 
Rome ; but with a different Fate, as (T bope ) Merit” For this hath out-liv'd their Malice, and beoot 
it ſelf a greater Favour than be bft F the - 0 oo Myr. Amongſt whom, if 1 make our 
Lordſhip the firſt it thanks, it is ks without a juſ onfe fon of the my Jour Benefits have, and 
ever ſhall hold upon me. 


Your Lordſhips moſt Faichful Honourer, 


Bzx, Jounsox; 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Lius Sejanus, Son ts Seius Strabo, a Gentleman of Rome, and born at Vulſinium, after bs long Service in Conrt, 

firſt, under Auguſtus ; afterward, Tiberius 3 grew into that Favour with the latter, and won bim by thoſe Arts, as 
there wanted nothing but the Name to make him a Co-partner of the Empire. Which Greatneſs of bus, Druſus, the Emperor's 
Son, not brooking, after many {motber'd Diſlikes ( it one day breaking out) the Prince ſtruck bim publickly on the Face. To 
revenge which Diſgrace, Livia, the Wife of Druſus, (being before corrupted by bim to her Diſhonowr, and the Diſcovery of her 
Hucband's Counſels) Sejanus prattiſeth with, together with ber Phyſician called Eudemus, and one Lygdus an Eunuch, to 
poyſon Druſus. This their inbumane At having ſucceſsful and unſuſpetted paſſage, it emboldneth Sejanus to frrther and 
more inſclent Projetts, even the Ambition of the Empire ; where finding the Lets he muſt encounter to be many and hard, in 
reſpe& of the Iſſue of Germanicus, (who were next m hope for the Succeſſion) be deviſeth to make Tiberius ſelf, bis Means, 
and inſtils into his Ears many Doubts and Suſpicions, both againft the Princes, and their Mother Agrippina ; which Czfar 


vate) a new 


ter, in one day hath 


then bu Deſien 


knowledge of Publick Buſineſs, with Allurements of 
neſs to Luſt, and a deſire to hide thoſe unnatural Pleaſures, which be 
enkindleth bu Fears, and there = bim firſt cauſe of doubt or 


rtorius 


ſuſpe#t towards 


fealouſly bearkning to, as covetouſly conſenterh to their Ruine, and their Friends. In this time, the better to mature and 
» Sejanus labours to marry Livia, and worketh (with all bu Ingine) to remove Tiberius 
4 quiet and retired Life \ the latter of which, Tiberius (out 
not ſo publickly praftiſe) embraceth : The 7 ras 
janus : Againſt whom he raiſeth (in pri- 
, cro, and by bim underworketh, diſcovers the others Counſels, bis Means, his 
Ends, ſounds the AﬀeBions of the Senators, divides, diſtratts them : At laſt, when Sejanus leaſt looketh, and « moſt ſecure, 
(with pretext of doing him an unwonted Honour im the Senate) he trains bim 
yu ſuſpe#ed, accuſed, condemned, and torn in pieces, by the Rage of the People. 


from bus Guards, and with a long doubtful Let- 


The Pexs80Ns of the Pyar. 
/ 


/ 


Dzxvsvs ſen. 
Ntxro. 

Dzxvsvs jun. 
CAL1IGULA. 


A'RRUNTIUS. 


S1L1UsS. 
SABINUS. 
Ley1rbpvus. 
Corpus. 
GALLU Ss. 
ReGvLvs. 


TERENTILUS. 


T1BERIUS. 


| 
SE/JANUs. 
——_— 
Var o. 
Macro. 
CorTrrTaA 
AFE RR. 
HaTERIUSs, 
SAMQUINI1IUS, 
PomPyeoNIVUs. 
PosTHUMU Ss. 
T k10o. 
MinuvurTivus. 


Laco. SATRIUS. 
EuDEemMvUs. | NaTrTaA 
Rurvus. Oryrs1vs. 
TRIBUNI. 
Tx Vis as 
AGcRIPPINA. 
| SOSIA 


LicTtoRESs. 
M1N1$TR1. 
T1Bn1CINES. 
CERVUS. 


PrRACONES. 
FLAMEN. 
TuB1ciNEs. 
NunrTi1vus. 


The SCENE 


ROME. 


The Principal Txacao&pians were, 


WILL. SHAKESPE AR. 
OH. HEMINGS. 

HEN. CONDEL. 

ALEX COOKE. 


RIC. BURBADGE. 
AUG. PHILIPS. 
WIL. SLY. 

FOH. LOWIN. 
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Act LIL 


Sabinws, Silius, Natta, Latiarss, Cordus, Satrins, Arruntins, 
Eudemus, Haterins , &C. 


Ail, Cains Silins. 
Sil. Titins, Sabinus, Hail. 
Yoare rarely met in Court ! 
Sab. Therefore, well mer. 
$i]. *Tis true : Indeed, this place is not our Sphere. 
Sab. No, Silius, we are no good Inginiers. 
We want the fine Arts, and their thriving uſe, 
Should make us grac'd, or favour'd of the times: 
We have no ſhitt of Faces, no cleft Tongues, 
- No ſoft and glutinous Bodies, that can ſtick, 
Like Snails, or painted Walls ; or, on our Breaſts, 
Creep up, to fall, trom chat proud height, co which 
We did by ſlavery, not by ſervice, climb. 
We are no guilty Men, and then no great ; 
We have no place in Court, office in State, 
That we can ſay, we owe unto our Crimes: 
We burn with no black Secrets, which can make 
Us dear to the pale Authors; or live fear'd 
Of their {till waking Jealouſies, to raiſe 
Our ſelves a Fortune, by ſubverting theirs: 
We ſtand not in the Lines, that do advance 
To that ſo courted Point. Si/. But yonder lean 
a pair that do. ( Sab. Good Coulin Latiars.) 
Sil. Satrius Secundus, and Pinnarius Natts, 
The great Sejanus Clients : There be two, 
Know more, than honeſt Councels: whoſe cloſe Breaſts, 
Were they rip't up to light, it would be found 
A poor and idle fin, to which their Trunks 
Had not been made fit Organs. Theſe can lye, 
Flatter, and ſwear, foriwear, deprave, inform, 
Smile, and betray ; make guilty Men; then beg 
The forfeit Lives, to get the Livings 3 cur 
Mens Throats with Whiſperings ; ſell co gaping Sutors 
The empty Smoke, that flies about the Palace; 
Laugh when their Patron laughs ; 1weat when he ſweats; 
Be hot and cold with him; change every Mood, 
Habit, and Garb, as often as he varies ; 
Obſerve him, as his Watch obſerves his Clock ; 
And true, ar Turkiſe in the dear Lords Ring, 
Look well, or ill wich him : ready to praiſe 
His Lordſhip, if he ſpit, or bue pils fair, 
Have an indifference ſtool, or break wind well ; 
Nothing can ſcape their catch. Sab. Alas! theſe things 
Deſerve no note, confer'd with other vile, 
And filthier Flatterers, that corrupt the Times : 
When, not alone our Gentries chiet are fain 
To make their ſatery from fuch fordid acts, 
But alt our Conſuls, and no little part 
Of ſuch as have been Pretors, yea, the moſt 
Of Senators ( that elſe not ule their Voices ) 
Start up in publick Senzte, and there ſtrive 
Who ſhall propound moſt abject things, and baſe ; 
So much, as oft Tiberias hath been heard, 
Leaving the Court, to cry, O race of Men, 
Prepar'd tor ſervitude | which ſhew'd, that he, 
Who leaſt the publick liberty could like, 
As lothly brook'd their flat ſervility. 
$41. Well, all is worthy of us, were it more, 
Who with our Riots, Pride, and civil Hate, 
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| Have ſoprovok'd the Juſtice of the Gods. 
We, that ( wichin theſe fourſcore Years ) were born 
Free, equal Lords of the triumphed world, 
And knew no Maſters, but Aﬀections ; 
To which betraying firſt our Liberties, 
We ſince became the flaves to one Man's Lufſts ; 
And now to many : every miniſtring Spy 
That will accuſe, and ſwear, is Lord of you, 
Of me, of all our Fortunes, and our Lives. 
Our looks are call'd to queſtion, and our words, 
How innocent ſoever, are made Crimes 3 
We ſhall nor ſhortly dare to tell our Dreams, 
Or think, but *rwill be Treaſon. Sab. © Tyrants Arts 
* Are to give Flatterers, grace ; Accuſers, power ; 
* That thoſe may ſeem to kill whom they devour. 
Now good Cremutius Cordus. 
Cor. Hail to your Lordſhip. 
Nat. Who's that ſalutes your Couſin ? 
Lat. *Tis one Cordus, ( They whiſper. 
A Gentleman of Rome : one, that has wric 
Annals of late, they ſay, and very well. 
Nat. Annals? of what Times ? Lar.I think of Pompey's, 
And Caius Ceſar's; and ſo down to theſe. 
Nat. How ſtands h' affedted to the preſent State ? 
Is he or Druſian ? or Germanican ? 
Or ours ? or Neutral ? * Lat. I know him not fo far. 
Nat. Thoſe times are ſomewhat queaſie to be touche. 
Have you or ſeen or heard part of his work ? 
Lat. Nor I, he means they ſhall be publick ſhortly. 
Nat. O, Cordus do you call him ? 
Lat. I, Sab. But thele our Times 
Are not the ſame, Arruntius. Arr. Times ? the Men, 
The Men are not the fame: 'tis we are baſe, 
Poor, and degenerate from ttYexalted ſtrain 
Of our great Fathers. Where is now che Soul 
Of God-like Cato ? he, that durſt be good, 
When Ceſar durſt be evil; and had power, 
As not to live his Slave, to die his Maſter, 
Or where's the conſtant Brutus ? that ( being proof 
Againſt all Charm of Benefits ) did ſtrike 
So brave a blow into the Monſters Heart 
That ſought unkindly to captive his Country ? 
O, they are tled che Light. Thoſe mighty Spirits 
Lie rak'd up, with their Aſhes in their Urns, 
And not a ſpark of their eternal Fire 
Glows in a preſent Boſom. All's buc blaze, 
Flaſhes, and ſmoke, wherewich we labour fo, 
There's nothing Roman in us ; nothing Good, 
Gallant, or Great: 'Tis true, that Cordws ſays, 
Brave Caflius was the laſt of all that Race. 
{ Drufus paſe:b by. 


Sab. Stand by, Lord Druſus. 

Hat. Th Emperours Son, give place. 

Sil. I like the Prince well. Arr. A riotous youth. 
Yhere's little hope of him. Sab. That faulc his Age 
Will, as it grows, correct. Mechinks he bears 
Himſelf, each Day, more Nobly than other : 

And wins no lefs on Mens Aﬀections, 
Than doth his Father lþſe. Believe mc, I love him 3 
And chiefly tor oppoſing to Sejanus. 

$i. And I, for gracing his young Kinſmen ſo, 

The Sons of Prince Germanicss : It ſhews 


A gallant Cleerneſs in him, a ſtraight Mind, 
That envies not, in them, their Fathers Name. 


Arr. His 


.* 
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Arr. His name was, while he liv'd, above all envy ; 
And being gead, without it. O, that Man: 
It there were Seeds of the old vertue lefe, 
They liv'd in him. Si. He had the Fruits, Arruntizer, 
| More than the S2eds : Sabimus, and my felt | 
Had means to know him, within; and can report him. 
We were his followers, ( he would call us Friends. ) 
Hz was a Man :nofſt like ro vertue ; In all, 
And every action, nearer to the Gods, 
Than Men, in Nature; of a Body as fair 
As was his Mind ; and no lefs reverend 
In Face, than Fame : He could fo uſe his ſtate, 
Tem;/ring his Greatneſs, with his Gravity, 
As it avoided all felt-love in him, 
And ſpight in others. What his Funerals lack'd 
In Images, and Pomp, they had ſuppli'd 
With honourable ſorrow, Soldiers ſadneſs, 
A kind of tilent Mourning, ſuch, as Men 
( Who know no Tears, but from their Captives) uſe 
To ſhew in fo great lofles. Cer. I thought once, 
Contidering their Forms, Age, manner of Deaths, 
The ncarnets of the places, where they fell, 
T' have paralell'd him with great Alexander : 
For both were of beſt Feature, of high Race, 
Year'd but to thirty, and, in Foreign Lands, 
By their own People, alike made away. 

S$ab. 1 know not, for his Death, how you might wreſt 
Bur, for his Lite, it did as much diſdain (it: 
Compariſon, with that voluptuous, raſh, 

Giddy, and drunken Macedon's, as mine 
Doth with my Bond-mans. All che good, in him, 

( His Valour, and his Fortune ) he made his ; 
' But he had other touches of late Romans, 

That more did ſpeak him: Pompey's Dignity, 

"The Innocence of Cato, Ceſar's Spirit, 

Wiſe Brutus Temp'rance; and every Vertuc, 

Which, parted unto others, gave them name, 

Flow'd mixt in him. He was the Soul of Goodneſs : 
And all our Praifes of him are like Streams 

Drawn from a Spring, that ſtill riſe full, and leave 
The part remaining greateſt. Arr. I am fure 

He was too great for us, and that they knew 

Who did remove him hence. Sab. When Men grow faſt 
Honour'd, and lov'd, there 15 a trick in State 

( Which jealous Princes never fail to uſe ) 

How to decline that growth, with fair pretext, 

And honourable colours of employment, 

Either by Embaſhe, the War, or luch, 

1o ſhift them 1orth into another Air, 

Where they may purge, and leſſen ; fo was he: 

And had his ſeconds there, ſent by Tiberize, 

And his more ſubrtile Dam, to diſcontent him 3 

To breed, and cheriſh Murinies 3 detract 
His greateſt Actions ; give audacious check 
To his Commands; and work to put him out 
In open act of Treaſon. All which ſnares 

When his wiſe carcs prevented, a fine Poyſon 

Was thought on, to mature their practices. 

Cer. Here comes Sejanrs, Sil. Now obſerve the ſtoops, 

The bendings, and the falls. 4rr. Molt creeping bale! 


Sejanus, Satrins, Terentins, &c. | They paſs over 
the Stage. 


Note *em well : No more. Say you. Sat. My Lord, 
Ire is a Gentleman of Rome would buy 

S+j. How call you him you talk'd with* 

Sar. *Pleaſe your I ord(hip, it is Endems, the Phyſician 
To Livia, Druſws's Wite., Sej. On with your Sute. 
 Wovld buy, you faid — Sar. A Tribunes place, my Lord. 
Sj. What will he give? Sar. Fitty Seftertia. 

Sj. Linzza's Phyſician, ſay you, is that Fellow? 


« 


Sat, It is, my Lord, your Lordſhips anſwer. 

Sej. To what ? 

Sat, The Place, my Lord. *Tis for a Gentleman, 
Yout Lordſhip will well like of, when you ſec him ; 
And one, you make yours, by the grant. 

Sg. Well, let him bring Money, and his Name. 

Sat, "Thank your Lordihip. He ſhall, my Lord. 

Sej. Come hither. 

Know you this ſame Eudemm ? Is he learn'd ? 

Sat, Reputed fo, my Lord, and of deep practice. 

Sej. Bring him in, to me, in the Gallery; * 
And take you cauſe to leave us there together : 

I would confer with him, about a grict. On. 

Arr. So, yet! another? yer? O deſperate ſtate 
Ot grov'ling honour ! Seeſt chou this, O Son, 

And do we ſee thee after ? Methinks, day 

Should loſe his light, when Men do loſe cheir ſhames, 
And for the empty circumſtance of lite, 

Berray their cauſe of living. $i. Nothing ſo. 
Sejanzs can repair, if Fove ſhould ruine. 

He is the now Court-god ; And well applied 

With ſacrifice of Knees, of Crooks, and Cringe ; 
He will do more than all the Houſe of Heav'n 

Can, for a thouſand Hecatombs. Tis he 

Makes us our Day, or Night ; Hell, and El;/zum 

Arc in his look : We talk of Rhadamanth, 

Furies, and Fire-brands; But *tis his frown 

That is all theſe 3 where, on the adverſe part, 

His ſmile is more, than e're (yet) Poers fain'd 

Of Blifs, and Shades, Ne&ar Arr. A ſerving Boy ! 
I knew him, at Cajzs trencher, when for hire, 

He proſtituted his abuſed Body 

To that great gormond, fat Apiciws 3 

And was the noted Pathick of the time. 

Sab. And, now, the ſecond face of the whole World. 
The partner of the Empire, hath his Image 
Rear'd equal with 7iberixs, born in Enſigns, 
Commands, diſpoſes every Dignity, 

Centurions, Triounes, Heads of Provinces, 
Pretors, and Conſuls; all that heretofore 
Romes general ſuffrage gave, is now his ſale. 
The gain, or rather ſpoil, of all the Earth, 
One, and his Houſe, receives, $:/. He hath of late 
Made him a ſtrength too, ſtrangely. by reducing 
All the Pretorian Bands into one Camp, 
Which he commands: pretending that the Soldier 
By living looſe, and ſcattered, fell co Riot; 
And that if any ſudden Enterpriſe 
Should be attempted, their united ſtrength 
Would be tar more than ſever'd ; and their life 
More {trict, it from the City more remoy*d. 

Sab. Where,now,he builds,what kind of Fort's he pleaſe, 
Is hard to court the Soldier, by his name, 
Wooes, feaſts the chieteſt Men of action, 
Whoſe wants, not loves, compel them to be his. 
And though he ne'r were liberal by kind, 
Yet, to his own dark ends, he's moſt protuſe, 
Laviſh, and letting fly, he cares not what 
To his Ambition. Arr. Yet, hath he Ambition ? 
Is there that ſtep in State can make him higher ? 
Or more ? or any thing he is, but lets? 

$i. Nothing, but Emp*rour. Ar. The name Tiberimns 
I hope, will keep; how ere he hath fore gone 
The Dignity, and Power. $3. Sure, while he lives. 

Arr. And dead, it comes to Dru/as. Should he fail, 
To the brave iflue of Germanicss ; 

And they are three : Too many ( ha?) for him 

To have a Plot upon? Sab. I do not know 

The Heart ot his Deſigns ; bur, ture, their Face 

Looks tarther than the preſent. Arr. By the Gods, 

It 1 could gueſs he had but ſuch a thought, 

My Sword ſhould cleave him down from Head to Heart, 
Burt I would find ic out : and with my Hand 

Id hurl his panting Brain about the Air, 
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In Mites, as ſmall zz Atomes, to undo | 
The knotted Bed— $Sab. You are obſerv'd Arruntive. 
Arr. Death ! I dare torell him fo; and all his Spies: 


[ He turns to Sejanus Clyents- 


You, Sir, I would, do you look ? and you. Sab. Forbear. 
Satrins, Eudemus, Sejanus. 


Ere he will inſtant be : Let's walk a turn; 
Yoare in a mule, Eudemws ? Eud. Not I, Sir. 
I wonder he ſhould mark me our fo | well, 
Fove and Apolls form it for the beſt. 

Sat. Your Fortune's made unto you now, Eudemrer, 
If you can but lay hold upon the means; _ 
Do but obſerve his humour, and—— believe it 
He's the nobleſt Roman, where he takes 
Here comes his Lordſhip. Sej. Now, good Satrize. 

Sat. This is the Gentleman, my Lord. Sep. Is this ? 
Give me your hand, we muſt be more acquainted. 
Report, Sir, hath ſpoken out your Art and Learning : 
And I am glad I have ſo needful cauſe, 

(However in it ſelf painful and hard) 

To make me known to ſo great Vertue. Look, 
Who's that 2 Satrins I have a grief, Sir, 
That will defire your help. Your name's Eudemns ? 

Eud. Y es. Sej.Sir ? Eud.1t is, my Lord. Se. I hear you are 
Phyſician to Livia, the Princels ? 

End. 1 miniſter unto her, my good Lord. 

Sej. You miniſter to a Royal Lady then. 

Eud. She is, my Lord, and Fair. Se. That's underſtood 
Of all their Sex, who are or would be ſo; 

And thoſe that would be, Phyfick ſoon can make 'em : 
For thoſe that are, their Beauties fear no Colours. 

Eud. Your Lordſhip is conceited. Se. Sir, you know it. 

And can (if need be) read a learned Lecture, 

On this, and other Secrets. 'Pray you tell me, 

What more of Ladies, beſides Livia, 

Have you your Paticnts ? Eud. Many, my good Lord. 
The great Auguſta, Urgulania, 

Mutilia Priſca, and Plancina , divers - 

Sej. And, all theſe tell you the Particulars 
Of every ſeveral Grief ? how firſt it grew, 


And then increas'd, what Action cauſed that ; 


What Paſſion that : and anſwer to cach Point 

That you will put *em. Eud. Elſe, my Lord, we know not 

How to preſcribe the Remedies. Sej. Go to, 

Yo' are a ſubtil Nation, you Phyſicians ! 

And grown the only Cabinets in Court, 

To Ladies Privacies. Faith, which of theſe 

Is the moſt pleafunt Lady in her Phyſick ? 

Come, you are modeſt now. Eud. *Tis fit, my Lord. 
Sej. Why, Sir, I do not ask you of their Urines, 

Whoſe ſmels moſt Violet ? or whole Seige is beſt ? 

Or who makes hardeſt Faces on her Stool ? 

Which Lady ſleeps with her own Face a Nights ? 

Which puts her Teeth off, with her Clothes in Court ? 

Or, which her Hair? which her Complexion ? 

And, in which Box ſhe puts it ? Theſe were queſtions, 

That might, perhaps, have put your Gravity 

To ſome defence of bluſh. But, I enquir'd, 

Which was the wittieſt ? merrieſt 2 wantonneſt 2 

Harmleſs Intergatories, but Conceits. 

Methinks, Auguſta ſhould be moſt perverſe, | 

And froward in her Fit 2 Eud. She's ſo, my Lord. 
Sej. I knew it. And Mvtilia the moſt jocund. 
Eud. *Tis vggy true, my Lord. Sej. And why would you 

Conccal this trom me, now ? Come, what's Livia ? 

| know ſhe's quick and quaintly ſpirited, 

And will have ſtrange thoughts, when ſhe's at leiſure ? 

She cells'em all ro you. Eud. My nobleſt Lord, 

He breaches not in the Empire, or on Earth, 

Whom I would be ambitious eo ſerve 

(In any act, that may preſerve mine Honour) 

Betore your Lordſhip. Sep. Sir, you can loſe no honour, 
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By truſting ought co me. The courſeſt at 

Done to my Service, I can fo requite, 

As all the World ſhall ſtile ic honourable : 

* Your idle vertuous definitions 

* Keep honour poor, and are as ſcorn'd as vain : 

* Thoſe Deeds breath Honour that do fuck in gain. 
Eud. But, good my Lord, if I ſhould thus betray 

The Counſels of my Patient, and a Ladies 

Of her high place and worth; what might your I ordſhip, 

(Who preſently are to truſt me with your own) 

Judg of my Faith? Sej. Only the beſt I ſwear. 

Say now that I ſhould utter you my Grief ; 

And with ir the true Cauſe ; that it were Lore, 

And love to Livia ; you ſhould rell her this ? 

Should ſhe ſuſpe&t your Faith ? I would you could 

Tell me as much from her ; ſee if my Brain . 

Could be turn'd jealous. Eud. Happily, mv Lord, 

[ could, in time, tcll you as much and more ; 

50 I might ſafely promiſe but the firſt 

To her, from you. Sej. As ſafely, my Eudemrty, 

(I now dare call thee fo) as I have pur 

The Secret into thee. Exd. My Lord— Sj. Proteſt not. 

Thy Looks are Vows to me, uſe only ſpeed, 

And bur affe& her with Sejanzv's love, 

Thou art a Man, made to make Con/nls. Go. 
Eud. My Lord, Fll promiſe you a private meeting 

Thisday together. Sej.Canſt thou ? Eud. Yes. Sej. The place? 
Eud. My Gardens, whithey I ſhall fetch your Lordſhip. 
Sej. Ler me adore my eAculapins. 

Why, this indeed is Phyſick ! and -ut-f:2aks 

The knowledge of cheap Drugs, or any uſe 

Can be made our of it ! more comforting 

Then all your Opiates, Juleps, Apozemes, 

Magiſtral Syrrups, or —— Be gone my Friend 

Not barely tiled, but created fo ; 

Expect things greater than thy largeſt hopes, 

To overtake thee : Fortune hall be caught 

To know how ill ſhe hath deſerv'd thus long, 

To come behind thy wiſhes. Go, and ſpeed. 

* Ambition makes more truſty Slaves than need. 

Theſe Fellows, by the favour of their Art, 

Have ſtill the means to tempt ; ofr-times the Power, 

If Livie will be now corrupted, chen 

Thou haſt the way, Sejanzs, to work out 

His Secrets, who (thou knowſt) endures thee not, 

Her Husband Druſzs : and to work againſt them. 

Proſper it, Pallas, thou that betterſt Wit ; 

For Venus hath the ſmalleſt ſhare in it. 
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Tiberins, Sejanus, Druſus. 


WW E not endure theſe Flatteries,let him ſtand ; [ 0ne 

Our Empire,Enſigns, Axes,Rods and State "e's 

Take not away our human nature from ns : Go 

Look up, on us, and fall before the Gods. 
Sej. How like a God ſpeaks Ceſar! Arr. There, obſerve! 

He can endure that ſecond, that's no flattery. 

O, what is it, proud Slime will not believe 

Ot his own worth, to hear it equal prais'd 

Thus with the Gods ? Cor. He did not hear it, Sir ?- 
Arr. He did not. Tut, he muſt not, wethink meanly. 

Tis your moſt courtly known Confederacy, 

To have your private Paraſite redeem : 

What he in publick ſubriley will loſe 

To making him a Name. Hat. Right mighty Lord —— 
Tib. We muſt make up our Ears 'gainſt theſe Aſſaults 

Ot charming Tongues; we pray you uſe no more 

Theſe Contumelies to us ; ſtile not us 

Or Lord, or Mighty, who profets our ſelf 

The Servant of the Senate, and are proud 

T* enjoy them our good, juſt, and tavouring Lords. 
Cer. Rarely diſſembled. Arr. Prince-like to the Lite. 
Sab.*When power,that may command,ſomuch deſcends, 


*'Their Bondage, whom it ſtoops to, it intends. 
5 Tit. 
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Tib. _ are theſe Letters ? Hart. From the Senate. 
Tib. So. 
Whence theſe? Lat. From thence too. 7ib. Are they 
ſitting now ? 
Lat. They ſtay thy anſwer, Ceſar: Sil. If this Man 
Had but a mind allied unto his words, 
How bleſt a fate were it to us, and Kome ? 
We could not think that State for which to change, 
Although the aym were our old Liberty : 
The Ghoſts of thoſe that fell tor that, would grieve 
Their Bodies liv'd not, now, again to ſerve. 
« Men are deceiv*d, who think there can be thrall 
* Beneath a VertuGus Prince. Wiſh'd liberty 
© Ne're lovelier -looks, than under ſuch a Crown. 
Bur, when his Grace is meerly but Lip-good, 
And, thatno longer than he airs himſelt 
Abroad in publick, there, to fezm to ſhun : 
The itrokes, and ſtripes of Flacterers, which within 
Are Lechery unto him, and lo tecd 
His brutiſh ſenſe with their afflicting ſc-:nd, 
As (dead to Vertue) he permits himlſelt 
Be carried like a Pitcher by che Ears, 
To every act of Vice: this is a Caſe 
Deſerves our fear, and doth preſage the nigh 
And cloſe approach of Blood an Tyranny. 
* Flattery is Midwite unto Princes rage : 
«* And nothing ſooner, doth help forth a Tyran, 
« Then that, and whiſperers grace, who have the time, 
&« The place, the power, to make all Men Offenders. 
Arr. He ſhould be told this; and be bid diflemble 
With Fools and blind Men : we that know the evil, 
Should hunt the Palace-rats, or give them bane 3 
Fright hence theſe worſe than Ravens, that devour 
The quick, where they but prey upon the Dead: 
He ſhall be cold it. Sab. Stay, Arrantias, 
We muſt abide our opportunity : 
And practiſe what is fit, as what is needful. 
* It is not ſafe r enforce a Soveraigns Ear : 
« Princes hear well, it they at all will hear. 
Arr. Ha ? Say you fo, well. In the mean time, Jove, 
(Say not, but I do call upon thee now,) 
Of all wild Beaſts preſerve me from a Tyran ; 
And. of all tame, a Flatterer. $. 'Tis well pray'd. 
Tib. Return the Lords this Voice,we are their Creature ; 
And it is fit, a good and honeſt Prince, 
Whom they out of their Bounty have inſtructed 
VVich fo dilate and abſolute a Power, 
Should owe the Office of it to their Service, 
And good of all and every Citizen. 
Nor ſhall it e're repent us to have wiſh'd 
The Senate juſt, and fav'ring Lords unto us, 
« Since their free loves do yield no leſs detence 
« T' a Princes State, than his own Innocence. 
Say then, there can be nothing in their thought 
Shall want to picaſe us, that hath pleaſed them ; 
Our ſuffrage rather ſhall prevent, than ſtay 
Behind their Wills: *cis Empire, to obey, 
Where ſuch, ſo great, ſo grave, ſo good determine. 
Yet, for the ſute of Spain, © eredt a Temple 
In honour of our Mother, and our elf, 
We muſt (with Pardon of the Senate) not 
Aſſent thereto. Their Lordſhips may object 
Qur not denying the ſame late requett 
Unto the A/ian Citics: We deſire 
That our defence for ſuffering that be known 
In theſe brief Reaſons, with.our after purpole. 
Since deified Auguſt: hindred not 
A Temple to be built at Pergamurm, 
In honour of himſelf, and facred Rome 
We, that have all his Deeds and Words obſerv'd 
Ever, in Place of Laws, the rather follow'd 
That pleaſing Preſident, becauſe wich ours, 
The Senates reverence alſo, there, was joynd. 
But, as, t* have once receiv'd it, may delerve 


The gain of paydon ;, fo, to be ador'd ' 

With che continu'd Stile, and note of Gods, - 

Through all che Provinces, were wild Ambicion, 

And no leſs(Þride : Yea even Auguſtw's name 

Would early vaniſh, ſhould it be prophan'd 

With ſuch promiſcuous Flatteries. For our part, 

We here proteſt it, and are coverous 

Poſterity ſhould know it, we are mortal ; 

And can but Deeds of Men : 'wwere Glory enough, - 

Could we be truly a Prince. And, they ſhall add 

Abounding Grace unto our Memory, 

That ſhall report us worthy our Fore-fathers, 

Careful ot your Afﬀairs, conſtant in Dangers, 

And not afraid of any private Frown 

For publick good. Theſe things ſhall be to us 

Temples, and Statues, reared in our Minds, 

The faireſt, and moſt during imag'ry : 

For thoſe of Stone, or Braſs, if they become 

Odious in Judgment of Poſterity, 

Are more contemn'd as dying Sepulchres, 

Than tane for living Monuments. We then 

Make here our ſute, alike to Gods and Men, 

The one, until the Period of our Race, 

T' inſpire us with a free and quiet Mind, 

Dilcerning both divine and human Laws ; 

The other, to vouchſate us after death, 

An honourable mention, and fair praiſe, 

T* accompany our Actions and our Name : 

The reſt of greatneſs Princes may Command, 

And (therefore) may neglect ; only, a long, 

A laſting, high, and happy Memory 

They ſhould, without being ſatisfied, purſue. 

Contempt of Fame begets contempt of Vertue. 
Nat. Rare! Sat. Moſt givine : Sej. The Oracle: are ceas'd, 

That only Ceſar, with their Tongue might ſpeak, 
Arr. Let me be gone, moſt felt, and open this! 
Cor. Stay. Arr. What, to hear more cunning, and fine 


wo 

VVith their ſound flatter'd, e're their Senſe be meant ? 

Tib. "Their choiſe of Antium, there to place che Gitet 
Vow'd to the Goddels for our Mothers health, 
VVe will the Senate know, we fairly like ; 
As alſo of their grant to Lepidus, 
For his repairing the eAmilien Place, 
And reſtauration of thoſe Monuments: 
Their grace too in confining of Silanw, 
To th' other Iſle Cithera ; and the ſure 
Of his Religious Siſter, much commends 
Their Policy, ſo temp'red with their Mercy. 
But for che Honours which they have decreed 
To our Sejanzs, to advance his Statue 
In Pompey's Theatre (whole ruining Fire 
His vigilance, and labour kept reltrain'd 
In that one los) they have, therein out-gone 
Their own great Wildoms, by their skiltu.l choice, 
And placing of their Bounties on a Man, 
Whole merit more adorns the Dignity, 
Than that can him : and gives a benctic, 
In taking, greater than it can receive. 
Bluſh not, Sejanw, thou great aid of Rome, 
Ailociatz of our labours, our chief helper ; 
Let us not force thy ſimple modeſty 
With offering at thy Praiſe, for more we cannot, 
Since there's no Voice can take it. No Man here, 
Receive our Speeches as Hyberboles : 
For we are far from flattering our Friend, 
(Let Envy know) as from the need to flacter. 
Nor let them ask the Cauſes of our Praile ; 
Prences bave ſtil] their grounds rear'd with thernſelves, 
Above the poor low flats of common Men ; 
And, who will ſearch the Reaſons of their Ads, 
Mult ſtand on equal bates. Lead away. 
Our loves unto the Senate. Arr. Ceſar. Sab. Peace. 


Fortuna 6+ 
queſtris, 


Cor. Great Pompey's Theatre was never ruin'd or 
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Till now, that prond Sejanws hath a Statue ; 
Rear'd on his Aſhes. Arr. Place the ſhame of Soldiers, 
Above the beſt of Generals? crack the World ! 
And bruiſe the name of Romans into Duſt, 
E're we behold it ! Sil. Check your Pafhion 
Lord Druſw tarries. Drs. Is my Father mad ? * 
Weary of Life, and Rule, Lords ? thus to heave 
An Idol up wich praiſe ! make him his Marte ! 
His rival in the Empire ! Arr. O, good Prince. 
Dru. Allow him Statues, Titles, Honours, ſuch, 
As he himſelf refuſeth? Arr. Brave, brave Druſms ! 
Dru. The firſt aſcents to Soveraignty are hard ; 
Bur entred once there never wants or Means, 
Or Miniſters, to help th Afſpirer on. 
Arr. True, Gallant Dru/ws. Dru. We muſt ſhortly pray 
To Modeſty, that he will reſt contented 
Arr. I, where he is, and not write Emperor. 


He enters, follw'd 
with Clients. 


Here is your Bill, and yours ; Bring you your Man : 
Ti have mov'd tor you, too, Latiaris. Dru. What ? 
Is your vaſt greatneſs grown fo blindly bold, 
That you will over us? Sej. Why, then give way. 
Dru. Give way, Coloſſws? Do youlift ? Advance you? 
Take that. Arr. Good | brave |! excellent brave Prince: 
[ Druſus frikes him. 
Dru. Nay,come,approach. What, ſtand you off? at gaze? 
It looks too full of death for thy cold Spirits. 
Avoid mine Eye, dull Camel, or my Sword 
Shall make thy brav'ry fitter for a Grave, 
Than for a triumph. Pl advance a Statue, 
O' your own bulk; bur't ſhall be on the Croſs : 
Where I will nail your Pride at bredth and length, 
. And crack thoſe Sinews, which are yet but ſtreech'd 
With your ſwoln Fortunes rage. Arr. A noble Prince! 
All. A Caſtor, a Caſtor, a Caſtor, a Caſtor ! 


Sejanus, Druſas, Arruntims, SC. 
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HE that, with ſuch wrong moy'd, can bear it through 
With Patience, and an even Mind, knows how 
To turn it back. Wrath cover'd carries fate : 

Revenge is loſt, if I profeſs my hate. 

What was my praftiſe late, I'll now purſue 

As my fell Juſtice. This hath ſtiPd ic new. 


CHOR US-——0f Muſicians. 


Act II, 
Sejanas, Livia, Eudems, 


P* ſician, thou art worthy of a Province, 
For the great favours done unto our loves 
And, but that greateſt Livia bears a part 
In the requital of thy Services, 
I ſhould alone deſpair of ought like means, 
To give them worthy ſatisfaction. 
Liv. Eudemns (L will fee it) ſhall receive 
A fit and full Reward for his large Meriet. 
But for this Potion, we intend to Druſus, 
(No more our Husband, now) whom ſhall we chooſe 
As the moſt apt and ableſt Inſtrument, 
To Miniſter it to him ? Ed. I fay, Lygds. 
Sej. Lygdms? what's he ? Liv. An Eunuch Druſs loves. 
Eud. 1, and his Cup-bearer. Sj. Name not a ſecond. 
If Druſzs love him, and he have that Place, | 
We cannot think a fitter. Eud. True, my Lord. 
For free acceſs, and truſt, are ewo main aids. 
Sej. Skiltul Phyſician ! Liv. But he muſt be wrought 
To th' undertaking, with ſome labour'd Art. 
Sej. Is he ambitious? Liv. No, Sej. Or covetous? 
Lv. Neither. Eud. Yer, Gold is a good general Charm. 


—  - — 


Sej. What is he then ? Liv. Faith only wanton ligl. 
Sej. How ! Is he young,and fair? Eud. A delicate vcutty 
Sej. Send him to me, Ill work hic1. Royal Lady, 
Though I have lov'd you long, and with char height 
Of zeal, and duty, (like the Fire, which more 
Ir mounes ic erembles) thinking noughe could add 
Unto the fervour, which your Eye had kindled ; 
Yer, now I ſee your Wiſdom, Judgment, Strength, 
Quickneſfs, and Will, to apprehend the means 
To your own good and greatnefs, I proteſt 
My ſelf chrough raritied, and turn'd all Flame 
In your affection : Such a Spirit as yours, 
Was not created for the idle ſecond, 
To a poor flaſh, as Druſ#s; but to ſhine 
Bright as the Moon among the lefſer Lighes, 
And ſhare the Sov'reignty of all the World 
Then Livia triumphs in her proper Sphear, 
When ſhe, and her Sejanzs ſhall divide 
The Name of Ceſar, and Auguſta's Star 
Be dimm'd with Glory of a brighter Beam : 
When Agrippins's Fires are quice extin&, 
And the ſcarce ſeen Tiberius borrows all 
His licele Light from us, whoſe folded Arms 
Shall make one perfe&t Orb. Who's that? Eudemus, 
Look, 'tis not Dru/as? Lady, do not fear. 
Liv. Not I, my Lord. My fear and love of him 
Letr me at once. Se. Illuſtrious Lady ! ſtay- 
Eud. 11] tell his Lordſhip. Sej. Who is't, Eudemus ? 
Eud. One of your Lordſhips Servants brings you word 
The Emp'ror hath ſent for you. Sej. O: where is he ? 
With your fair leave, dear Princeſs. I'll but ask 
A Queſtion, and return. Eud. Fortunare Princeſs ! 
How are you bleſt in the fruicion {He goes out, 
Of this unequal'd Man, this Soul of Rome, | 
The Empires Life, and Voice of Ce/ar's World! 
Liv. So bleſſed, my Eudemws, as to know 
The Bliſs I have, with what I ought to owe 
The means that wrought it. How dol look to day ? - 
Eud. Excellent clear, believe it. This ſame fucus 
Was well laid on. Liv. Methinks *tis here not white, 
Eud. Lend me yout Scarlet, Lady. 'Tis the Sun 
Hath giv*n ſome little taint unto the Cera/e, 
You ſhould have us'd of the white Oyl 1 gave you. 
Sejanws, for your love: his very Name 
Commandeth above Cupid or his Shafts —— 
(Liv. Nay, now yo' have made it worſe. End I'll 
help it raight.) 
And, but pronounc'd, is a ſufficient Charm 
Againſt all Rumour ; and of abſolute power 
To fatishe for any Ladies Honour. 
(Liv. What do vou now, Eudemus ? Eud. Make a 
light fucas, 
To touch you o're withal.) Honour'd Stjanas ! 
What a& (though ne're ſo ſtrange and inlolenc) 
But that addition will at leaſt bear our, 
It*t do not expiate? Liv. Here, good Phyſician. 
Eud. I like this Study to preſerve the love 
Of ſuch a Man, that comes not every hour 
To greet the World. ('Tis now __ Lady, you ſhould 
Ule of the Dentifrice I preſcrib'd you roo, 
To clear your Teeth, and the prepar'd Pamaturm, 
To ſmooth the Skin :) A Lady cannot be 
Too curious of her form, chat ſtill would hold 
The Heart of ſuch a Perſon, made her Captive, 
As you have his: who, to endear him more 
In your clear Eye, hath put away his Wite, 
The trouble of his Bed, and your Delights, 
Fair Apicats, and made ſpacious room 
To your new Pleaſures. Liv. Have noe we return'd 
That with our hate of Druſws, and dilcovery 
Of all his Counſels? Eud. Yes, and wiſely, Lady, 
The ages that ſucceed, and ſtand far off 
To gaze at your high Prudence, ſhall admire, 
And reckon it an act, —_ your Sex : ; 
2 c 
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It hath that rare appearance. Some will think 

Your fortune could not yield a deeper ſound, 

Than mixe with Dru/#s : Burt, when they ſhall hear 

Thar, and the Thunder of Sejanws meet, 

$cjanus, whoſe high name doth ftrike the Stars, 

And rings about the Concave, great Sejanas, 

Whoſe Glories, Stile, and Titles are himſelf, 

The often iterating of Sejanw : 

They then will loſe their thoughts, and be aſham'd 

To take acquaintance of them. Sej. I muſt make 

A rude departure, Lady. Ceſar ſends 

With all his haſte both of Command and Prayer. 

Be reſolute in our Plot; you have my Soul, 

As certain yours as it is my Bodies. 

And, wiſe Phyſician, fo prepare the Poyſon, 

As you may lay the ſubtil, Operation / 

Upon ſome natural Diſeaſe of his. 

Your Eunuch ſend to me. I kiſs your Hands, 

Glory of Ladics, and commend my Love 

To your beſt Faith and Memory. Liv. My Lord, 

I ſhall but change your words. Farewel. Yet, this 

Remember for your heed, he loves you not; 

You know what I have told you : His detigns 

Are full of grudge and danger : we mult uſe 

More than a common ſpeed. Sej, Excellent Lady, 

How you do fire my Blood ! Liv. Well, you muſt go? 

The thoughts be beſt, are leaſt fer forth co ſhew. 
Eud. When will you take ſome Phylick, Lady ? 
Liv. When I ſhall, Eudemas : But let Dru/us Drug 

Bz firſt prepar'd. Ewd. Were Lygdws made, that's done ; 

I have it ready. And to morrow Morning 

Il fend you a Perfume, firſt to reſolve 

An procure Sweat, then prepare a Bath 

To clicanle and clear the Cutis ; againſt when 

T'll have an excellent new Fzucw made, 

Reliſtive *againſt the Sun, the Rain or Wind, 

Which you ſhall lay on with a Breath or Oy], 

As you beſt like, and laſt ſome fourteen Hours. 

This change came timely, Lady, for your Health, 

And the reſtoring your Complexion, 

Which Druſus Choler had almoſt burnt up : 

Wherein your Fortune hath preſcrib'd you better 

Than Art could do. Liv. Thanks, good Phyſician, 

I'll uſe my Fortune (you ſhall fee) with reverence. 

Is my Coach ready ? Eu. It attends your Highneſs. 


Sejanms. 


F this be not Revenge, when I have done 
And made it perfect, let e-£gyptian Slaves, 

Parthians, and Bare toot Hebrews brand my Face, 
And print my Body full of Injuries. 
Thou loſt thy ſelf, Child Dru/ws, when thou thought'lt 
Thou could'ſt out-skip my Vengeance: or out-ſtand 
The Power I had to cruſh thee into Air. 
Thy Follies now ſhall taſte what kind of Mar 
They have provok'd, and this thy Fathers Houſe 
Crack in the Flame of my incenſed Rage, 
Whoſe fury ſhall admit no ſhame or mean. 
Adultery ? it is the lighteſt ill, 
I will commit. A race of wicked Ads 
Shall flow out of my Anger, and o're-ſpread 
The Worlds wide Face, which no Poſtericy 
Shall e're approve, nor, yet keep lilene : Things 
That for their cunning, doſe, and cruel mark, 
Thy Father would wiſh his ; and ſhall (perhaps) 
Ca:ry the empty Name, but we the Prize. 
O«a then my Soul, and ſtart not in thy Courſe ; 
Though Heav'n drop Sulphur, and Hell belch out Fire, 
Laugh at the idle Terrors: Tell proud Fove, 
Between his Power and thine chere is no odds : 
"T'was only tear firſt in the World made Gods. 


P 


Tiberims, Seganus. 


yet Scjanzs come ? Sej. He's here, dread Czſar. 
Tib. Let all depart that Chamber, and the next: 
Sit downs my Comfort. When the Maſter Prince 
Of all the World, Sejanw, faith he fears; 
Is it not fatal? Se. Yes, to thoſe are fear'd. 
Tib. And not to him ? Sej. Not, it he wiſely turn 
That part of fate he holderh, firſt on them, 
Tib. That Nature, Blood, and Laws of kind forbid. 
Sej. Do Policy and State forbid it ? 7b. No. 
Sej. The reſt of poor reſpeRs, then, let go by : 
State is enough to make th' at juſt, them guiley. 
Tib. Long hate purſues ſuch Acts, 
Sej. Whom hatred ftrights, 
Let him not dream of ſov'raignty. 7ib. Are Rites 
Ot Faith, Love, Piety, to be trod down, 
Forgotten, and made vain ? Se. All tor a Crown. 
The Prince who ſhames a Tyrants name to bear, 
Shall never dare do any thing, but fear ; 
All che Command of >cepters quite doth periſh 
If ic begin Religious choughts co cheriſh ; 
Whole Empires fall, ſwayd by choſe nice reſpe&s ; 
Ic is the Licenſe of dark Deeds protects 
Ev'n States moſt hated : when no Laws reſiſt 
The Sword, but that it ateth what ic liſt. 
Tib. Yet ſo, we may do all things cruelly, 
Not ſafely: Sej. Yes, and do them throughly, 
Tib. Knows yet Sejanus whom we point at ? Sej. I, 
Or elſe my Thought, my Senſe, or both do err : 
"Tis Agrippins ? Tib. She, and her proud Race. 
Sej. Proud ? dangerous, Ceſar. For in them apace 
The Fathers Spirit ſhoots up. Germanicus 
Lives in their Looks, their Gate, their F * upbraid us 
With this cloſe Death, if not revenge the (agte. 
Tib. The AR's not known. 
Sej. Not prov'd : But whiſpering Fame 
Knowledg and proof doth to the Jealous give, 
Who, then to fail, would their own thought believe. 
It is not ſafe, the Children draw long breath, 
That are provoked by a Parents death. 
Tib. It is as dangerous to make them hence, 
If nothing but their Birth be their offence. 
Sej. Stay, till they ſtrike at Ceſar : then cheic Crime 
Will be enough, but late and out of time 
For him to puniſh, 7b. Do they purpoſe it ? 
Sej. You know, Sir, Thunder ſpeaks no till it hit. 
Be not ſecure : none ſwittlyer are oppreſt, 
Than they whom Confidence betrays to reſt. 
Let not your daring niake your danger ſuch : 
All Power's to be fear'd, where 'tis too much. 
The Youths are (of themſelves) hot, violent, 
Full of great thought ; and that Male-ſpirited Dame 
Their Mother, ſlacks no means to put them on. 
By large Allowance, popular Preſentings, 
Increaſe of Train, and State, ſuing for Titles ; 
Hath them commended with like Prayers, like Vows, 
To the ſame Gods, with Ceſar : days and nights 
She ſpends in Banguets and ambitious Feaſts 
For the Nobility 3 where Caizs Sins, 
Titins, Sabinus, old Arruntins, 
Aſmins Gallus, Furnius, Regulus, 
And others of that diſconrented Liſt, 
Are the prime Gueſts. There, and to theſe, ſhe tells 
Whoſe Niece ſhe was, whoſe Daughter, and whole Wite; 
And then muſt they compare her with Auguſta; 
I, and prefer her too ; commend. her Form, 
Extol her Fruitfulneſs ; at which a ſhowr 
Falls for the Memory of Germanicns, 
Which they blow over ftrait with windy Praiſe, 
And puffing hopes of her aſpiring Sons, 
Who, with chele hourly ticklings grow ſo pleas'd, 


And wantonly conceiced of themſelves, 
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As now, they ſtick not to believe they're ſuch, 
As theſe do give 'em out : and would be thought 
(More than Competitors) immediate Heirs. 
Whilſt to their thirſt of Rule they win the rout 
(Thar's ſtill the Friend of Novelty) with hope 
Of future Freedom, which on every change, 
That greedily, though emptily, expects. 
Caeſar, "tis age in all things breeds 
And Princes that will keep old Dignity, 
Muſt not admit too youthful Heirs ſtand by ; 
Not their own iflue ; but ſo darkly ſet 
As ſhadows are in Picture, to give height, 
And. luſtre to themſelves. T:ih. We will command 
Their rank choughts down, and with a ſtricter hand 
Than we have yet put torth, their trains muſt bate, 
Their titles, feaſts and factions. Sej. Or your ſtate. 
But how, Sir, will you work? 
Tib. Confine *em. Sej. No. 
They arc too great, and that too faint a blow, 
To give them now : it would have ſerv'd at firſt, 
When, with che weakeſt couch, their knot had burſt. 
Bur, now, your care muſt be, not to detet 
The ſmalleſt Cord, or Line of your ſuſpet ; 
For ſuch, who know the weighe of Princes Fear, 
Will, when they find themſelves diſcover'd, rear 
Their Forces, like feen Snakes, that elſe would lie 
RouPd in cheir Circles, cloſe : Nought is more high, 
Daring, or deſperate, than Offenders found ; 
Where Guilr is, Rage and courage doth abound. 
The courſe muſt be to let 'em {till ſwell up, 
Riot, and ſurfeic on blind Fortunes Cup ; 
Give *em more Place, more Dignities, more Scile, 
Call 'em to Court, to Senate : in the while, | 
Take from their ſtrength ſome one, or twain, or more 
Of the main Fautors ; (It will fright the ſtore) 
And, by ſome by-occaſion. Thus, with flighe 
You ſhall diſarm firſt; and they (in Nighe 
Of theic Ambition) not perceive the train, 
Till, in the Ingine, they are caught and ſlain. 
Tib. We would not kill, if we knew how to ſave ; 
Yet, than a Throne, *tis cheaper give a Grave. 
Is there no way to bind them by Deſerts ? (hearts. 
Sej. Sir, Wolves do change their Hair, but not their 
While thus your thought unto a mean is tied, 
You neicher dare enough, nor do provide. 
All Modeſty is fond ; and chiefly where 
The Subject is no leſs compell'd co bear, 
Than praiſe his Sov'raign's Acts. 
Tib. We can no longer 
Keep on our Mask to thee, our dear Sejanae ; 
Thy thoughts are ours, in all, and we —_ 'd 
Their voice, in our deſigns, which by aflenting 
Hath more confirm'd us, than if he{rtning Jove 
Had, from his hundred Statues, bid us \trike, 
And at the ſtroke clicke all his Marble Thumbs. 
But who ſhall firſt be ſtruck ? Se. Firſt, Cai Silins ; 
He is the moſt of Mark, and moſt of Danger : 
In Power and Reputation equal ſtrong, 
Having commanded an Imperial Army 
Seven years together, vanquiſh'd Sacrovir 
In Germany, and thence obtain'd to wear 
The Ornaments eriumphal. His ſteep fall, 
By how much it doth give the weightier crack, 
Will fend more wounding terror to the reſt, 
Command them ſtand a-loot, and give more way 
To our ſurpriſing of the principal. 
T:b. But what, Sabinzws ? Sej. Lethim grow a while, 
His Fate is not yet ripe : We muſt not pluck 
Ar all together, leſt we catch our ſelves. 
And there's Arruntias too, he only talks. 
Bur Sia, S:lius's Wife, would be wound in 
Now, ior the hath a tury in her Breaſt, 


. More, than Hell ever knew ; and wonkd be ſent 


Thither in time. Then, is chere one Cremut ins 


Cordixs, a writing Fellow, they have got 
To gather Notes of the precedent times, 
And make them into Annals ; a moſt tart 
And bitter Spirit (I hear); who, under colour 
Of praiſing thoſe, doth tax the preſent Scate, 
Cenfures the Men, the ARions, leaves no trick, 
No practice un-examin'd, parallels 
The Times, the Governments a profeſt Champion 
For the old Liberty— 73. A periſhing wretch. 
As if there were that Chaos bred in things, 
That Laws and Liberty would not rather chuſe 
To be quite broken, and ra*ne hence by os, 
Than have the ftainto be preſerv'd by ſuch. 
Have we the means, to make theſe guilty, firſt ? 
Sej. Truft that to me : let Ceſar, by his power, 

Bur cauſe a formal meeting of the Senate, 
| _ _ _— and _ ready. 

19. But how? let us conſule. Sej. We ſhall miſpend 
The time of Action. Counſels are ande 
In buſineſs, where all reſt is more pernicious 
Than raſhneſs can be. As of this cloſe kind 
Thrive more by execution than advice. 
There is no ngring in that work begun, 
Which cannot praiſed be, until through done. 

Tib, Our Edid ſhall, forthwith, command a Court. 

While I can live, I will prevent Earths Fury : 


'Eus Swirr@® ale wy im mel. 
Poſthumus, Sejanus. 


Y Lord Stjanws Sej. Fulins Poſthumns, 
Come with my wiſh! what news from Agrippins's? 
Po/. Faith none. They all lock up themſelves x-late ; 
Or talk in Character ; I have not,ſeen 
A Company ſo chang'd. Except they had 
Intelligence by Augury of our pratice. 
Sej. When were you there ? 
Poſ. Laſt nighe. Sj. And what Gueſts found you? 
Poſ. Sabinzs, Silias, (the old Liſt) Arrwntiar, 
Furnins and Gallus. Sej. Would not theſe calk ? Pof. Little. 
And yet we offer'd choice of Argument. 
Satrius was with me. Sej Well: 'cis guilt enough 
Their often meeting. You forgot t' extoll 
The hoſpitable Lady ? Paſ. No, thar trick 
Was well put home, and had ſucceeded coo, 
But that Sabimus caught a caution out ; 
For ſhe began to ſwell : Sej. And may the burſt. 
wl;us, I would have you goinſtantly, 
nto the Palace of che great Auguſta, Mutilis 
And (by your kindeſt friend) ger twift acceſs; Price. 
Acquaint her wich chefs meetings: Tell the words 
You brought me, (th* other day) of Silizr, 
Add ſomewhat to 'em. Make her underſtand 
The danger of Sabmus , and the rimes, 
Our of his cloſeneſs. Give Arrauntivs words 
Of Malice againſt Czfar; 1o, to Gallss : 
But (above all) to Agrippins. Say, | 
(As you may truly) that her infinice pride, 
Propt with the hopes of her too fruicful Womb, 
With popular Studies gapes for Soveraigney, 
And threatens Ceſar. Pray Auguſta then, 
That for her own, great Cefars, and che pub- 
lick ſafety, ſhe be pleas'd.co urge thele dangers. 
Ceſar is roo ſecure (he muſt be told, 
And belt he'll cake it from a Mothers Tongue.) 
Alas ! what ist tor us to found, © explore, 
To watch, oppole, plot, practice, or prevent, 
It he, for whom ir is fo ſtrongly labour'd, 
Shall, out of greatnets, and free Spiric, be 
Supinely neghgene? Our City's now 
Divided as in time o th' Civil War, 
And Men forbear not to declare chemſelyes 


Of Agrippina's party. Every day, 
| The fa 


he Faction multiplies ; and will do more, 


If 
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If not reſiſted : you can beſt inlarge it, 

As you find audience. Noble Poſthumus, 

Commend me to your Priſca : and pray her, 

She will ſolicit this great buſineſs, 

To earneſt and moſt preſent Execution, 

With all her utmoſt Credit with Augufa. 
Poſ. I ſhall not fail in my Inſtru&ions. 
Sej. This ſecond (from his Mother) will well urge 

Our late deſign, and ſpur on Cz/ar's rage : 

Which elſe might grow remiſs. The 'way to put 

A Prince in blood, is to preſent the ſhapes 

Of dangers, greater than they are (like late, 

Or early ſhadows), and, ſometimes, to fain 

Where there are gpne, only, to make him fear 3 

His fear will make him cruel : And once centred, 

He doth not eaſily learn to ſtop, or ſpare 

Where he may doubt. This have I made my rule, 

To thruſt Tiberius into Tyranny, 

And make him toil, to turn afide thoſe blocks, 

Which I alone, could not remove with ſafety. 

Druſus once gone, Germanicus three Sons . 

Would clog my way; whoſe Guards have too much faith 

To be corrupted : and their Mother known 

Of too-too unreprov'd a Chaſtity, 

To be attempted, as light Livia was. 

Work then, my art, on Ce/ar's fears, as they 

On thoſe they fear, till all my bets be cleard: 

And he in Ruines of his Houſe, and hate 

Of all his Subjeas, bury his own State. 

When, with my peace, and fafery, I will riſe, 

By making him the publick Sacrifice. 


Satrius, Natta. 


7 bug ox grown m_—_—_ circumſpe&, and wary. 
Nat. They have us in the wind : And yet Arruntius 

Cannot contain himſelf. Sar. Tut, he's not yet 

Look'd after, there are others more deſir'd, 

'That are more ſilent. Nat. Here he comes. Away. 


Sabinus, Arruntius, Cordus. 


Ow is it, that theſe Beagles haunt the houſe 

Of Agrippina? Arr. O, they hunt, they hunt. 

' There is ſome Game here lodg'd, which they muſt rouſe, 

To make the great ones ſport. Cor. Did you obſerve 

How they inveigh'd *gainſt Ceſar ? Arr. 1, baits, baits, 

For usto bite at : would I have my fleſh 

Torn by the publick hook, theſe qualified Hang-men 

Should be my Company. Cor. Here comes another. 
Arr. I, there's a Man, Afer the Orator ' 

One that hath Phraſes, Figures, and fine Flowers, 

To ſtrew his Rhetorick with, and doth make haſte 

To get him note, or name, by any offer 

Where Blood, or Gain be Objecs; ſteeps his words, 

V Vhen he would kill, in artificial tears: ' 

The Crocodile of Tyber ! him I love, 

That Man is mine; He hath my Heart and Voice, 

VVhen I would curſe; he, he. Seb. Contemn the Slaves, 

Their preſent Lives will be their future Graves. 


Silius, Agrippina, Nero, Sofia. 


Mz. pleaſe your Highneſs not forget your ſelf, 
[ dare not, with my Manners, to attempt 
Your trouble farther. Agr. Farewell, noble Silius. 
Sil. Moſt Royal Princels. Aer. Sofia ſtays with us ? 
$4. She is your ſervant, and doth owe your Grace 
An honeſt, but unprofitable Love. | 
Agr.How can that be,when there's no gain,but vertuous ? 
$:1. You take the Moral, not the Politick Senſe. 
I meant, as ſhe is bold, and free of ſpeech, 
Earneſt to utter what her zealous thoughe 


VVhich aR, as ir is ſimply born in her, 
Partakes of Love and Honeſty ; bur may, 
By th' over often, and unſeaſon'd ule, 
Turn to your loſs and danger : For your State 
Is waited on by Envies, as by Eyes; 
And wr > ſecond Gueſt your tables take, 
Is a fee'd Spy, t obſerve who goes, who comes, 
VV hat conference you have, with whom, where, when, 
V Vhat the diſcourſe is, what the looks, the thoughts 
Of ev'ry perſon there, they do extract, \ 
And make into a ſubſtance. Agr. Hear me, Silius. s 
VVere all Tiberius body ſtuck with Eyes, 
And ev'ry VVall and Hanging in my Houſe 
Tranſparent, as this Lawn I wear, or air; 
Yea, had Sejanus both his Ears as long 
As to my in-moſt Cloſet, I would hate 
To whiſper any thoughts or change an act, 
To be made Funo's Rival. Vertues forces 
Shew ever nobleſt in conſpicuous courſes. 
Sil. *Tis great, and bravely ſpoken, like the Spirit 
Of Aerippina : op your Highneſs knows, 
There is nor loſs, nor ſhame in providence : 
Few can, what all ſhould do, beware enough. 
You may perceive with what officious face, 
Satrius, and Natta, Afer, and the reſt 
Viſit your houſe, of late, t enquire the ſecrets; 
And with that bold, and priviledg'd Art, they rail 
Againſt Auguſta : yea, and at Tiberius 3 
Tell ericks of Lywie, and Sejanw ; all 
T* excite, and call your nnaien on, 
That they might hear ir at more liberty. 
Agr. Yo are too ſuſpicious, Silis. Sil. Pray the Gods, 
I be fo Agrippine : But I fear 
Some ſubcile — They, that durſt to ſtrike 
At fo examp-leſs, and unblam'd a Life, 
As, that of the renown'd Germanic, 
Will not fit down, with that Exploit alone: 
« He threatens many, that hath injur'd one. (eyes, 
Ner. ”T were belt rip forth their tongues, ſear out their 
When next they come. So/. A fit reward for Spies. 


Druſus ju. Agrippins, Nero, Silias. 


Ear you the rumour ? 
Agr. What? Dru. mo is dying. 
Agr. Lying! Ner. That's ſtrange ! 
Agr. Yo' were with him yeſternight. 
Dru. One met Eudemws, the Phyſician, 
Sent for, but now : who thinks he cannot live. 
Sil. Thinks ! iP be arriv'd at that, he knows, 
Or none. Agr. This's quick! what ſhould be his 
Sil. Poyſon, Poyſon 
Agr. How, Silius | Ner. What's that ? 
$14. Nay, nothing. There was (late) a certain blow 
Giv'n o the face. Ner. I, to Sejanus ? Sil. True. 
Dru. And what of that? $. I'm glad I gave it nor. 
Ner. But, there is ſomewhat elle ? 
$11. Yes, private meetings, 
With a great Lady, at a Phykicians, 
And a Wife turn'd away Ner. Ha! 
Sil. Toys, meer toys : 
What wiſdom's now 1 th' ſtreets, i' th' common mouth ? 
Dru. Fears, whiſp'rings, tumults, noiſe, I know not 
They ſay the Senate fits. (what: 
Sil. Vle thither ſtraight 3 
And ſee what's in the Forge. Agr. Good Silim, do; 
Sofia, and I will in. Sil. Haſte you, my Lords, 
To vilit the ſick Prince ; tender your loves, 
And ſorrows to the people. This Sejanzs 
(Truſt my divining foul) hath plots on all 
No tree, that ſtops his proſpe, but muſt fall. 


CHORUS—Of Muſicians. 


diſcaſe ? 


Travails withal, in honour of your houſe ; 


Act 
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Sejanus, Varro, Latiaris. Cotta, Afer. 
Gallus, Lepidus, Arrumtin*s. Pracones, Liftores. 


xls only you muſt urge againſt him, Varre ; 
Tx I, nor C.e/ar may appear therein, 
Except in your defence, who are the Conſul : 
And, under colour of late Enmity 
Between your Father, and his, may better do it, 
As free from all ſuſpicion of a practice. 
Here be your Nores, what Points to touch at; read : 
Be cunning in them. Afer has chem too. 
Var. But is he ſummon'd 2 Se. No. It was debated 
By Ceſar, and concluded as moſt fit 
To take him unprepar'd. Afer. And proſecute 
All under name of treaſon. Yar. I conceive. 
Sab. Druſus being dead, Ceſar will not be here. 
Gal. What ſhould the buſineſs of this Senate be ? 
Arr. That can my ſubtil whiſperers tell you : We, 
That are the good-dull-noble lookers on, 
Are only calld to keep the Marble warm. 
What ſhould we do with thoſe deep Myſteries, 
Proper to theſe fine heads ? let them alone. 
Our Ignorance may, perchance, help us be fav'd 
From Whips and Furies. Gal. See, ſee, ſee their action ! 
Arr. I, now their heads do travel, now they work ; 
Their Faces run like Shittles, they are weavin 
Sonie curious Cobweb to catch flies. Sab. Obſerve, 
They take their places, 
Arr. What, ſo low? Gal. O yes, 
They muſt be ſeen to flatter Cz/ar's grief, 
Though but in fitting. Var. Bid us filence. Pre. Silence. 
Var. Fathers Conſcript, may this our preſent meeting 
Turn fair, and fortunate to the Common-wealth, 


Silius, Senate. 


Ee, Silius enters. Sil. Hail grave Fathers. Lic. Stand. 

Silws,torbear thy place. Sen. How! Pre.Silins ſtand forth, 
The Conſul hath to charge thee. Lic. Room for Cz/ar. 

Arr, Is he come roo? nay then expe a trick. 

Sab. Silius accus'd? fure he will anſwer nobly. 


Tiberius, Senate. 


WW E ſtand amazed, Fathers, to behold 
This general dejetion. Wherefore fit 
Rome's Conſuls thus diflolv'd, as they had loſt 
All the remembrance both of ſtile and place ? 
It not becomes. No woes are of fit weight, 
To make the Honour of the Empire ſtoop : 
Though I, in my peculiar ſelf, may meet 

Juſt reprehenſion, that ſo ſuddenly, 

And, in fo freſh a grief, would greet the Senare, 
When private tongues, of Kinſmen and Allies, 
(Inſpir'd with comtorts) lothly are endur'd, 
The Face of men not ſeen, and ſcarce the day, 
To thouſands, that communicate our loſs. 

Nor can I argue theſe of weaknels 3 fince 
They take bur natural ways; yet I muſt ſeek 
For ſtronger aids, and thoſe fair helps draw out 
From warm Embraces of the Common-wealth. 
Our Mother, great Avgufa, *is ſtruck with time, 
Our ſelf impreſt wich aged Characters, 

Druſus is gone, his Children young and Babes; 
Our aims muſt now refle& on thoſe that may 
Give timely ſuccour to theſe preſent ills, 

And are our only glad-ſurviving hopes, 

The Noble Ifluc of Germenicss, 


Nero and Druſus : Might it pleaſe the Conſul 

Honour them in, (they both attend without.) 

I would preſent chem to the Senares care, 

And raiſe thoſe Sams of joy that ſhould drink up 

Theſe floods of ſorrow in your drowned Eyes. 
Arr. By Jove, I am not on 

To underſtand this Sphynx. Sab. The Princes come. 


Tiberius, Nero, Druſus junior. 


> 

Pproach you Noble Neve, Noble Druſus. 

Theſe Princes, Fathers, when their Parent died, 
I gave unto their Uncle, with this prayer, 
That, though h' had proper Iſſhe of his own, 
He would no lefs bring up. and fofter theſe, 
Than that ſelf-blood 3 and by that a& confirm 
Their worths to him, and to poſterity : 
Druſus ta'ne hence, I turn my prayers to you, 
And, *fore our Country, and our Gods, beſeech 
You take, and rule Auguſtus Nephews Sons, 
Sprung of the Nobleft Anceſtors; and fo 
Accompliſh both my Dury, and your own. 
Nero, and Druſus, theſe ſhall be to you 
In place of Parents, theſe your Fathers, theſe ; 
And not unfitly : For you are fo born, 
As all your good, or ill's the Commonwealths. 
Receive them, you ſtrong Guardians ; and bleſt Gods, 
Make all their ations an{wer to their bloods: 
Let their great ticles find increaſe by them, 
Not they by titles. Set them, as in, place, 
S0 in Example, above all the Remay: : 
And may they know no Rivals bat chemſ:lres. 
Let Fortune give them nothing ; bur arrend 
Upon their Vertue : and that ſtill come forth 
Greater than hope, and better than their fame. 
Relieve me, Fathers, with your general Voice. 

Sen. May all the Gods conſent to Calar's wiſh, 4 formof ſpeab- 
And add to any Honcurs, that may crown ing they had. 
The hopeful Iſſue of Germanicus. 

T:ih. We thank you, reverend Fathers, in their right. 

Arr, It this were true now ! but thz {pace, the ſpace 
Bzrween the Breaſt and Lips —- 75:15 Hearr 
Lies a thought farther chan another Man's. 

Tib. My comforts are fo flowing in my Joys, 

As, in them, all my Streams of Grict are loſt, 

No lefs than are Land-waters in the Sea, 

Or Showers in Rivers; though their Cauſe was ſuch, 
As might have ſprinkled ev'n the Gods with rears ; 
Yet lince the greater doth embrace the leſs, 

We covetoufly obey. (Arr. Well acted, Czar.) 

Tib. And now I am the happy witneſs made 
Of your ſo much detir'd aftections, 

To this great Ifſuc, 1 could with, the Fates 

Would here fer* peacetul period ro my days ; 

However, to my Labours, I intreart 

(And beg it of this Snare) ſome fic eaſe. you ?) 

(Arr. Laugh, Fathers, laugh: Ha* yon no ſpleens about 

Tib. The burden 1s too heavy I ſuſtain 
On my unwilling ſhoulders; and I pray 
Ie may be taken off, and re-conter'd 
Upon the Con/#'s, or fome other Roman, 

More able, and more worthy. (rr. Laugh on ſtill.) 

Sab. Why, this doth render all the reſt juſpected ! 

Gol. Ir poyſons all. Arr. O, Co you taſte ic chen? 

Sab. Ir takes away my taith to any thing 
He ſhall hereafter ſpeak. Arr. 1, to pray chat, 

Which would be to his head as hot as thunder, 
('Gainſt which he wears that Charm) ſhould 4 Wreath 

but the Court of Laprel, 
Receive him at his word, 

Gal. Hear. Tib. For my elf, 
I know my weakneſs, and fo little cover 
(Like ſome gone paſt ) he weight that will oppreſs me, 
As my ambition 1s the Counter-poin:. 

( Arr. 


—— 
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Live long and happy, Great and Royal Czlarz Another form. | And Honour of the State. Arr. Believe him, Silixs. 


The Gods preſerve thee, and thy Modeſty, Cot. Why, 1o he may, Arruntins. Arr. 1 lay fo. 


(rr. Eincly maintain'd ; good ſtill.) | By Judgment of the Court, and all good Men. 
$cj. But Rome, whole Blood, | Sil. Czx{ar, | crave to have my Cauſe deterr'd, 
Whole Nerves, whoſe Life, whoſe very Frame relies | Till this Man's Conſulſhip be our. 7ib. We cannor, 
O'; Ce/ar's itrength, no leſs than Heav'n on Atlas, | Nor may we grant it. $1. Why ? ſhall he deſign 
Cannot admirit but with general ruine. | My day of trial ? If he my accuſer ? © 
(rr. Ain! are you there, to bring him off ?) ' And muſt he be my Judge ? 736. Ir. hath been uſua!, 
Sej. Let Ceſar ' And is a Right that Cuſtom hath allow'd 
| 4 No 4;orc than urge a Point fo contrary (The Magiſtrate, to call forth private men ; ; 
T To Ce/ar's Greatneſs, the griev'd Senates Vows, |'And to appoint their day : Which priviledge 
44. Or Rome's Neccility. (Gal. He comes abour. ; We may not in the Conſul tee intring'd, 
B+ Arr. More nimbly than Vertummus.) | By whole deep watches, and induſtrious care 
#31} Tib. For the publick, Iris fo labour'd, as the Commonwealth 
$831 ] may be drawn, to ſhew, I can negle&t ' Receive no loſs, by any oblique courſe. 

1 All private aims ; though I affe& my reſt : Sil. Ceſar, thy Fraud is worle than Violence. 
$14 Bur, it the Senate 1till command me ſerve, Tib. Sil, miſtake us not, we dare not ule 
P14 I muſt be glad to practiſe my obedience. The Credit of the Cen/u!, to thy wrong ; 

Lf” (arr. You muſt and will,- Sir. We do know it. | Bur only do preſerve his Place and Power, 
188?! Sen. Celar, 'So far as it concerns the Dignity 

Fo 

4 
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Thy Wiſdom, and thy Innocence. (Arr. Where is't ? And he may chuſe too. 7ib. By the Capitol, 
"I The Prayer's made betore the Subjet.) Sen. Guard | And all our Gods, but that the dear Republick, 

f [ His Meekneſs, Jove, bus Piety, bus Care, Our ſacred Laws, and juſt Authority 
i Hrs Bounty Arr. And his Subtiley, I'le pur in: | Are intereſs'd therein, I ſhould be tilent. 
4 Yet he'll keep that himſelf, without the Gods. | Afe. Pleaſe' Ceſar to give way unto his trial. 
X All Prayers are vain for him. 7b. We will not hold | He ſhall have Juſtice. $i/. Nay, I ſhall bave Law; 
.N Your Patience, Fathers, with long anſwer 3 but Shall I not Afer ? Speak. Afe. Would you have more ? 

Shall ſtill contend to be what you, deſire, { Si. No, my well-ſpoken man, I would no more ; 

| And work to fatisfz ſo great a hope: Nor lefs: mighe I enjoy icnatural, 


Proceed to your affairs. Arr. Now, Silius, guard thee ; | Not taught to ſpeak unto your prefent ends, 
The Curtain's drawing. fer advanceth. Pre. Silence. Free from thine, his, and all your unkind handling, 
Hſe. Cite Cams Stlius. Pre. Caius Silius, Sil, Here, | Furious enforcing, moſt unjuſt preſuming, 
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Afe. The triumph that thou hadit in Germany Malicious, and manitold applying, 
For thy late Victory on Sacrevir, Foul wreſting, and impoſlible conſtruction. 
Thou haſt enjoy'd fo freely, Cains Siline, Afe. He raves, he raves. 
As no man it envy'd thee ; nor would Ceſar, $:/. Thou durſt not tell me fo, 
q Or Reme admit, that thou wert then defrauded Had'ſt thou not Ce/ar's warrant. I can ſee 
Of any Honours thy Deſerts could claim, Whoſe Power condemns me. 
1 & In the fair Service of the Commonwealth : Var. This betrays his Spirit. 
; ; - But now, it, after all their Loves and Graces, { This doth enough declare him what he is. 
$095 69 (Thy A&ions, and their Courſes being diſcover'd) Sil. What am I ? ſpeak. 
; y*} ic ſhall appear to Ce/ar, and this Senate, Var. An Enemy to the State. 
ny Thou haſt defil'd thole Glories with thy Crimes $4. Becauſe I am an Enemy to thee, 
LIN $i. Crimes? Afe. Patience, Sls. And ſuch corrupted Miniſters o the State, 
Si/. Tell thy Moil of Patience That here art made a preſent Inſtrument 
P am a Komen, What are my Crimes? Proclaim them. | To gratific it with thine own Ciſgrace. 
Am 1 too rich ? too honeſt for the times ? Sej. This, to the Conſul, is molt infolent ? 
Have 1 or Treaſure, Jewels, Land, or Houſes And impious! $i. I, cake part. Reveal you®? ſelves, 
"That ſome Informer gapes for ? Is my ſtrength Alas! I ſcent not your Confed'racies , 
"Coo much to be admitted 5 Or my knowledge ? Your Plots and Combinations ! I not know 
"Theſe now are Crimes. Afe. Nay, $Silizs, if the Name | Minion Sejanws hates me 3 and that all 
Of Crime fo touch thee, with what impotence This boaſt of Law, and Law, is buta form, 
Wilt thou endure the matter to be ſearch'd ? A Net of Vulcan's filing, a meer Ingine, 
$41. | tell thee, 4fer, with more. ſcorn than fear : To take that Life by a Pretext ot Juſtice, 
Employ your mercenary tongue and arr. Which you purſue in malice ? I want Brain, 
Where's my accuſer? Var, Here. Or Noſtril to perſwade me, that your ends, 
Arr. Varro, the Conſul, And purpoſes are made to what they are, 
Is he thruſt in? Varr. *Tis 1 accuſe thee, Silins, Betore my anſwer? O, you equal Gods, 
Apain(t the Majeſty of Rome, and Ce/ar, Whoſe Juſtice not a world of wolt-rurn'd men 
| do pronounce thee here a guilty Caule, Shall make me to accuſe (how ere provoke) 
Firſt, of beginning and occalioning, Have I for this fo oft engag'd my felt? 
Next, drawing our the War in Galla, Stood in the heat and fervour of a tight, 
For which thou late erinmph'ſt; diflembling long When Phzbus looner hath torſook the Jay 
That Sacrovir eo be an Lnem y, Than I the Field, againſt che blew-ey'd Gau!/s, 
Only to make thy Lntertxinment more, And criſped Germans? When our Roman Lagles 
Whilſt,chou, and thy Wite Sa poll 'd the Province ; Have fann'd the fire, with their labouring wings, 
Wherein, with ſordid bale delire of Gain, And no blow deale, that lett not deach behind it ? 
"Thou haſt diſcrediced thy Actions worth, When I have charg'd, alone, into the Troops 
And been a Traitor to the State. $:/, Thou lieſt, Ot curl'd Sicambrians, routed them, and came 
Arr, | thank thee, Silims, ſpeak fo ſtill and often. Not off, wich backward Enligns ot a Slave ; 
ar. If 1 not prove it, Ce/ar, but unjuſtly But torward marks, wounds on my Breaſt and Face, 
Have call'd him intotrial 3 here I bind Were meant to thee, O Ceſar, and thy Rome ? 
My felf co ſuffer, what I claim *gainſt him; And have I this return'd ? Did 1, tor this, 
And vicld to have what I have ſpoke, contim'd Pertorm 1o noble, and fo brave” detear, 4 
n 


Jejanus, 


"37 


On Sacrovir? (O Fove, let it become me 
To boaſt my Deeds, when he, whom they concern, 
Shall thus forget them.) Afe. Silius, Silius, 
Theſe are the common Cuſtoms of thy Blood, 
When it is high with Wine, as now with Rage : 
This well agrees with that intemperate Vaunt, 
Thou lately mad'ſt at Agrippina's table, 
That when all other of the Troops were prone 
To fall into Rebellion, only yours 
Remain'd in their obedience. You were he, 
That ſav'd the Empire, which had then been loſt, 
Had but your Legions, there, rebell'd, or mutin'd, 
Your Vertue met, and fronted every Peril. 
You gave to Ceſar, and to Rome their Surety, 
Their Name, their Strength, their Spirit, and their State, 
Their being was a Donative from you. 
Arr. Well worded, and moſt like an Orator. 
Tib. Is this true, Silizs ? 
Sil. Save thy Queſtion, Ceſar, 
Thy Spy, of | Credit, hath affirm'd it. 
Arr. Excellent Roman! Sab. He doth anſwer ſtoutly. 
Sej. If this be ſo, there needs no farther Cauſe 
Of Crime againſt him. Yar. What can more impeach 
The Royal Dignity, and State of Ceſar, 
Than to be urged with a benefit 
He cannot pay ? Cor. In this, all Czſar's fortune 
Is made unequal to the Courteſie. 
Lat. His means are clean deſtroy'd that ſhould requite. 
'Gal. Nothing is great enough tor Siliw's Merit. 
Arr. Gallus on that fide to ? 
$i]. Come, do not hunr, 
And labour ſo about for Circumſtance, 
To make him guilty, whom you have fore-doom'd : 
Take ſhorter ways, Vie meet your purpoſes. 
The words were mine, and more I now will ſay ; 
Since I have done thee that great Service, Ceſar, 
Thou ſtill haſt fear'd me ; and, in place of Grace, 
Return'd me Hatred : ſo ſoon all beſt turns, 
With doubtful Princes, turn deep injuries 
In eſtimation, when they greater riſe, 
Than can be anſwer'd. Benefits, with you, 
Are of no longer pleaſure, than you can 
With eaſe reſtore them ; chat tranſcended once, 
Your Studies are not how to thank, but kill, 
It is your Nature, to have all Men Slaves 
To you, but you acknowledging to none. 
The means that makes your Greatneſs, muſt not come 
In mention of it; it it do, it takes 
So much away, you think : and that which help'd, 
Shall ſooneſt periſh, if it ſtand in Eye, 
Where it may front, or but upbraid the High. 
Cot. Suffer him ſpeak no more. 
Var. Note but his Spirit. 
Afe. This ſhews him in the reſt. 
Lat. Let him be cenſur'd. 
Sej. He hath . nar enough to prove him Cz/ar's Foe. 
Cee, His thoughts look through his words. 
Sej. A Cenſure. Sil. Stay, 
Stay, moſt officious Senate, I ſhall ſtraight 
Delude thy Fury. Silixs hath not placd 
His Guards within him, againſt Fortunes Spighe, 
So weakly, but he can eſcape your gripe # 
Thar are by Hands of Fortune : She her ſelf 
When Vertue doth oppoſe, muſt loſe her threats, 
All that can happen in Humanity, 
The Frown of Ceſar, proud Sejanus's Hatred, 
Baſe Varro's ſpleen, and Afer's bloodying tongue, 
The Senates ſervile flattery, and thele 
Muſtred to kill, Vam fortified againſt 3 
And can look down upon: they are beneath me, 
Ic is not Life whereof I ſtand enamour'd : 
Nor ſhall my end make me accuſe my Fate. 
The Coward, and the Valiant Man mult fall, 
Oaly the Cauſe, and Manner how, diſcerns chem : 


Which then are gladdeſt, when they coſt us deareſt. 
Romans, if any here be in this Senate, p 
Would know to mock 7iberins tyranny, 
Look upon S:livs, and fo learn to dic. 

Var. O, deſperate act ! 

Arr. An honourable hand !' 

Tib. Look, is he dead ? 

Sab. *T was nobly ſtruck, and home. 

Arr. My thought did prompt him to it. Farewell, $i/;-: 
Be famous ever for thy great Example. 

Tib. We are not plcasd, in this fad accident, 

That chus hath ſtalled, and abusd our Mercy, 

Intended to preſerve thee, Noble Roman : * 

And to prevent thy hopes. Arr. Excellent Wolf / 
Now he is full he howls. Se. Ceſar doth wrong 
His Dignity and Safety, thus to mourn 
The delerv'd End of fo profeſt a Traitor, 

And doth, by this his Lenity, inſtru 
Others as factious, to the like Offence. 

Tib. The Confiſcation meerly of his State 
Had been enough. Arr. O, that was gap'd for then ? 

Var. Remove the body. Sej. Let Citation 
Go out for Sofia. Gal. Let her be profcrib'd. 

And for the Goods, I think it fit that half 

Go to the Treaſure, half unto the Children, 

Lep. With leave of Ceſar, I would think, that fourth 
Part, which the Law doth caſt on the Informers, 
Should be enough ; the reſt go to the Children - 
Wherein the Prince ſhall ſhew Humanizy, 

And Bounty, not to force them by tkeir wane 

(Which in their Parents treſpaſs they deſery'd ) 

To cake ill courſes. 7:6. Ic ſhall plcaſe us. Arr. T, 

Out of neceflity. This Lepidus 

Is grave and honeſt, and I have obſerv'd 
A Moderation till in all his Cenfures. 

Sab. And bending to the better—— Stay, who's this ? 
Cremutins Cordus ? What | is he brought in ? 


Ct abs him'elf. 


| 


Air. More Blood unto the Banquet ? Noble Cordes, 
I wiſh thee good : Be, as thy Writings, free, 
And honeſt. 7;4. What is he ? Sep. For th* Annals, Ce/ar. 


Praco, Cordus, Satrius, Natta. 


Remutius Cordus. Cor. Here. Pre. Satrius Secundus, 
Pinnarius Natta, you are his accuſers, 
Arr. Two of Sejanus's Blood-hounds, whom he breeds 
With humane fleſh, to bay at Citizens. 
Afe. Stand forth before the Senate, and confront him, 
Sat. I do accuſe thee here, Cremutins Cordus, 
To be a Man factious and dangerous, 
A Sower of Sedition in the State, 
A turbulence, and diſcontented Spirit, 
Which I will prove from thine own Writings, here, 
The Annals thou haſt publiſh'd ; where thou bir'ſt 
The preſent Age, and with a Vipers tooth, 
Being a Member of it, dar'ſt thar ill 
Which never yet degenerous Baſtard did 
Upon his Parent. Net. To this, I ſubſcribe ; 
And, forth a World of more Particulars, 
Inſtance in only one: Comparing men, 
And times, thou praiſeſt Brutus, and affirm'ſt 
That Caſſius was the laſt of all the Romans. 
Cot, How ! what arc we then ? 
Var. What is Cz/ar, nothing ? 
Afe. My Lords, this ſtrikes at every Repan's private, 
In whom reigns Gentry, and Eſtate of Spirit, 
To have a Brutus brought in parallel, 
A Parricide, an Eneniy of his Countrey, 
Rank'd, and preterr'd to any real worth 
That Kome now holds. This is moſt ſtrangely inveRire, 
Moſt tull of Spight, and infolene upbraiding. 
Nor is't the time alone is here diſpris'd, 
But the whole man of time, yea, Cz/ar's ſelf 


Brought in diſvalue ; and he aim'd at moſt 
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Sejanus. 


—— 


By oblique glance of his licentious Pen. 
Ceſar, it Caſſius were the laſt of Romans, 


Thou haſt no Name. Tb. Let's hear him anſwer. Silence. 


Cor. So innocent I am of Fact, my Lords, 
As but my words areargu'd ; yet thoſe words 
Not reaching either Prince, or Princes Parent: 
The which your Law of Treaſon comprehends. 
Brutus and Caſſius, I am charg'd t have prais'd : 
Whoſe deeds, when many more, belides my elf, 
Have writ, not one hath mention'd without honour. 
Great Titns Livins, great tor Eloquence, 
And Faith, amonglt us, in his Hiſtory, 
With fo great Praiſes Pompey did extoll, 
As oft Auguſtus call'd him a Pompetan : 
Yer this not hurt their Friendſhip. In his Book 
He often names Scipio, Afranius, 
Yea, the ſame Caſſius, and this Brutus too, 
As worthi'ſt Men not Thieves and Parricides, 
Which Notes, upon their Fames, are now impos'd. 
Aſinius Pollio's writings quite throughout 
Give them a Noble Memory ; So Meſſalla 
Renown'd his general Caſſius: yet both theſe 
Liv'd with Auguſtus, full of wealth and honours. 
To Cicero's Book, where Cato was heav'd up 
Equal wich Heav'n, what clſe did Cz/ar anſwer, 
Being then Di&atcr, but with a penn'd Oracion, 
As it before the Judges ? Do bur ſee 
Amonius's Letters; read but Brutus's pr 
VVhar vile reproach they hold againſt Auguſtus, 
Falſe I confeſs but with much bitterneſs. 
The Epigrams of Bibaculus, and Catullus, 
Are read, full ſtuft with Spight of both the Czſar: ; 
Yet Deified Fulius, and no lels Auguſtus : 
Both bore them, and contemn'd them : (I not know 
Promptly to ſpeak it, whether done with more 
Temper, or wiſdom) for ſuch Obloquies 
If they deſpiſed be, they dic ſupprelt ; 
But, if with Rage acknowledg'd, they are confeſt. 
The Greeks I flip, whoſe Licence not alone, 
Burt alſo Luſt did ſcape unpuniſhed : 
Or where ſome one (by chance) Exception took, 
He words with words reveng'd. But, in my work, 
V Vhat could be aim'd more tree, or farther off 
From the times Scandal, than to write of thoſe, 


V Vhom Death trom Grace, or Hatred had exempted ? 


Did I, with Brutus, and with Caſſius, 
Arm'd, and poſlets'd of the Phil:ppi Fields, 
Incenſe the People in the Civil Cauſe, 
V Vich dangerous Speeches ? Or do they, being lain 
Sev nty ycars ſince, as by their Images 
(VVhich not the Conquerour hath defac'd) appears, 
Retain that guilty Memory with writers 2 
Poſterity pays cvery Man his Honour. 
Nor ſhall there want, though I condemned am, 
"That will not only Caſſius well approve, 
And of great Brutuss Honour mindful be, 
But that will, alſo, mention make of me. 

Arr. Freely, and nobly ſpoken. 

Sab. Wich good temper, 
I like him, that he is not mov'd with paſſion. 

Arr. He puts 'em to their whiſper. 

Tib. Take him hence; 
We ſhall determine of him at next ſitting. 

Cc. Mean time, give order, that his Books be burnt, 
To the eXdiles. St. You have well advigd. 

Afe. It fits not ſuch licentious things ſhould live 
T* upbraid the age. 

Arr. If th' age were good, they might, 

Lat. Let 'em be burnt. 

Gal. All fought, and burnt to day. 

Pre. Thz Gourt is up ; Lifors, relume the Faſces. 


Arruntine, Sabinns, Lepidns. 


Er 'em be burnt ! O, how ridiculous 
Appears the Senate's brainleſs diligence, 
Who think they can, with preſent power, extinguiſh 
The Memory of all ſucceeding tires ! 
Sab. * Tis true, when (contrary) the puniſhment 
Of wir, doth make th' authority increaſe. 
Nor do they ought, that uſe this Cruelty 
Of interdiction, and this rage ot burning ; 
But + potg p to themſelves rebuke, and ſhame, 
And to the writers an eternal Name. 
Lep. Ir is an argument the times are ſore, 
When Vertue cannot ſafely be advanc'd ; 
Nor Vice reprov'd. Arr. I, Noble Len:dus, 
Auguſt well toreſaw, what we ſhould tufter, 
Under 7iberizs, when he did pronounce 
The Roman Race moſt wretched, that ſhould live 
Bztween ſo flow jaws, and fo long a bruiling, 


Tiberins, Sejanus. 


His buſineſs hath ſucceeded well, Sejanas: 
And quite remov'd all jealoutic ot p-actice 
'Gainit Agrippina, and our Nephews. Now, 
We muſt bethink us how to plane our Ingines 
For th' other pair, Sabinw, and Arruntins, 
And Gallzs too (how e're he flatter us,) 
His heart we know. Se. Give it ſome reſpite, C./ar. 
Time ſhall mature, and bring to perfect Crown, 
What we, with ſo good Vultures, have begun: 
Sabinrs ſhall be next. Tib. Rather Arruntins. 
Sej. By any means, preſerve him. 1is trank tongue 
Being lene the Reins, will take aw:y all clought 
Of Malice, in your courſe againſt the reſt. 
We muſt keep him to ſtalk with. 75. Deareſt head, 
To thy molt fortunate deſign I » ield it. 
Sej. Sir——1 have been fo long train'd up in Grace, 
Firſt with your Father, great Arzuſftus, {incc, 
With your moſt happy Bountics 10 familiar, 
As I not ſooner would commit my hopes 
Or wiſhes to the Gods, than to your Ears. 
Nor have I ever, yet, been covctous 
Of over-bright and dazlicg Honours : rather 
To watch, and travail in great Ce/ar's Salcty, 
With the moſt common Souldier. 7:6. *Tis confeſt. 
Sej. The only gain, and which I count moſt fair 
Of all my Fortunes, is, that mighty Ceſar, 
Hath thought me worthy his alliance. Hence *1r#4 1 
Begin my hopes. 7ib. H'mb ? - o_—_— 
Sej. I have heard, Auguſtus 
In the beſtowing of his Daughter, thought 
Bur even of Gentlemen of Rome : It fo, 
(I know not how to hope lo great a favour) 
But if a Husband ſhould be ſought for Livia, 
And 1 be had in Mind, as Cz/ar's Friend, 
I would but uſe che Glory of the Kindred. 
It ſhould not make me flothful, or lels caring 
For Ce/ar's State ; it were enough to nie 
It did confirm, and ſtrengthen my weak Houſe, 
Againſt che-now-unequal oppolition 
Ot Agrippina ; and for dear regard 
Unto my Children, this I wiſh : my ſelf 
Have no ambition tarther than to end 
My Days in ſervice of fo dear a Maſter. 
Tib. We cannot but commend thy Piety, 
Moſt-lov'd Sejanus, in acknowledging 
Thoſe Bounties ; which we, faintly, tuch remember. 
But co thy ſuit. The reſt of Mortal Men, 
In all their Drifts, and Counſcis, purſue profit ; 
Princes, alone, are of a different forr, 
DireQting their main Actions itil] ro Fame, 


Hu daughterwas 


Sejanus. 


We th-:refore will rake time to think, and anſwer. 
For Livis, ſhe can beſt, her ſelf, relolve 
If fe will marry, atter Druſus, or 
Corncinue in the Family ; beſides, 
Sh2 hath a Mother, and a Grandame yet, 
Whoſe nearer Counſels ſhe may guide her by : 
Bur I will ſimply deal. That Enmity 
Thou fear'ſt in Agrippina, would burn more, 
If Livia's Marriage thould (as 'twere in parts) 
Divide th' Imperial Houſe z an Emulation 
Berween the women mighe break forth: and diſcord 
Ruine the Sons, and Nephews on both Hands. 
Wha if it cauſe ſome prelſene difference ? 
Thou art not ſafe, Sejaxus, it thou prove it. 
Canlt thou believe, chat Livia, firſt the Wite 
To Caius Ceſar, then my Druſus, now 
Will be contented to grow Old with thee, 
Born but a private Gentleman of Rome ? 
And raiſe thee wich her loſs, if not her ſhame ? 
Or ſay, that I ſhould wiſh it, canſt thou think 
The Senate, or the People (who have ſeen 
Hee Brother, Father, and our Anceſtors, 
In higheſt place of Empire) will endure it? 
The State thou hold'ſt already, is in talk ; 
Men murmure at thy Greatneſs; and the Nobles 
Stick not, in publick, to upbraid thy climbing 
Above our Fathers Favours, or thy >cale : 
And dare accuſe me, from their hate to thee. 
Be wiſe, dear Friend. We would not hide cheſe things 
For Friendſhips dear reſpect. Nor will we ſtand 
Adverſe to thine, or Livis's delignments. 
What we had purpos'd to thee, in our thought, 
And with what near degrees of love to bind thee, 
And make thee equal to us; for the preſent, 
We will forbear to ſpeak. Only, thus much 
Believe, our loy'd Sejanw, we not know 
That height in Blood, or Honour, which thy Vertue, 
And Mind to us, may not aſpire with Merir. 
And this we'll publiſh, on all watche occaſion 
The Senate, or the People ſhall preſent. 
Sej. 1 am reſtor'd, and to my Senſe again, 
Which I had loſt in this ſo blinding Suit. 
Ceſar hath taught me better to refule, 
Than I knew how to ask. How pleaſeth Czſar 
T' imbrace my late Advice, for leaving Rome ? 
Tib. We are reſolv'd. 
Sej. Here are ſome Motives more 
Which I have thought on ſince, may more confirm. 
Tib, Careful Sejanus | we will ſtraight peruſe chem: 
Go forward in our main deſign and proſper. 


4 


Sejan. 


F thoſe but take, I ſhall : dull, heavy Ceſar ! 

V Vouldſt thou tell me, thy favours were made Crimes? 
And that my Fortunes were eſteem'd thy Faults ? 
That thou for me wert hated ? and not think 
I would with winged haſte prevent that change, 
VVhen thou migheſt win all to thy ſelf again, 

By forfeiture of me ? Did thoſe fond words 

bly ſwifter from thy Lips, than this my Brain, 
This ſparkling Forge, created me an Armour 

T* encounter chance and thee? VVell, read my Charms, 
And may they lay that hold upon thy Senſes, 

As thou hadſt ſnutt up Hemlock, or crane down 
The Juyce of Poppy and of Mandrakes. Sleep, 
Voluptuous Ceſar, and ſecurity 

Seize on thy ſtupid Powers, and leave them dead 
To publick Cares ; awake bur to thy Luſts, 

The ſtrength of which makes thy libidinous Soul 
Itch to leave Rome 3, and I have thruſt ic on : 
VVich blameing of the City Buſineſs, 

The multitude of Suits, the confluence 

Of Suicors, then their Importunacies, 
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The manifold DiſtraQtions he muſt ſuffer, 
Beſides ill Rumours, Envics, and Reproaches 

All which a quiet and retired Lite, | x 
(Larded with eaſe and pleafure) did avoid ; 

And yet, tor my weighty and g cat Aﬀair, 

The fitteſt Place to give the loundelt Counts, 

By this (hall I remove him boch from thought 

And knowledge of his own molt dear Attairs ; 
Draw all diſpatches through my private Hands ; 
Know his delignments, and purſue mine own; | 
Make mine own ſtrengths, by giving Suits and Places: 
Conterring Dignities and Offices : ; 
And theſe, that hate me now, wanting acceſs 

To him, will make their envy none oc leſs ; 

For when they ſee me Arbiter of all, 

They muſt obſerve : or elſe with Ce/ar fall. 


Tiberins, Servos. 


| + marry Livia? will no lefs, Sejanzxs, 

Content thy aims? no lower Obje& ? well ! 
Thou know'ſt how thou art wrought into our Truſt : 
Woven in our deſign ; and think'ſt we muſt : 
Now uſe thee, whatſoere thy Projedts are : 

'Tis crue. But yet with caution and fit care. 

And, now we better think—— who's there, within? 
__ Ser. Ceſar? Tib. Tolcave our Journey off, were Sin 
Gainſt our decreed delights 3 and would appear 
Doubt : or (what leſs becomes a Prince) low tear. 
Yet doubt hath Law, and fears have their excul, 
Where Princes States plead neceſſary uſe ; 

As ours doth now : more in Sejanzs Pride, 

Than in all Agrippins's hates beſide. 

Thoſe are the dreadful Enemies, we raiſe 

With favours, and make dangerous with praiſe ; 

The injur'd by us may have will alike, 

But 'tis che Favourite hath the power to ſtrike : 

And fury ever boils more high and ſtrong, 

Heat with ambition, than revenge of wrong. 

'Tis chen a part of ſupreme skill, ro grace 

No Man too much ; but hold a certain ſpace 
Berween th” aſcenders riſe, and thine own flat, 

Leſt, when all rounds be reach'd, his aim be that. 

"Tis thought——ls Macro in the Palace ? See: 

If not, go, ſeek him, to come to us—— He 

Muſt be the Organ we muſt work by now ; 

Though none leſs apt for truſt : Need doth allow 
What choiſe would not. I have heard, that Aconite 
Being timely taken, hath a healing mighe 

Againſt the ſcorpions ſtroke 3 the Proof we'll give : 
That, while two Poiſons wraſtle we may live. 

He hath a Spirit too working to be us'd 

But to th* encounter of his like 3 excus'd 

Are wiſer Sov'raigns then, that raiſe one ill 

Againſt another, and both ſately kill : 

The Prince that feeds great Natures they will ſway him : 
Who nouriſheth a Lyon muſt obey him. | 


Tiberius, Macro. 


M5: we ſent for you. Mae. I heard fo, Ceſar. 
Tib. (Leave us a while !) when you ſhall know, 
good Macro, 

The cauſes of your ſending, and the ends ; 

You then will harken nearer : and be pleas'd _ 

You ſtand fo high both in our choiſe, and cruſt. 
Mac. The humbleſt Place in Ce/ar's choife or truſt 

May make glad Macro proud ; withoue Ambition, 

Save to do Ceſar ſervice. Tb. Leave your courtings, 

We are in purpoſe, Macro, to depart 

The City tor a time, and ſee Campania ; 

Not tor our Pleaſures, but to dedicate 

A pair of Temples, one to Fupiter 
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140 Sejanus. - 


At Capaa ; th' other at Nola, to Auguſts: 

in which great work, perhaps our ſtay will be 
Beyond our will produc'd. Now, fince we are 
Not ignorant what danger may be born 

Our ot our ſhorteſt abſence in a State 

So ſubject unto Fnvy, and embroild 

With hate and faction ; we have thought on thee, 
(Amongſt a Field of Remans,) worthielt Macro, 

To be our Eye and Ear: to keep ſtrict watch 

On Agrippina, Nero, Druſm , 1, 

And on Sejanw : Not, that we diſtruſt 

His Loyalty, or do repent one grace, 

Of all that heap, we have confer'd on him : 

(For that were to diſparage our Election, 

And call that judgment now in doubt, which then 
Seem'd as unqueſtion'd as an Oracle,) 

But, greatneſs hath his Cankers. Worms and Moths 
Breed out of roo much humour, in the things 
Which after they conſume, transferring quite 

The ſubſtance of their Makers int' themſelves. 
Macro is ſharp, and apprehends: beſides, 

I know him ſubtil, cloſe, wiſe, and well-read 

In Man, and his large Nature : He hath ſtudied 
Aﬀections Paſſions, knows their ſprings, their ends, 
Which way, and whether they will work : *tis proof 
Enough of his great Merit, that we truſt him. 
Then, to a point; (becauſe our conference 
Cannot be long wichout ſuſpition) 

Here, Mecre, we aflign thee, both to ſpy, 

Inform, and chaſtiſe ; Think, and uſe thy means, 
Thy Miniſters, what, where, on whom thou wilt ; 
Explore, plot, practiſe : All thou doſt in this, 
Shall be, as if the Senate, or the Laws 

Had giv'n it priviledg, and thou thence ſti'd 

The Saviour both of Cz/ar and of Rome. 

We will not take thy anſwer but in att : 

Whereto, as thou proceed'ſt, we hope to hear 

By truſted Meſſengers. If't be enquir'd, 
Wherefore we call'd you, ſay you have in charge 
To ſee our Chariots ready, and our Horſe. 

Be ſtill our loy'd and (ſhortly) honour d Macro. 


Aacro. 


Will not ask, why Czar bids do this : 

But joy, that he bids me. Ir is the bliſs 
Of Courts, to be imploy*d, no matter, how ; 
A Princes power makes all his Actions Vertue. 
We, whom he works by, are dumb Inſtruments, 
To do, but not enquire : His great intents 
Are to be ferv'd not fearch'd. Yet, as that Bow 
Is moſt in hand, whoſe owner beſt doth know 
T' affe& his aims; fo let that States-man hope 
Moſt uſe, molt price, can hit his Princes ſcope. 
Nor muſt he look at what, or whom to ſtrike, 
Bur loſe at all; cach mark muſt be alike. 
Were it to plot againſt the Fame, the Life 
Of one, with whom I rwin'd : remove a Wite 
From my warm fide, as lov'd, as is the Air 3 
Practiſe away each Parent; draw mine Heir 
In compaſs, though but one 3 work all my kin 
To {wift perdition ; leave no untrain'd Engin, 
For Friendſhip, or for Innocence ; nay, make 
The Gods all guilty : I would undertake 
This, bcing impos'd me, both with gain and eaſe. 
"The way to riſe is to obey and pleaſe. 
He that will chrive in State, he muſt negle&t 
The trodden Paths thac truth and right reſpe& ; 
And prove new, wilder ways: for Vertue there 
fs not that narcow thine, ſhe is elſewhere 3 
Mens Fortune there is Vertue ; reaſon their will : 
Their Licence, Law ; and their obſervance skill, 
Occaſion is cheir toil ; Conſcience their ſtain 
Profit their luſtre : and what elle is vain. 


If then it be the Luſt of Ceſars Power, 

T' have rais'd Sejanw up, and in an hour 

O'return him, tumbling down, from height of all ; 
We are his ready Engin : and his fall 

May be our riſe. It is no uncouth thing 

To ſee freſh buildings from old ruins ſpring. 


CHORU S— Of Muſicians. 


Act IV. 


Gallus, Agrippina, Nero, Druſms, Caligula. 


= muſt have patience, Royal Agrippine. 
Agr. 1 muſt have vengeance, fiſt ; and that were 
U —_— iſh'd $ 
nto my famifh'd Spiries. O, my Fortune 
Let it be ſudden tis prepar'ſt —_—_ me 3 
Strike all my. powers of Underſtanding blind, 
And ignorant of deſtiny to come : 
Let me not fear, that cannot hope. Gal. Dear Princeſs, 
Theſe Tyrannies on your ſelf, are worſe than Cz/ar's. 
Agr. 1s this the happineſs of being born great ? 
Still co be aim'd at ? {till ro be ſuſpected ? 
To live the ſubje& of all Jealouſics ? 
Ac leaſt the colour made, it not the ground 
To every painted danger ? who would not 
Chooſe once to tall, than thus to hang ior ever ? 
Gal. You might be ſafe if you would —— 
Agr. What, my Gallw? 
Be lewd Sejanus Strumpet ? Or the Baud 
To Ceſar's Luſts, he now is gone to praiſe ? 
Not thele are ſafe, where nothing is. Your ſelf 
While thus you ftand but by me are not ſafe, 
Was Silizs ſafe? or the good Sofa (afe? 
Or was my Niece dear Claudia Pulchra ſafe ? 
Or innocent Furim? They that lateſt have 
(By being made guilty) added Reputation 
To Afers Eloquence ? O, fooliſh Friends, 
Could not fo freſh example warn your loves, 
Bur you muſt buy my favours with that loſs 
Unto your ſelves : and when you mighe perceive 
That Ceſar's Cauſe of raging muſt forlake him, 
Before his will : Away, good Gallus leave me. 
Here to be ſeen, is danger 3 to ſp21k, Treaſon; 
To do me leaſt obſervance, is ca!!'d Faction. 
You are unhappy in me, and TI in all. 
Where are my Sons, Nero and Dy»/aws ? We 
Are they be thor at; Let us fall apar: : 
Not in our ruins, ſepulchre our Friends, 
Or ſhall we do ſome action 1: offence, 
To mock their Studies that would inake us faulty ? 
And fruſtrate practice by preventing it ? 
The dangers like : For what they can contrive, 
They will make good. No innocence is ſafe, 
When Power conteſts. Nor can they treſpaſs more, 
Whoſe only being was all Crime bctore. 
Ner. You hear Sejan is come back trom Ceſar ? 
Gal. No. How ? Diſgrac'd ? 
Dru. More grac'd now than ever, 
Gal. By what miſchance ? 
Cal. A Fortune like enough 
Once to bg bad. Drz. Bur curn'd too good, to both, 
Gal. What was't ? Ner. Tiberius ſicting at his Meat, 
In a Farm-houſe, they call Spelunc, tited 


| To the remaining Ruins, and was found 


By the Sea-ſide, among the Fundane Hills, 
Within a natural Cave, part of the Grot 
( About the entry ) tell and overwhelm'd 
Some of the Waiters z others ran away : 
Only Scjanzs with his Knees, Hands, Face, 
O'rc-hanging Ceſar, did oppoſe himſelt 


In 
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In that fo labouring Poſture by the Soldiers 
That came to ſuccour him. Wirh which adventure, 
H2 hath fo fixt himſelf in Ce/r's cruſt, 
As thunder cannot move him, and is come 
With all the height of Ceſar's praiſe to Rome. 
AgF. And power, to turn thoſe Ruines all on us ; 
And bury whole Poſterities beneath them. 
Nero, and Dru/ns; and Caligula, 
Your places are the next, and therefore moſt 
In their offence. Think on your Birth and Blood; 
Awake your Spirits, meet their violence, 
'Tis Princely when a Tyrant doth oppole ; 
And is a Fortune ſent to exerciſe 
Your Vertue, as the Wind doth try ſtrong Trees: 
Who by vexation grow more ſound and firm, 
After your Fathers fall, and Uncles fate, 
What can you hope, but all che change of ſtroke 
That force or ſlight can give? then ſtand upright; 
And though you do not act, yet ſuffer nobly : 
Be worthy oft my Womb, and take ſtrong chear ; 
What we do know will come, we ſhould not fear. 
- Macro, 
Eturn'd fo ſoon ? renew'd in truſt and grace ? 
Is Ceſar then ſo weak ? or hath the Place 
Bur wroughe this alteration with the Air ; 
And he, on next remove, will all repair ? 
Macro, thou art ingag'd : and what betore 
Was publick ; now, muſt be thy private, more. 
The weal of Ceſar, fitnefs did imply 3 
But chine own fate confers necethty 
On thy employment : and the thoughts born neareſt 
Unto our ſelves, move twifteſt ſtill, and deareſt. 
If he recover, thou art loſt : yea, all 
The weight of preparation to his fall 
Will turn on thee, and cruſh thee. Therefore, ſtrike 
Before he ſettle, to prevent the like 
Upon thy ſelf. He doth his vantage know, 
That makes it home, and gives the foremoſt blow. 


Latiaris, Rufus, Opſins. 


T*. is a Service, great Sejajus will 
See well requited, and accept of nobly. 
Here place your ſelves, between the Roof and Seiling, 
And when i bring him to his words of danger, 
Reveal your ſelves, and'take him. Raf. Is he come ? 
Lat. I'll now go fetch him. Op/. With good ſpeed. I 
long | 
To meric from the State in ſuch an Action. 
Ruf. I hope, it will obtain the Conſulſhip 
For one of us. Op/. We cannot think of leſs, 
To bring in one, ſo dangerous as Sabinus. 
Ruf. He was a follower of Germanicas, 
And ſtill is an obſerver of his Wife 
And Children, though they be declin'd in grace; 
A daily viſtant keeps them company 
In private and in publick ; and is nored 
To be the only Client of the Houle : 
Pray Jeve, he will be free to Latiaris. 
wy H is ally'd eo him, and doth cruſt him well. 
Ruf. And he'll requite his truſt ? Op/. To do an Office 
So grateful co the State, I know no Man 
Bur would ſtrain nearer Bands, than kindred— Rof. Lit, 
[ hear them come. Op/. Shift co our holes with ſilence. 


Latiaris, Sabinns. 


T isa noble conſtancy you ſhew 
To this afflicted Houſe: that not like others, 
(Lhe Friends of ſeaſon) you do tollow Fortune, 
And in the Winter of their face, torſlake 
The Place, whoſe Glocies warm'd you» You areuſt, 


- . 


; Firſt, e&'re Tiberizs went, he 
| To think that 4 


And worthy ſuch a Princely Patrons love, 

As was the Worlds renown'd Germanicus : 

Whoſe ample Meric when I call to chought, 

And fce his Wife, and Ifſus, Objets made 

To fo much envy, jealouſie, and hare 

It makes me ready to accuſe the Gods 

Of negligence, as Men of tyranny. | 
Sab. They muſt be patient, ſo muſt we. Lat. O Jove, 

What will become of us, or of the Times, 

When, to be high or noble are made Crimes ? 

When Land and Treaſure are moſt dangerous fails? 
Sab. Nay, when our Table, yea our Bed aflaults 

Our peace and fafery ? when our Writings are, 

By any envious Inſtruments (that dare 

Apply chem to the guilry) made to ſpeak 


' | Whae they will have to fit their tyrannous wreak ? 


When Ignorance is ſcarcely Innocence; 
And Knowledge made a capital Offence ? od 
When not ſo much, but the bare empty ſhade 


| Of Liberty is reft us? and we made, 


The prey to greedy Vultures and vile Spies, 

Thar firſt cransfix us with their murdering Eyes ? 
Lat. Methinks the Genizs of the Roman Race 

Should not be fo extin&, but that brighe Flame 

Of Liberty might be reviv'd again, | 

(Which no good Man but with his Life ſhould loſe) 

And we not ſic like ſpent and patient Fools, 

Still puffing in the dark at one poor Coal, 

Held cn by hope gill the laſt ſpark is our. 

The Caule is publick, and the Honour, Name, 

The immortality of every Soul 

That is not Baſtard or a Slave in Rome, ; 

Therein concern'd ;, whereto, if Men would changs 

The wearied Arm, and for the weighty Shield 

So long ſuſtaind, employ the ready Sword, 

VVe might have ſoon affurance of our Vows. 


| This Aſſes forticude doth tyre us all. 


Ire muſt be active Valour muſt redeem 
Our loſs, or none. ,.. The Rock and our hard Steel 
Should meet, Cenforce thoſe Glorious Fires again, 
V.Vhoſe ſplendor cheer'd che world, and heat gave Life 
No leſs than doth the Sun's. Sab. *T were berter ſtay 
In laſting darkneſs and deſpair of day. 
No ill ſhould force rhe ſfubje&t undertake 
Againſt the Soveraign, more than Hell ſhould make 
The Gods do wrong. A good Man ſhould and muſt 
Sit rather down with loſs than riſe unjuſt. 
Though, when the Romans firſt did yield themſelves 
To one Mans power, they did not mean their Lives, 
Their Fortunes and their Libercies ſhould be 
His abſolute Spoil as purchas'd by the Sword. | 
Lat. V hy we are worſe, if to be Slaves, and bond 
To Cez/ar's Slave be ſuch, the proud Sejanu: ! 
He that is all, does all, gives Cz/ar leave 
To hide his ulcerous and anointed Face 
V Vith his bald Crown at Rhodes. whit} ©: hace alks 
Upon the heads of Romans, @ i.) tneir .*. inces, 
Familiarly to Empire. Sa. >. vv you touch 
A Point indeed, wherein hc (hews his Art, 
As well as power. Lat, And villany in both. 
Do you obſerve where Livia lodges ? How 
Druſus came dead ? what Men have been cut off ? 
Sab. Yes, thole are things remov'd : I never look't, 
Into his later practice, where he ſtands 
Declar'd a Maſter in his Myſtery. 
ought his fear 
ippins fought his death. 
Then pur thoſe doubts in her ; tent her ott word, 
Under the ſhow of Friendſhip, to beware 
Of Ce/ar, for he laid rg Poylon her : 
Drave them to frowns, to mucual jealouſics, 
Which, now, in viſible hacred are burſt our. 
Since, he hath had his hired Inſtruments 


To work on Nero; and to heave him up 3 


To 
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142 O Sejanus. 


To tc!! him Cſar's old ; that all the People, 

Yea, all che Arny have their Eyes on him ; 

"That both do long to have him undertaxe 

Somerhins of worth, to give the world a hope ; 

Bids him «-> court their grace: The cafie youth, 

Perhaps gives ear, which ftrait he writes to Ceſar ; 

And with this Comment ; ie2 yond dangerous Boy ; 

Note vat the practice 0! the Mower, there 3 

She's rying him for purpoſes at hand, —_ 

With Men of Sword. Here's Ce/ar put in fright 

*Gainſt Son and Mother. Yer, he leaves not thus. 

The ſecond Brother, Dru/ws, (a fierce Nature, 

And fitter for his Snares, becauſe ambitious 

And full of envy) him he claſps and hugs, 

Poyſons with praiſe, tells him what Hearts he wears, 

How bright he ſtands in popular expeRance 

That Rome doth ſuffer with him in the wrong 

His Mother docs him, by preferring Nero : 

Thus ſer ke them aſunder, each 'gainſt other, 

Projects the courſe, that ſerves him to condemn, 

Keeps in opinion of a Friend to all, 

Ard all drives on to ruin. Lat. Ceſar ſleeps, 

And nods at this ? Sab. Would ke might ever ſleep, 

Bogg'd in his filthy Luſts. Opſ. Treaſon to Ceſar. 
Ruf. Lay hands upon the Traitor, Latiaris, 

Or take the name thy ſelf. Lat. 1 am for Ceſar. 
Sab.Am I then catcht? Ruf. How think you,Sir? you are. 
Sab. Spies of this Head ! ſo white!fo full of years ! 

Well, my moſt reverend Monſters, you may live 

To ee your ſelves thus ſnar'd. Of. Away with him. 
Lat. Hale him away. Ruf. To be a Spy for Traitors, 

Is honourable vigilance. Sab. You do well, 

My moſt officions Inſtruments of State ; 

Men of all uſes : Drag me hence, away. 

The year is well begun, and I fall fit 

To be an Offering to Sejanus. Go. 

Op/. Cover him with his Garments, hide his Face. 
Sab. It ſhall not need. Forbear your rude aſſault, 
The fault's not ſhameful ; villany makes a fault. 


Macro, Caligula. 


Ir, but obſerve how thick your dangers meet 

In his clear drifts ! Your Mother, and your Brothets; 
Now citcd to the Senate ! Their Friend Gallas, 
Feaſted co day by Ceſar, lince committed ! 


. Sebinrs, here we met, hurryed to Fetters ! 


The Senators »Il ſtrook with fear and filence, 
Save thoſe whoſe hopes depend not on good means, 
Bur force their private Prey from publick Spoil ! 
And you muſt know, if here you ſtay, your State 
Is ſure to be the Subject of his hate, 
As now the Obje&. Cal. What would you adviſe me? 
Mac. 'To go for Capree preſently : and there 
Give. up your ſelf entirely to your Uncle. 
Tell Ceſar (tince your Mother is accus'd 
To fly tor ſuccours to Auguſt Statue, 
And to the Army, with your Brethren) you 
Hare rather choſe, to place your aids in him, 
Than live ſuſpeRted ; or in hourly fear 
To be thruſt out, by bold Sejanw's Plots : 
Which, you ſhall confidently urge to be 
Moſt full of peril to the State, and Ceſar, 
As being laid to his peculiar ends, 
And not to be let run with common ſafety. 
All which (upon the ſecond) Il make plain, 
So both ſhall love and cruſt with Ceſar gain. 
Cal. Away then, let's prepare us tor our Journey, 


Arruntiut. 


Till, doſt thou ſuffer Heav'n ? will no Flame, 
No heat of Sin, make thy juſt wrath to boil 
In thy diltemp'red Boſom, and o'reflow 


—_— 


The Pitchy blazes of Impicty, 

Kindled beneath thy Throne ? Still canſt thou ſleep, 
Patient, while Vice doth make an antick Face 

At thy dread power, and blow Duſt and Smoke 

Into thy Noltrils? Fove, will nothing wake thee ? 
Muſt vile Sejanzs pull thee by the Beard, j 
Ere thou wilt open thy Black-lidded Eye, 

And look lym dead ? Well | Snore on dreaming Gods. 
And let this laſt of that proud Giant-race, 

Heave Mountain upon Mountain, 'gainſt your State— 
Be good unto nie, Fortune and you Powers, 

Whom 1, expoſtulating, have prophan'd ; 

I ſee (what's equal with a Prodigy) 

A great, a noble Romen, and an honeſt, 

Live an old Man! O, Marcws Lepidus, 

When is our turn to bleed? Thy elf and I 

(Without our boaſt) are a*moſt all the few 

Left ro be honeſt in theſe impious times. 


Lepidus, Arruntins. 


1.94 Hat we are left to be, we will be, Lucius, 

Though Tyranny did ſtare as wide «..Death ; 

To fright us from it. Arr. *T hath fo on Sabin. 
Lep. I ſaw him now drawn from the Gemonies, 

And (what increas'd the direneſs of the Fat) 

His faithful Dog (upbraiding all us Romans) 

Never forſook the Corps, but, ſeeing it thrown 

Into the -Stream, leap'd in, and drownd with it. 
Arr. O a& ! to be envi'd him of us Men ' 

We are the next, the Hook lays hold on, Marcus : 

What are thy Arts) good Patriot, teach them me) 

That have preſerv'd thy Hairs to this white dye, 

And kept fo reverend and fo dear a Head, 

Safe, on his comely Shoulders ? Lep. Arts, Arruntias ? 

\None, but the plain and paſlive forticude, 

To ſuffer and be ſilent ; never ſtretch 

Theſe Arms againſt the Torrent; live at home, 

With my own thoughts, and innocence about me, 

Not tempting the Wolves Jaws : theſe are my Arts. 
Arr. 1 would begin to ſtudy 'em, if I choughe 

They would ſecure me. May 1 pray to Fove, 


| In ſecret, and beſafe? I, or aloud ? 


With open wiſhes ? ſo I do not mention : 

Tiberis or Sejanus ? yes I muſt, 

It I ſpeak out. *Tis hard, that. May I think, 
nd not be rackt? What danger is't to dream ? 

Talk in ones fleep ? or cough ? who knows the Law ? 

May I ſhake my Hz2:4 without a Comment ? ſay 

It rains, or it holds up, and not be thrown 

Upon the Gemonies? Theſe now are things, 

Whereon Mens fortune, yea their fate depends, 

Nothing hath priviledg *gainſt the violent car. 

No place, no day, no hour (we ſee) is free 

(Not our religious and moſt ſacred times) 

From ſome one kind of cruelty : all matter, 

Nay all occaſion pleaſeth. Mad-mens rage, 

The idleneſs of Drunkards, Womens nothing, 

Jeſters ſimplicity, all, all is good 

That can be catche at. Nor is now th' event 

Of any Perſon, or for any Crime, 

To be expected ; for, 'tis always one : 

Death, with ſome little difference of place, 

Or time— what's this ? Prince Nero, guarded ? 


Laco, Nero, Lepidus, Arruntias. 


N, Lifors, keep your way : My Lords, forbear. 
On pain of Ceſar's wrath, no Man attempt 
Speech with the Priſoner. Ner. Noble Friends be ſafe : 
To loſe your ſelves for words, were as vain hazard, 
| As unto me ſmall comfort : Fare you well. 
| Would all Rome's ſufferings in my face did dwell. 


Lae. Liffors, 


SCeJanus. I 43 


Lac. Lidtors, away. Lep. Where goes he, Laco? Lac. Sir, 
H2's baniſh'd into Pontia by the Senate, 

Arr. Do' I ſee, and hear, and feell ? May I eruſt Senſe? 
Oc doth my Phant'ſie form it ? Lep. Where's his Brother ? 
Lac. Druſir is Priſoner in the Palace. Arr. Ha ? 

I ſmell ir now : 'tis rank. Where's Agrippina 7 

Lac. The Princeſs is contin'd to | 4, ate 

Arr. Bolts, Vulcan ; bolts, for Fowe | Phezbus, thy Bow 3 
Stern Mars, thy Sword ; and blue-ey'd Maid, thy Spear ; 
Thy Club, Alcides : all the Armory 
Ot Heaven is coo little! Ha? to guard 
The Gods, I meant. Fine, rare diſpatch ! This ſame 
Was ſ{wittly born : contin'd, impriton'd, baniſh'd ? 
Moſt tripartite! 'The cauſe, Sir ? Lac. Treaſon. Arr. O: 
The Complement of all accuſfings? that 
Will hit, when all elſe fails. Lep. This turn is ſtrange! 
But yeſterday, the People would nor hear 
Far If objected, but cry'd Cz/ar's Letters 
Were falſe and forg'd that all theſe Plots were malice: 
And that the ruin of the Princes Houſe 
Was practis'd *gainſt his knowledge. Where are now 
Their Voices? now, that they behold his Heirs 
Lock'd up, diſgrac'd, led into exile? Arr. Huſh'd. 
Drown'd in their Bellies. Wild Sejanas breath 
Hath, like a Whirl-wind, ſcatter'd that poor Duſt, 
With this rude blaſt. We'll calk no Treaſon, Sir, 

| He turns to Laco and the reſt. 

If that be it you ſtand tor. Fare you well. 
We have no need of Horſe-leeches. Good Spy, 
Now you are ſpy'd, be gone. Lep. | fear you wrong him. 
He has the Voyce to be an honeſt Reman. 

Arr. And truſted to this Office ? Lepidas, 
I'll ooner truſt Greek Sinon, than a Man 
Our State employs. He's gone : and being gone, 
I dare tell you (whom I dare better truſt) 
'That our night-ey'd Tiberims doth not ſee 
His Minions drifts ; or, if he do, he's not 
So errant ſubtil, as we Fools do take him : 
To breed a Mungrel up, in his own Houſe, 
With his own Blood, and (it the good Gods pleaſe) 
Act his own Throat, fleſh him, to take a leap. 
I do not beg it, Heav*n : but, if the Fates 
Grant it thele Eyes, they muſt not wink. Lep. They muſt 
Not fee it, Lucizs. Arr. Who ſhould let 'em ? Lep. Zeal, 
And Duty ; with the thought he is our Prince, 

Arr. He is our Monſter : forteiced to Vioe 

So far, as no rackt Vertue can redeem him. 

His lothed Perſon fouler than all Crimes : 

An Emp'ror, only in his Luſts. Retir'd 

(From all regard of his own Fame, or Rome's) 
Into an obſcure HMland 3 where he lives 

(Acting his Tragedies with a Comick Face) 

Amidſt his rout of Cheldees : ſpending Hours, 

Days, Weeks, and Months, in the unkind abuſe 
Of grave Aſtrology, to the bane of Men, 

Caſting the ſcope of Mens Nativiries, 

And having found oughe worthy in their Fortune, 
Kill, or precipitate them in the Sea, 

And boaſt, he can mock Fate. Nay, muſe not ; theſe 
Are far from ends of Evil, ſcarce degrees. 

He hath his Slaughter-houſe, at Capree 3 

Where he doth ſtudy murder, as an Art : 

And they are deareſt in his grace, that can 

Deviſe the deepeſt Tortures. 'Thither, too, 

He hath his Boys, and beauteous Girls tane up, 
Out of our nobleſt Houſes, the beſt form'd, 

Beſt nurtur'd, and moſt modeſt : what's their good, 
Serves to provoke his bad. Some are allur'd, 
Some threatned ; others (by their Friends detaind) 
Are raviſh'd hence, like Caprtivez, and, in fight 
Of their moſt grieved Parents, dealt away 

Unto his Spintries, Sellaries, and Slaves, 

Maſters of ſtrange and new-commented Lufts, 

For which wiſe Nature hath not lett a Name. 


COU 


To this (what molt ſtrikes us, and bleeding Reme,) 
He is, with all his Craft, become the Ward 
To his own Vaſſal, a ſtale Catzmite : 
Whom he (upon our low and ſuffering Necks) 
Hath rais'd, from Excremenc, to ſide the Gods, 
And have his proper Sacrifice in Rome : 
Which Fove beholds, and yet will ſooner rive 
A ſenflels Oak wich Thunder than his Trunok. 
Laco, Pomponins, Minutins, Terentius, [ To them; 
TRE Letters make Mn doubtful what e* expect, 
Whether his coming, or his death. Pom. Troth, both : 
And which comes ſooneſt, thank the Gods for. ( Arr. Liſt, 
Their talk is Ceſar 3 I would hear all Voyces.) 
Mm. One day, he's well ; and will return to Reme : 
The next day, tick ; and knows not when to hope it. 
Lac. True, and to day, one of Sejanzs's Friends 
Honour'd by ſpecial Writ 3 and on the morrow 
Another puniſh'd—— Pom. By more ſpecial writ. 
Mm. This Man receives his Praiſes of Sejanzs ; 
A ſecond bur flight mention ; a third none: 
A tourth rebukes. And thus he leaves the Senare 
Divided, and ſuſpended, all uncertain. 
Lac. Theſe torked tricks, 1 underſtand 'em not, 
Would he would tell us whom he loves or hates, 
That we might follow, wichoue fear or doubr. 
(Arr. Good Helictrope ! Is this your honelt Man ? 
Ler him be yours fo ſtill. He is my Knave.) 
Pom. I cannot tell, Sejanns ſtill gocs on, 
And mounts we fze ; New Statues arc advanc'd, 
Freſh leaves of Titles, large Inſcriptions read, 
His Fortune ſworn by, himſelf new gone ont 
Ce/ar's Colleague, in the fifth Conſul(hip, 
More Altars {moke.to him than all the Gods : 
What would we more? (Arr. That the dear Smoks 
would choak him, 
That would I more. Lep. Peace, good Arruntins.) 
Lac. but there are Letters come (they fay ) cv'n now, 
VVhich do forbid that laſt. Afim. Do you hear 1o ? 
Lac. Ycs. 
Pom, By Pollux, that's the worſt. (Arr. By Hercules, 
Min. 1 did not like the ſign when Regulzs, 
(VVhom all we know no Friend unto Sejanms) 
Did by Tiberius fo preciſe command, 
Succeed a Fellow in the Con!» : 
It boded ſomewhat. Pom. Nor a mote. His Partner, 
Fulciminxs Trio, is his own, and fure. 
Here comes Terent:ius. He can give us more. 
[Tu whiſper with Terentius, 
Lep. I'll ne're believe, hut Ceſar hath ſome ſcent 
Ot bold Sejanus footing. Theie crofs Points 
Ot varying Letters, and oppoling Cons, 
Mingling his Honours and his Puniſhments, 
Fayning now ill, now well, rayiing Sejanw, 
And then deprething him, (as now of late 
In all reports we have ir) cannot be 
Empty of Practice : 'Tis T:iberius's Art. 
For (having tound his Favourite grown too great, 
And with his greatneſs ſt: ong ; that all the Soldiers 
Are, with their Leaders, made at his devorion ; 
That almoſt all the Senate arc his Creatures, 
Or hold on him their main dependances, 
Eicher tor benetit, or hope, or tear ; 
And that himſclt hath loft much of his own, 
By parting unto him z and by th increaſe 
Of his rank Luſts and Rages quite difarm d 
Himtelt of love, or rather publick means, 
To dare an open Conteſtation) 
His ſubtiley hach chote this doubling Line, 
To hold him even in : not fo to tear him, 
As wholly put him out, and yer give check 
Unto his farther boldazis. In mcan time, 
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By his Employments, makes him odious 

Unto the itaggering rout, whoſe aid (in fine) 

He hopes to uſe, as ſure, who (when they ſway) 

Bear down, o're-turn all Objects in their way. 

Arr. You may be a Lincens, Lepidus ; yet, 1 
See no ſuch cauſe, but that a politick Tyran 
(Who can fo well diſguiſe it) ſhould have tane 
A nearer way : fain'd honeſt, and come home 
To cut his Throat, by Law. Lep. I, but his fear 
Would ne're be maſqu'd, all-be his Vices were. 

Poms. His Lordſhip chen is ſtill in grace ? Ter. Aſſure you, 
Never in more, either of Grace or Power. 

Pom. The Gods are wiſe and juſt. ( Arr. The Fiends they 
To ſuffer thee bely 'em ?) Ter. I have here [ are- 
His laſt and preſent Letters, where he writes him 
The Partner of his cares, and his Sejanus 

Lac. Bur is that true, it is prohibited 
To ſacrifice unto him ? Ter. Some ſuch thing 
Ceſar makes ſcruple of, but forbids it not 3 
No more than to himſelf: fays, he could wiſh 
It were forborn toall. Lac. Is it no other ? 

Ter. No other, on my truſt. For your more ſurety, 
Here is that Letter too. (Arr. How eaſily, 

Do wretched Men believe, what they would have! 

Loo ks this like a Plot ? Lep. Noble Arruntins ſtay.) 
Lac. He names him here without his Titles. (Lep. Note. 
Arr. Yes, and come off your notable Fool. I will.) 
Lac, No other than Sejanus. Pom. That's but haſte 

In him that writes. Here he gives large amends. 

Mar. And with his own hand written? Pom. Yes. Lac. 

Indeed ? 

Ter. Believe it, Gentlemen, Sejanus's Breaſt 
Never receiv'd more full contenements in, 

Than at this preſext. Pow. Takes he well th' eſcape 

Of young Caligula, with Macro? Ter. Faith, 

Ar the firſt Air it ſomewhat troubled him. 

(Lep. Obſerve you ? Arr. Nothing, Riddles. Till I ſee 
Sejanus ſtruck, no found thereof ſtrikes me.) 

Pem. 1 like it not. I muſe h* would not attempt 
Somewhat againſt him in the Ceonſulſhip, 

Seeing the People 'gin to favour him. 

Ter. He doth repent it, now ; but h' has employ'd 
Papgonians aſter him : and he holds 
That corre{pondence there, with all that are 
Neer about Ceſar, as no thought can paſs 
Without his knowledge, thence in act to front him. 

Pom. I gratulate the news. Lac. But how comes Macro 
So in truſt and favour with Caligula ? 

Pom. O Sir, he has a Wite; and the young Prince 
An Appetite : he can look up and ſpy 
Flies in the Roof, when there are Fleas i' Bed : 

And hath a learned Noſe to aſſure his ſleeps. 

Who to be favour'd of the riſing Sun, 

Would not lend little of his waning Moon ? 

"Tis the fafeſt Ambition. Noble Terentins. 

Ter. The night grows faſt upon us. At your Service. 


CHORU S——Of Muvuſicians. 
: A@t V. 
Sejanus. 


Well, ſwell, my joys : and faint not to declare 
Your ſelves as ample as your Caules are. 
1 did not live till npw ; this my firlt hower: 
Wherein I ſee my thoughts reach'd by my power. 
Buc this, and gripe my wiſhes. Great and high, 
The World knows only two, that's Rome and I. ; 
Myv Rool receives me not ; *tis Air I cread : 
And, at cach ſtep, I feel my advanced Head 
Knozk out a Star in Heav'n ! Reard to this height, 
All my dztires ſzem modeſt, poor and ſlight, 


1 


That did before ſound impudent : *Tis Place, 

Not Blood, diſcerns the noble and the baſe. 

Is there not ſomething more than to be Ceſar ? 
Muſt we reſt there? it irks t' have come fo far, 
To be fo neer a ſtay. Caligula, 

Would thou ſtoodſt ſtiff, and many in our way. 
Winds loſe their _ when they do empty fly, 
Unmet of Woods or Buildings ; great Fires dye, 
That want their matter to withſtand them : fo, 

It is our grief and will be our loſs, to know 

Our Power ſhall want Oppoſites 3 unleſs 

The Gods by mixing in the Cauſe would bleſs 

Our Fortune with their Conqueſt. That were worth 
Sejanus trite ; durſt fates bur bring it forth. 


Terentins, Sejanus. 


Qi=y, to great Sejanus. Serj. Now, Terent ins ? 
Ter. Hears not my Lord the wonder ? Sej. Speak it, 
Ter. 1 mext it violent in the Peoples Mguths, [no. 
Who run in routs to Pompey's Theatre, CE 
To view your Statue : which they ſay ſendsYforth 
A Smoke as from a Furnace black and dreadful. 
Sej. Some Traitor hath put Fire in: (you, go ſee) 
And let the Head be taken off, to look 
What *tis— Some Slave hath practis'd an impoſture, 
To ſtir the People. How now ? why return you ? 
Satrius, Natta. | To them 
'He Head, my Lord, already is tane off, 
] faw it : and at op'ning there leapt out 
A great and monſtrous Serpent ! Se. | Few A ! why, 
Had it a Beard, and Horns? no Heart ? a Tongue 
Forked as Flattery ? looke it of the hue, 
To ſuch as live in great Mens Boſoms 2 was 
The Spitit of it Macro's ? Nat. May it pleaſe 
The moſt Divine Sejanw, in my days, 
(And by his facred Fortune, I affirm it) 
I have not ſeen a more extended, grown, 
Foul, ſpotted, venemous, ugly—— Sej. O, the Fatcs ! 
What a wild muſter's here ot Attributes, 
T* expreſs a Worm a Snake ? Ter. But how that ſhould 
Come there, my Lord ! Se. VVhat ! and you too, 
 Terentins ? 
I think you mean to mak't a Prodigy 
In your reporting ? Ter. Can the wiſe Sejanus 
Think Heav'n hath meant it leſs ? Sej. O, ſuperſtition ! 
VVhy, then the falling of our Bed, that brake 
This Morning, burd'ned with the populous weight 
Of our expecting Clients, to ſalute us ; 
Or running of the Cat, betwixr our Legs, 
As we ſet forth unto the Capite/, 
VVere Prodigies. Ter. I think them ominous ! 
And, would they had not hapned. As, to day, 
The fate of ſome your Servants ! who, declining 
Their way, not able, for the throng, to follow, 
Slipt down the Gemonies, and brake their Necks! 
ſides, in taking your laſt augury, 
No proſperous Bird appear'd, but croking Ravens 
Flag'd up and down: and from the Sacrifice 
Flew to the Priſon, where they fate all night, 
Beating the Air with their obſtreperous Beaks ! 
I dare not counſel, but I could entreat, 
That great Sejanus would attempt the Gods, 
Once more with Sacrifice. Sej. V Vhat excellent Fools 
Religion makes of Men ? Believes Terentizs, 
(If theſe were dangers, as I ſhame to think them) 
The Gods could change the certain courſe of Fate ? 
Or, if they could they would (now in a Moment) 
For a Bceves Far, or [6 be brib'd © invert 
Thoſe long Decrees ? Then think the Gods like Flics, 
Are to be taken with the ſteam of Fleſh, 


Or Blood, diffus'd about their Altars : think 
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Their power as cheap as I eſteem it mall. 

Ot gr ts throng that fill th Olympian Hall, 

And (withour pity) lade poor Atlas back, 

I know not that one Deity, but Fortune 3 | 

To whom 1 would throw up in begging lmoke, 
One Grane of Incenſe : or whoſe Ear Id buy 
With thus much Oyl. Her, 1, indeed, adore 3 
And keep her grateful Image in my Houſe, 
Sometimes belonging to a R:man King, 

But now call'd mine, as by che berrer ſtile : 

To her I care nor, if (tor — : 

Your ſcrupulous Phant'ſies) I go offer. Bid 

Oar Prieſt prepare us Honey, Milk, and Poppy, 
His maſculine Odours, and Night-veſtments: ſay, 
Our Ritcs are inſtant, which perform'd, you'll ſee 
How vain and worthy laughter your fears be. 


Cotta, Pomponits. 


Omponirs ! whither in ſuch ſpeed ? Poms. I go 
Pr: give my Lord Sejanus notice—— Cot. What ? 
Pow. Of Macro. Cor. Is he come? Pom. Entred 
but nov 
The Houſe of Regulus, Cor. The oppoſite Conſul ? 
Pem. Some halt hour fince. 
Cot. And, by night too | ſtay, vir3 
['ll bear you company. Pom. Along then—— 


Macro, Regulus, Laco. 


T2 Ceſar's will to have a _— Senate ; 
And therefore muſt your Edict lay deep mult 
On ſuch as ſhall be abſence. Reg. So it doth. 
Bear it my fellow Conſul ro ad{cribe. 
Mac. And tell him it muſt early be proclaim'd ; 
The place Apollo's Temple. Reg. That's remembred. 
Mac. And at what hour? Reg. Yes. Mac. You do forget 
To ſend one for the Proveft of the Watch ? 
Reg. I have not : here he comes. Mac. Gracinus Laco, 
You're a Friend molt welcom : by and by, 
I'll fpeak with you. (You muſt procure this Liſt 
Of the Pretorian Cohorts, with the names 
Ot the Cenrurions and their Tribunes. Reg. I.) 
Mae. I bring you Lecters and a Health trom Ceſar— 
Lac. vir, both come well. (Mac, And hear you with 
your note, 
Which are the Eminent Men, and moſt of Action. 
Reg. That ſhall be done you too.) Mac. Moſt worthy 
Laco, 
Ceſor falutes you. (Conſul! Death and Furies ! 
[ The Conſul goes out. 
Gone now ? the Argument will pleaſe you, Sir. 
(Hough ! Regulus? The anger of the Gods 
Follow his diligent Legs, and overtake 'em, 
In likeneſs of the Gout.) O, good my Lord, 
We lackt you preſent ; I would pray you fend 
Another to Fulcinius Trio, ſtraight, 
To tell him you will come, and ſpeak with him : 
(The matter we'll deviſe) to ſtay him there, 
While, I, with Laco do ſurvey the Watch. 
What are your ſtrengths, Gracinus ? Lac. Seven Cohorts. 
[| Goes out again. 
Aac. You ſee, what Ceſar writes : and ( 
gone again ? 
IT has fure a Vein of Mercury in his Feet) 
Knew you what ſtore of the Pretorian Soldiers 
oeganus holds, abour him, for his Guard ? 
Lac. I cannor the juſt number : bur, I think, 
Three Centurions. Mac. Three? good. Lac. At moſt not 
tour. 
Mac. And who be thoſe Centurions ? Lac. That the 
Con/u!l 
Can t&it deliver you. Mac. (When he's away : 
dpight on his nimble Induſtry.) Gracinus, 


[ Returns. 


You find what place you hold, there, in the truſt 
Of Royal Cz/ar ? Lac. I, and Iam Mac. Sir, 
The Honours there propos'd are but beginnings 
Of his great favours. Lac. They are more 
[ heard him ; 
When he did ſtudy what to add —— Lac. My Life, 
And all 1 hold Mac. Y ou were his ownir{t choice ; 
Which doth confirm as much as you can ſpeak : 
And will (if we ſucceed) make more—— Y our Guards 
Are ſeven Cohorts,you ſay ? Lac. Yes. Mac.Thoſe we muſt 
Hold ſtill in rcadinels and undiſcharg'd. 
Lac. T underſtand fo much. But how it can —— 
Mac. Be done without ſuſpicion, you'll objeR ? 
Reg. What's that ? Lac. The keeping of che Watch 
in Arms, | Return. 
When Morning comes. Mac. The Senate ſhall be mer, 
and ſer ; 
So early in the Temple, as all mark 
Of that will be avoided. Reg. If we need, 
We have Commitſkon, to potſeſs the Palace, 
Enlarge Prince Druſs, and make him our chief. 
Mac.(That ſecret would have burnt his reverend mouth, 
Had he not ſpit it out, now:) by the Gods, 
You carry things too——Ler me borrow' a Man, 
Or two, to bear theſe—— That of freeing Dru/«s, 
Ceſar projected as the laſt and utmoſt ; 
Not elſe to be remembred. Reg. Here are Servants. 
Mac. Theſe to Arruntias, thele to Lepidus. 
This bear to Corra, this to Latiaris. 
It they demand yo' of me: ſay, I have tane 
Freſh Horſe, and am departed. You (my Lord) 
To your Colleague, and be you ſure, to hold him 
With long narration of the new freſh Favours, 
Meant to Sejanus, his great Patron; I, 
With truſted Laco, here, are for the Guards: 
Then, to divide. For, night hath many Eyes, 
VVhereof, though moſt do fleep, yer ſome are Spies. 


Mac. 


Precones, Flamen, Miniſtri, Sejanus, Terentins, $a 
trius, &C. 


E all profane far hence ; Fly, fly far of: 
Be abſent far ; far hence be all profane 
Fla. We have been faulty, but repent us now, 
And bring pure Hands, pure Veſtments and pure Minds. 
[ Tub. Tib. Theſe ſound while the Flamen waſheth. 
Mi. Pure Veſſels. Min. And pare Offerings. Min. Gar- 
lands pure. x he 
Fla.Beſtow your Garland: : and (with reverence) place 
The Vervin on the Altar. Prax. Fawour your tongues. 
Fla. Great Mother Fortune, Queen of buman Stare, 
Rettreſs of Attiong Arbitreſs of Fate, | 
To whom all ſway, all Power, all Empire bowes, 
Be preſent, and propitions to our Vows. 
Prez. Favour it with your Tongues. 
Min. - Be preſent, and propitions to cur Vows. 
Accept our Offering, and be plear'd great Goddeſs. 
Ter. See, fee, the Image ſtirs! Sar. And turns away ! 
| While they ſound again, the Flamen takes off the Ho- 
ney with his Finger, and taſtes, then miniſters to all 
the reſt : ſo of the Milk m an Earthen Veſſel, be deals 
about, which done, be ſprinkleth upon the Altar, Milk; 
then impoſeth the Honey, and kindletb his Gums, and 
after cenſing about the Altar, placeth bis Cenſer there- 
on, into which they put ſeveral Branches of Poppy, and 
the Muſick ceaſing, proceeds. 
Nat. Fortune averts her Face! Fle. Avert, you Gods, 
The Prodigy. Scill ! ſtill ! Some pious Rite 
We have negleted. Yet ! Heav'n, be appeas'd. 
And be all Tokens falſe or void, that ſpeak 
Thy preſent Wrath. Sej. Be thou dumb, fcrupulous Prieſt: 
And gather up _ with cheſe thy VV ares, 
VVhich I, in ſpighe of thy blind Miſtreſs, or 
Thy juggling Myſtery, —_ throw _ 
us, 
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Thus ſcorned on the Earth. Nay, hold thy look 
Averted, till I woe thee, turn again ; 

And thou ſhalr ſtand to all Poſterity, _ 

THh' eternal game and laughter with thy Neck 
Writh'd to thy Tail, like a ridiculous Car, 

Avoid theſe Fumes, theſe ſuperſtitious Lights, 
And all theſe cosning Ceremonies: you, 

Your pure and ſpiced Conſcience. I, the Slave, 
And mock of Fools, (ſcorn on my worthy Head) 
That have been ticled and ador'd a God, 

Yea ſacrific'd unto my ſelf, in Rome, 

No lefs than Feve : and I be brought to do 

A peeviſh Gigglor, Rites: Perhaps the thought 
And ſhame of that, made Fortune turn her Face, 
Knowing her ſelf the leſſer Deity, 

And but my Servant. Baſhful Queen, if ſo, 
S:janus thanks thy modeſty. Who's that ? 


Pomponius, Sejanus, Minutius, &C. 


Ts Fortune ſuffers, till he hears my news : 

I have waited here too long. Macro, my Lord— 

Sej. Speak lower and withdraw. 

Ter. Are theſe things true? . 

Min. Thouſands are gazing at it in the Streets. 

Sej. What's that ? Ter. Mimutins tells us here, my Lord, 
That, a new Head being fer upon your Statue, 
A Rope is ſince found wreath'd about it | and, 
But now a fiery Meteor in the Form 
Of a great Ball was ſeen to rowl along 
The troubled Air, where yet it hangs unperfed, 
The amazing wonder of the Multitude ! 

Sej. No more. That Macro's comt, is more than all! 

Ter. Is Macrs come? Pom, I ſaw him. Ter. Where? 

with whom ? 

Pom. With Regulus. Sej. Terentius— Ter. My Lord? 

Sey. Send for the Tribunes, we will ſtraight have up 
More of the Soldiers for our Guard. AMinutins, 

We pray you, go for Cotta, Latiaris, 

Trio the Conſul, or what Senators 

You %now are ſure, and ours. You, my good Natta, 
For Laco, Proveſs of the Watch. Now Satrius, 
The time of Proof comes on. Arm all our Servants, * 
And without tumule. You, Pomponizs, 

Hold ſome good correſpondence with the Conſul, 
Attempt him noble Friend. Theſe things begin 
To look like dangers, now, worthy my fates. 
Fortune I ſee thy worſt : Let doubttul States, 

And things uncertain hang upon thy will : 

Me fareft death ſhall render certain ſtill. 

Yet, why is now my thought turn'd coward death, 
Whom tates have let go on, 1o far in breath, 
Unchecke or unreprov'd ? I, that did help 

To fell the lofty Cedar ef the World, 

Germanicus ; that at one ſtroke cut down 

Druſus that upright Elm ; witherd his Vine ; 

Laid Silius and Sabinus, two ſtrong Oaks, 

Flat on the Earth; belides thoſe other ſhrubs, 

Cerdas and Sofia, Claudia, Pulcbra, 

Furnius and Gallus, which I have grub'd up; 

And iince, have fet my Ax fo ſtrong and deep 

inro the Root of ſpreading Agrippina; 

Lopt off, and ſcatter'd her proud Branches, Nero, 
Druſus and Caius too, although re-planted ; 

If you will, Deſtinies that atter all, 

I taine now ere I touch my Period ; 

You are but cruel ; and I already have done 
"Things great enough. All Kome hath been my Slave 3 
The Senate fate an idle looker on, 

And witneſs of my power ; when I have bluſt'd 
More to command than it to ſuffer ; all 

The Father; have fate ready and pre ar'd, 

To give me Empire, Temples, or their Throats, 
VM hen 1 would ak 'em ; and (what Crowns the top) 


Rome, Senate, People, all the World have ſeen 
fove, but my equal : Ceſar, but my ſecond. 

Tis then your malice, Fates, who (but your own) 
Envy and fear t have any power long known. 


Terentins, Tribunes. 
g's” here : I'll give his Lordſhip, you are come. 
[ T hey confer their 


Minutins, Cotta, Latiaris. Letters. 


Arcus Terentius, *pray you tell my Lord, 
Here's Cotta, and Latiaris, Ter. vir, 1 ſhall. 
Cor, My Letter is the very ſame with yours ; 
Only requires me to be preſent chere, 
And give my Voice to ſtrengthen his deſign. 
Lat. Nafnes he not whart it is * Cos, No, nor to you. 
Lat.Tis ſtrange and fingular and doubttul! Cor. 4 it 1s, 
It may be all is left to Lord Sejanus. 


Natta, Laco. [ To them, 


Entlemen, where's my Lord? Tri. We wait him here. 


= The Provoſt Laco ? what's the news ? Lat. My 
'' 


Sejanus. 


[To them. 


NB” my right, dear, noble, and truſted Friends ; 
How much I am a captive to your kindneſs ! 
Moſt worthy Cotte, Latiaris, Laco, 
Your valiant hand ; and Gentlemen your loves. 
I wiſh I could divide my ſelf unto you ; 
Or that it lay within our narrow Powers, 
To ſatisfie for ſo enlarged Bounty. 
Gracinus, We muſt pray you, hold your Guards 
Unquit when Morning comes. Saw you the Conſul ? 
Mn. Trio will preſently be here, my Lord. 
Cor. They are but giving order for x & Edie, 
To warn the Senate. Sej. How ! the Senate? Lat. Yes. 
This Morning in Appolls's Temple. Cor. We 
Are charg'd by Letter to be there, my Lord. 
Sej. By Letter ? pray you let's fee! Lat. Knows not 
his Lordſhip ! 
Cor. It ſeems ſo! Sej. A Senate warn'd ? without my 
know 2 
And on this ſudden ? Senators by Letters 
Required to be there ! who brought theſe ? Cot. Macro. 
Sej. Mine Enemy ! And when ? 
Cor. This Mid-night. Se. Time, : 
Wich ev'ry other Circumitance, doth give. 
It hath-ſome ſtrein of engin in't ! How now ? 


Satrius, Sejanus, 8C. 


Y Lord, Sertorizs Macro is without, 
Alone, and prays t' have private Conference 
In buſineſs of high nature with your Lordſhip, 
(He ſays to me) and which regards you muc 
Sej.Let him come here. Sar.Better, my Lord, withdraw, 
You will betray what ſtore and ſtrength of Friends 
Are now about you j; which he comes to ſpy. 
Sej. Is he not arm'd? Sar. We'll ſearch him. Se. No, 
but take, 
And lead him to ſome room where you conceal'd, 
May keep a Guard upon us, Noble Laco, 
You are our truſt ; and, till our own Cohorts 
Can be brought up, your ſtrengths muſt be our Guard. 
Now, good Minutizs hononr'd Latiaris, 
[ He ſalutes them humbly. 
Moſt worthy and my moſt unwearied Friends : 
I return inſtantly. Lat. Moſt worthy Lord : 
Cor. His Lordſhip is tucn'd inſtant kind, me _—_ 
* have 


aVe 
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| have nor obſerv'd ic in him, heretofore. 

Tri. 1. *Tis true, and it becomes him nobly. Min. I 
Am rapt withal. Tr. >. By Mars, he has my Lives, 
(Were they a Million) for this only grace. 

Lac. I, and to name a Man ! Lat. As he did me: 

Min. And me! Lat. Who would not ſpend his Life and 

- Fortunes, 

To purchaſe but the look of ſuch a Lord ? 
Lac. He, that would nor be Lords fool, nor the Worlds. 


Sejanm, Macro. 


Acro | moſt welcom, as moſt coveted Friend ! 
Let me enjoy my longings. When arriv'd you? 
Mac, About che noon of night. Sej. Satrins, give 
leave. 
Mac. I have been, ſince I came, with both the Conſu!s, 
On a particular delign trom Cz/ar. 
Sej. How fares it with our Great and Royal Maſter ? 
Mac. Right plentifully well ; as, with a Prince, 
Thar ſtill holds out the great proportion 
Of his large Favours, where his Judgment hath 
Made once divine Ele&tion : like the God 
That wants not, nor is wearicd to beſtow 
Where merit meets his Bounty, as it doth 
In you, already the moſt happy, and ere 
The Sun hall climb the South, molt high Sejanas. 
Ler not my Lord be amus'd. For, to this end 
Was | by Cz/ar ſent tor to the Ile, 
Wich ſpecial caution to conceal my Journey ; 
And, thence had my diſpatch as privately 
Again to Keme; cliarg'd to come here by night 3 
And only to the Con/u/s make naration 
Of his great purpole ; that che benefir 
Might come more full, and ſtriking by how much 
It was le(s looke tor, or afpir'd by you, 
Or leaſt intormed to the common Thought. 
S-j. What may this be ? part of my felt dear Macro, 
It good ſpeak out; and ſhare with your Sejanz. 
Mac. It bad I ſhould for ever loath my felt 
To be the: Mzfſenger to fo good a Lord. 
I do exceed m' Inſtructions to acquaint 
Your Lordſhip with thus much ; but *ris my venture 
On your retentive Wiſdom : and becauſe 
I would no jealous ſcruple ſhould moleſt 
Or rack your peace of thought, For I aſſure 
My noble Lord, no Senator yet knows 
The buſineſs meant : though all by ſeveral Letters 
Are warned to be there, and give their Voyces, 
Only to add unto the State and Grace 
Of what is purpos'd. Sej. You take pleaſure Macro, 
Like a coy Wench, in torturing your Lover. 
What can be worth this ſuffering? Mac. That which 
The 7ribunicial Dignity and Power : (follows, 
Both which Se ans is to have this day 
Conterr'd upon him, and by publick Sepate. 
Sej. Fortune be mine again ; thou halt ſatisfied 
For thy ſuſpected Loyalty. Mac. My Lord, 
I have no longer time, the day approacheth, 
And I muſt back to Ceſar. Sej. Where's Caligula? 
Mac. That I forgot to tell your Lordſhip. Why, 
He lingers yonder about Capree, 
Diſgrac'd ; Tiberims hath not ſeen him yet: 
He needs would thruſt himſelt to go with me, 
Againſt my wiſh or will, but I have quirted 
His forward trouble, with as tardy notre 
As my negle& or filence could afford him. 
Your Lordſhip cannot now command me ought, 
Becaute I rake no knowledge that I ſaw you, 
Bur I ſhall boaſt to live to tferve your Lordſhip ; 
And fo take leave. Sej. Honeſt and worthy Macro, 
Your love and friendſhip. Who's there ? Satrixe, 
Attend my honourable Friend forth. O! | 
How vain and vile a Pafſion is this fear ? 


| What baſe uncomly things it makes Men do ? 
Suſpect their nobleſt Friends, (as I did this) 
Flatter poor Enemies, intreat their Servants, 
Stoop, court, and catch at the Benevolence 

Of Creatures, unto whom (within this hour) 

I would not have vouchſaf*d a quarter-look, 

Or piece of Face? By you that Fools call Gods, 
Hang all the Sky with your prodigious Signs, 

Fill Earch wich Monſters, drop the Scorpion down, 
Our of che Zodiack, or the fiercer Lyon, 

Shake off che looſned Glob from her long Hing, 
Row!l all the World in darkneſs, and let looſe 

The —_— Winds to turn up Groves and Towns 3 
When I do fear again, let me be ſtruck 

With forked Fire, arid unpittyed dye : 

Who fears is worthy of Calamity. 


Pomponins, Regulus, Trio, [ To the reſt. 
P not my Lord here? Ter. Sir, he will be ſtraight. 
Cot. What news, Fulcinius Trio ? 

Tri. Good, good Tidings. | 

(Bur keep ic to your ſelf) my Lord Sejanus 

Is to receive this day in open Senate 

The Tribunicial Dignity. Cot. Is't true ? 

(Tri. No words; not to your thought : but, Sir,believe it. 
Lat. What ſays the Conſul ? Cor. (Speak it not again,) 
He tells me, that to day my Lord Sejanus —— 

Tri. I muſt entreat you Citra, on your honour 

Not to reveal it. Cot. On my Life, Sir.) Lat. Say. 

Cor. Is to receive the Tribunicial Power. 

But as you are an honourable Man, 

Let me conjure you, not to utter it : 

For it is truſted to me with that Bond. 

Lat. | am Harpoerates. Ter. Can you aſſure it ? 

Pom. The Con/ul told it me, bur keep it cloſe. 

Min. Lord Latiaris, what's the news ? Lar. Tl tell you, 
Bur you muſt ſwear to keep ic ſecret 


Sejanus. 


Knew the Fates had on their Diſtaff left 

More of our Thread, than fo. Reg. Hail great Sejanas. 

Tri. Hail the moſt honour'd. 

Cor. Happy. Lat. High Sejanw. 

Sej. Do you bring Prodigies too ? Tri. May all prefage 

Turn to thoſe fair Effe&s, whereof we bring 

Your Lordſhip news. Keg. May't pleaſe my Lord withdraw. 

Sej. Yes (l will ſpeak with you anon.) Ter. My Lord 
To ſome that ſtand by. 

Whare is your pleaſure for the Tribunes? Sej. Why, 

Let *em be thank and ſent away. Min. My Lord— 

Lac. Wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip to command me—— 

Sej. No. You are troublefom. | 

Min. The mood is chang'd. Tri. Not ſpeak ? 

Tri. Nor look ? Lac. I. Heis wife, will make him Friends 

Ot ſuch who never love, but for their ends. 


[ To them. 


Arruntins, Lepidms. [ Divers other Senators 


paſſing by them. 


, Go, make haſte; take heed you be not laſt 
To render your Al hail in the wide Hall 
Of huge Sejenxs : run a Liftors pace : 
Stay not to put your Robes on ; but away, 
With the pale troubled Enſigns of _ great Friendſhip 
Stampt i” your Face |! Now Marcus Lepidas, 
You {till believe your former augury ? 
Sejanus mult go downward ? you perceive 
His wane approaching faſt ? Lep. Believe me, Laciws, 
[ wonder at this riſing ! Arr. 1, and that we 
Muſt give our ſuffrage co ic ? you will ſay, 
It is co make his fall more ſteep and grieyous ? 
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It may be fo. But think it, they that can 
With idle wiſhes '1fay to bring back tine ; 
In caſes deſperate, all hope is Crime. 
See, ſte! what Troops of his officious Friends 
Flock to ſalute my Lord ! and ſtart before 
My great proud Lord ! to get a Lord-like nod! 
Atrend my Lord unto the Senate-houle : 
Bring back my Lord ! like ſervile uſhers, make 
Way for my Lord ! proclaim his Idol Lordſhip, 
More than ten Cryers, or fix noiſe of Trumpets ! 
Make Legs, kiſs Hands, and take a ſcatter'd Hair 
From my Lords eminent Shoulder ! See, Sanquinize 
With hi- flow Belly, and his Dropſic ! look, 
What toyling haſte he makes! yer, hzre's another 
Rerarded with the Gout, will be afore him ! 
Ger thee Liburnian Porters, thou groſs Fool, 
To bear thy obſequious fatnels, like thy Peers. 
They are met | The Gout returns, and his great Carriage. 
Littors, Conſuls, Sejanns, &c. | Paſs over the Stage. 
Ay way, make place; room for the Conſul. San. Hail, 
Hail, great Sejanw. Hat. Hail, my honour'd Lord. 
Arr. We ſhall be markt anon, for our not-Hall. 
Lep. That is already done. Arr. It is a note 
Of upſtart greatneſs, to obſerve and watch 
For theſe poor Trifles, which the noble Mind 
Neglects and ſcorns. Lep. I, and they think chemſelves 
Deeply diſhonour'd, where they are omitted, 
As it they were Neceflities that helpt 
To the perfection of cheir Dignities : 
And hate the Men, that bur refrain *em. Arr. O'! 
There is a farther cauſe of hate. Their Breaſts 
Are guilcy, that we know their obſcure Springs, 
And bale beginnings : thence the anger grows. On. Follow. 


Alacro, Laco. 


Hen all are entred, ſhut the Temple Doors 3 
And bring your Guards up tothe Gate. Lac. I will. 
Mac. If you ſhall hear commotion in the Senate, 
Preſent your felt : and charge on any Man 
Shall offer ro come forth. Lac. I am inſtructed. 


The SENATE. 


Haterins, Trio, "Sanquinius , Cotta, Regulus , Sejants , 
Pompenins, Latiaris, Lepidns, Arruntius, Pracones, Lt 
fores. 


Ow well his Lordſhip looks to day ! 7ri. As if 
Hi: had been born, or made for this hours ſtate. . 
Cert, Your fellow Cen/ul's come about me-thinks? 
Tri. I, he is wiſe, San. Sejanm truſts him well, 
Tri, Sejann is a noble bounteous Lord. 
Hat. He is fo, and molt valiant. Lar. And moſt wile. 
Sex. He's every thing. Lat. Worthy of all, and more 
Than bounty can beltow. 7ri. This Dignity 
Will make him worthy. Pom. Above Ceſar. San. Tut, 
Ceſar is but the Rector of an itle, 
He of the Empire. Tri. Now he will have power 
More to reward than ever. Cor. Let us look 
We be nor ſlack in giving him our Voices. 
Lat. Not I. San. Nor [. Cor. The readier we ſeem 
To propagate his Honours, will more bind 
His Thoughts to ours. Har. I think right, with your Lord- 
It is the way to have us hold our Places, (ſhip. 
Sn. 1, and get more. Lat.More Office and more Titles. 
Pom. 1 will not loſe the part, I hope to ſhare 
Jn theſe his Fortunes tor my Patrimony. 
Lat. Sec, how Arruntirs fits, and Lepidns. 
Tri. Let 'em alone, they will be markt anon. 
Sen. Til do with others. Sen, So will I. Sen. And I. 


Men grow not in the State, but as they are planted 
Warm in his Favours, Cor. Noble Sejanws ! 
Hat, Honour'd Sejanws | Lat. Worthy and great Sejanxs! 
Arr. Gods! how the Spunges open, and take in ' 
And ſhut again ! look, look ! is not he bleſt 
Thar gets a ſeat in Eye-reach of him ? more, 
That comes in ear, or Tongue-reach ? O, but moſt 
Can claw his ſfubtil Elbow, or with a buz 
Fly-blow his Ears. Pre. Proclaim the Senates peace, 
And give laſt ſummons by the Edie. Pre. Silence : 
In the name of Ceſar, and the Senate. Silence. 
Memmius Regulus, and Fulcinius Trio, Cenſuls, theſe 
preſent Kalends of June, with the firſt light, ſhall held 
Senate, in the Temple of Apollo Palatine ; all that are 
Fathers, and are regiſtred Fathers, that have right of en- 
tring the Senate, we warn or command you be frequent|y 
preſent, take knowledge the buſineſs is the Commonwealth ; 
whoſoever is abſent bis fine or multt will be taken, bis excuſe 
will not be taken. 
Tri. Note, who arc abſent and record their names. 
Reg. Fathers Conſcript, May, what I am to utter, 
Turn good and happy for the Commonwealth. 
And thou Apollo, in whoſe holy Houſe 
We here are met, inſpire us all with Truth, 
And liberty of cenſure to our Thought. 
.The Majeſty of great Tiberins Ceſar 
Propounds to this grave Senate, the beltowing 
Upon the Man he loves, honour'd Sejanz, 
The Tribwnicial Dignity and Power; 
Here are his Letters, ſigned with his Signet : 
What pleaſeth now the Fathers to be done ! 
Sen. Read, read 'em, open, publickly, read 'em. 
Cot. Ceſar hath honour'd his own greatneſs much, 
In thinking of this AR. 77:. It was a thought 
Happy and worthy Ceſar. Lat. And the Lord 


As _— ic on whom it is directed ! 
; mw oft worthy | San. Rome did never boaſt the 
ertue 


That could give Envy bounds, but his: Sejanu —— 
Sen. Honour'd and Noble ! Sen, Good, and great Se- 
Janus ! 
Arr. O, moſt tame Slavery and fierce Flattery ! Pre. 
Silence. 


TIBERIUS CASAR 


To the SENATE Greeting. 
The Epiſtle is read. 


If you, Conſeript Fathirs, with your Children, be in bealth, 
it ts aboundantly well : we with our Friends here are 
ſo. The care of the Commonwealth, bowſoever we are ve- 
movd in Perſon, cannot be abſent to cur Thought ; 
although, oftentimes, even to Princes moſt preſent, the truth 
of therr own Aſſairs is hid z, than which, nothing falls cut 
more miſerable to a State, or makes the art of Governing 
more difficult, But ſince it bath been cur eaſeful happineſs 
to enjoy both the Aids and Induſtry of ſo vigilant a Senate, 
we profeſs to have been the more indulgent to our Plea- 
ſures, not as being careleſs of our Office, but rather ſecure f 
the neceſſity. Neither do theſe common Rumours of many, 
and infamons Libels publiſhed againſt our Retirement, at all 
affiiet us ; being born more cut of Mens ignorance than their 
malice : and will, neglected, find their own Grave quickly ; 
| whereas too ſenſibly acknowledg'd, it would wel their 
obloqui ours. Nor do we defire their Authors ( though 
found) be cenſur'd, ſince in a free State ( as ours) all Men 
ought to enjoy buth therr Mmds and Tongues free. 
( Arr, The Lapwing, the Lapwing. ) 

Yet im things which ſhall worthily and more neer concern the 
Majefty of a Prince, we ſhall fear to be ſo unnaturally 
cruel to our wn fame, as to neglet them. True it 
is, Cenſcript Fatbers, that we have raiſed Sejanus 


from 
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from obſcure, and almoſt unknown Gentry, (Sen. How, how !) 
to the higheſt and moſt con(picuous point of Greatneſs, and (we 
hove) deſervingly; yet mot without danger : it being « moſt 
bold hazard in that Syveraign, who by but particular love to 
nt, dares adventure the hatred of all bus other Subjefs. 

( Arr. This couches, the blood turns.) 

But we affie in your Loves and Underſtandings, and dono way 
ſuſpe&t the Merit of our Sejanus ts make our Favours offenſive 
to any. 

(Sem. O! good, good. ) 

Though we cculd bave wiſhed his Zeal had run a calmer courſe 
againſt Agrippina, and our Nephews, howſoever the openneſs 
of their Attions declared them Delimquents 3 and, that be 
would have remembred, no Iunocence is ſo ſafe, but it re- 
jozceth to ſtand m the (ight of Mercy : The uſe of which in 
ws, be bath ſo quite taken away, toward them, by bis Loyal 
Fury, as now our Clemency would be thought but wearied Cru- 
elty, if we ſhould offer to exerciſe it. 

( Arr, I thank him, there I look't for't. A good Fox!) 
S-me there be that would interpret this bus publick ſeverity to 
be particular Ambition ; and that, under @ pretext of Ser- 
wice to ws, bs doth but remove bs own Lygs : alledging the 
ſtrengths be hath made to bimſelf, by the 5 oo Seuldiers, 
by bas Faction in Court and Senate, by the Offits be bolds bims- 
ſelf, and confers on others, bus Popularity and Dependents,/ bus 
wging (and almoſt driving) us to this our unwilling retirement, 
and laſtly bus aſpiring to be our Son-im-Law. 

(Sen. This *s ſtrange ! 

Arr. I ſhall anon believe your Vultures, Mares.) 

Your Wiſdoms, Con(cript Fathers, are able to examine, and 
cen(ure theſe Suggeſt:ons. But, were they left to our abſolumg 
Voice, we durſt pronounce them, as we think them, moſt ma- 
licrone. | 

(Sen O, he has reſtor'd all, liſt) 

Yet are they iffer'd to be averr'd, and on the Lives of the In- 


formers, What we ſhould ſay, or rather what we ſhould 


not ſay, Lords of the Senate, if this be true, our Gods and 
Goddeſſes confound ws if we know ! Only, we muſt think, we 
bave plac'd our Benefits ill ; and conclude, that, im our choice, 
either we were wanting to the Gods, or the Gods to ws. 

(Arr. The place grows hor, they ſhitt.) 

| ihe Senators ſhift their places. 
Ile have nit been covetows, Honourable Fathers, to , ns 
neither is it now any new Luſt that alters our Afﬀettion, or old 
loathing ; tut thoſe needfu! Fealouſics of State, that warn wi- 
fer Princes hourly to provide for their ſafety ; and do teach 
them how learned a thing it « to beware of the bumbleſt Ene- 
my ; much more of theſe great ones, whom their own employ'd 
Favours have made fit for their fears. + 

(Sm. Away. Sen. Sit farther, 

Cot, Let's remove 

rr. Gods | how the Leaves drop off, this little wind !) 
We therefore deſire, that the Offices be bolds be firſt ſeized by 
the Senate; and bimſclf ſuſpended from all Exerciſe of Place 
or Power 

(Sen. How! San. By your leave. 

Arr. Gome, Porepi/ce, (where's Haterins ! 

His Gout keeps him molt miſerably conſtant.) 
Your dancing ſhews a rempelt. Sef. Read no more. 

Reg. Lords of the Snare, hold your ſeats: Read on. 

Sej. Theſe Letters they are torg'd. 

Reg. A Guard: fit ſtill, | Laco enters with the Guards. 

firr, There's change. 

Reg. Bid filence, and read forward. 

Pre. Silence——— and himſelf ſuſpended from all Exer- 
ciſe of Place or Power, but till due and mature Trial be made 
of bus Innocency, which yet we can faintly apprehend the 
Neceſſity to dowbr. If, Con{cript Fathers, to your more ſearch: 
ing Wiſdoms, there ſhall appear farther Cauſe (or of fartver 
froceeding, either to Seizure of Lands, Goods, or more ) 
it zs not our power that (hall l;mit your Authority, or cur Fa- 
wvour, that muſt corrupt your Juſtice : either were diſhonour- 
able in you, and buth uncharitable to our ſelf. We would 
willingly be preſent with your Counſels in this buſineſs, but the 


| danger of ſo potent @ Faftion (if it ſhould prove ſo) forbids 
our attempting it : Except one of the Conſuls would be intreat- 
ed for our (afety, to undertake the Guard of ws home, than 
we ſhould molt readily adventure. In the mean time, it ſhall 
not be ſit for us to importune ſo judicious a Senate, who know 
bow much they bart x Innocent, that ſpare the guilty : and 
bow grateful a Sacrifice, to the Gods, w the Life of an in- 
grateful! Perſon. We reflet not, in this, on Sejanus (net- 
withſtanding, if you keep an Eye bim—- and there « 
Latiaris 4 Senator, and Pinnarius Natta, Two of bs moſt 
truſted Miniſters, and ſo profeſt, whom we deſire not to bave 
apprehended) but as the neceſſity of the cauſe exatts it. 

Reg. A Guard on Latiars. Arr. O, the Spy ! 
The reverend Spy is caught, who pities him ? 
Reward, Sir, for your Service : Now, you ha' done. 
Your property, you ſee what uſe is made ? 
Hang up the Inſtrument. 

Sej. Give leave. - Lac. Stand, ſtand, 
He comes upon his death, that doth adyance 
An Inch toward my point. 

Sej. Have we no Friends here? (mations ? 

Arr. Huſh'te. Where now are all the Hails and Accla- 


Macro, Senate. 


\ 
ail to the Conſels, and this noble Senate. 

Sej. Is Macrs here ? O, thou art loſt, Stan. 
Mac. Sit ſtill, and un-affrighted, Reverend Fathers. 
Macro, by Ceſar's Grace, the New-made Provef, 
And now polleſt of the Preturian Bands, 

An Honour late belong'd to that proud man, 
Bids you be fafe : and to your conſtant Doom 
Of his defervings, offers you the Surety 
Of all che Soldiers, Tribunes and Centurions, 
Receiv'd in our command. Reg. Sejanus, Sejanw, 
Stand forth, Sejanw. Sej. Am I call'd? Aac. I, thou, 
Thou infolent Monſter, art bid ſtand. 
Sej. Why, Macro, 
Ir hath been otherwiſe between, you and I; 
This Court, that knows us both, hath ſeen a difference, 
And can (if it be pleas'd to ſpeak) confirm, 
Whoſe Infolence is moſt. 
Mac. Come down, Typhers ; 
It mine be moſt, loe, thus I make it more; 
Kick up thy heels in air, tear off thy Robe, 
Play with thy Beard and Noſtrils. Thus 'cis fit, 
(And no man take compatllion of thy ſtate) 
To uſe eh” ingrateful Viper, eread his Brains 
Into the Earth. Reg. Forbear. Mac. If 1 could loſe 
All my Humanity now, *rwere well to torture 
So meriting a Traicor. Wherefore, Fathers, 
Sir you amaz'd and lilent? and not cenſure 
This wretch, who in the hour he firſt rebell'd 
'Gainlt Ce/ar's Bounty, did condemn himſelf? 
P'blegra, the Field, where all the Sons of Earth, 
Muſter'd againſt che Gods, did ne'er acknowledge 
So proud, and huge a Monſter, 
Reg. Take him hence. 
And all the Gods guard Ceſar. » 

Tri. Take him hence. 

Hat. Hence. Cor. To the Dungeon with him. 

San. He deſerves ir. 

Sen. Crown all our Doors with Bays. 

San. And let an Ox 
Wich gilded Horns and Garlands, ſtraight be led 
Unto the Capitol. Hat. And facritic'd 
To Fove, for Ceſar's ſatety. Tri. All our Gods 
Be preſent ſtill ro Ceſar. Cor. Phabue. San. Mars. 

Hat. Diana. San. Pallas, Sen. Juno, Mercury, 
All guard him. Mac. Forth, thou Prodigy ot Men. 

Cert. Ler all the Traytors Titles be detac'd. 

Tri. His Images and Scatues be pull'd down. 

Hat. His Chariot-Wheels be broken. 


Arr. And the Legs 
Of 
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Of the poor Horſes, that deſerved naught, 

I et them be broken too. Lep. O, violent change, 
And whirl of Mens Aﬀe&Rions! Arr. Like, as both 
Their Bulks and Souls were bound on Fortunes Wheel, 
And muſt a& only with her motion. 


Lepidus, Arruntius. 
T 

Ho would depend upon the popular air, 
Or voice of Men, that have today beheld 
(That, which if all the Gods had fore-declar'd, 
Would not have been believ'd) Sejanus Fall ? 
He, that this Morn roſe proudly, as the Sun, 
And breaking throngh a miſt of Clicnts breath, 
Came on as gaz'4 at, and admir'd, as he 
When Supe; ſtirious Moers ſalute his light / 
That had our Servile Nobles waiting him 
As common Grooms 3 and hanging on his look, 
No lets than Humane Life on Deſtiny ! 
That had Mens Knees as frequent as the Gods 3 
And Sacrifices more than Rome had Altars : 
And this Man fall! fall' 1, without a look, 
That durſt appear his Friend, or lend fo much 
Or vain rcliet, to his chang'd ſtate, as pity / 

Avr. They that before like Gnats plaid in his Beams, 
And throng'd tocircumſcribe him, now not ſeen, 
Nor deign to hold a common ſeat with him : 
Others that waited him unto the Senate, 

Now inhumanely raviſh him to Priſon! 
Whom (bu this Morn) they follow'd as their Lord, 
Guard through the Streets, bound like a Fuginive ! 
Inſtead of wreaths give ferters, ſtrokes for ſtoops: 
Blind ſhame for honours, and black taunts for titles. 
Who would truſt lippery Chance * 

Lep. They that would make 
Themſelves her Spoil ; and fooliſhly forget, 
When ſhe doth flatter, that ſhe comes to prey. 
Fortune, thou hadſt no Deity, if Men 
Had wildom : we have placed thee fo high, 

By fond belief in thy Felicity. 


Sen. The Gods guard Ce/ar. All the Gods guard Ceſar. 
| Shout within. 


'Macro, Regulus, Senators. 


Ow great Sejanvs, you that aw'd the State, 
And fought to bring the Nobles to your whip, 
That would be C:x/ar's Tutor, and diſpoſe 
Ot Dignities and Offices! that had 
The publick Head ſtill bare to your Deſigns, 
And made the general Voice to eccho yours / 
That look'd for Salutations ewelve ſcore off, 
And would have Pyramids, yea Temples rear'd 
To your huge Greatneſs! Now you lie as flat, 
As was your Pride advanc't. Re 
Sen. And praiſe tro Macro, that hath ſaved Rome. 
Liberty, liberty, liberty. Lead on, 
And praiſe to Macro that hath ſaved Rome. 


Arruntins, Lepidus, Terentins. 


Propheſie, out of this Senates flattery, 

That this new fellow, Macro, will become 
A greater Prodigy in Rome, than he 
That now is faln. 

Ti. O you, whoſe Minds are good, 
And have not forc'd all Mankind from your Breaſts ; 
That yet have ſo much ſtock of Vertue lett, 
To pity guilty States, when they are wretched : 
Lend your foft Ears to hear, and Eves to weep 
Deeds done by Mzn, beyond the acts of Furzes, 
The cager multitude, (who never yet ; 
Knew why to love, or hate, but only pleasd 
T” exprebs their rage of power) go ſooner heard 


Keg. Thanks to the Gods. 


The murmur of Sejanxs in decline, 

Bye with. that ſpeed and hear of appetite, 

With which they greedily devour the way 

To ſome great Sports, or a new Theatre, 

They fill'd the Capitol and Pompey's Cirk, 

Where, like ſo many Maſtives biting Stones, 

As if his Statues now were ſenſitive 

Of their wild Fury : firſt, they tear them down ; 
Then faſtning Ropes, drag them along the Streets, 
Crying in ſcorn, this, this was that rich Head 
Was crown'd with Garlands, and with Odors, this 


'| That was in Rome ſo reverenced. Now 
| The Furnace and the Bellows ſhall co work, 


The great Sejanws crack, and piece by piece, 
Drop i'the Founder's Pit. Lep. O, Popular Rage ! 
Ter. The whilſt the Senate at the Temple of Concerd, 
Make haſte to meer again, and thronging cry, 
Let us condemn him, tread him down in water. 
While he doth lie upon the Bank ; away: 
Where ſome, more tardy, cry unto their Bearers, 
He will be cenſur'd ere we come, run Knaves, 
And uſe that furious diligence, for fear 
Their Bond-men ſhould inform againſt their lackneſs, 
And bring their — fleſh unto the Hook : 
The Rout they follow with conluſed Voice, 
Crying, they're glad, ſay, they could ne'er abide him ; 
Enquire what Man he was, what kind of Face, 
What Beard he had, what Noſe, what Lips? Proteſt, 
They ever did preſage h'would come to this : 
They never thought him wiſe, nor valiant : Ask 
After his Garments, when he dies, what Death ; 
And not a Beaſt of all the Herd demands, 
What was his Crime ? Or who were his Accuſers ? 
Under what Proof, or Teſtimony he fell ? 
There came (fays one) a huge long worded Letter 
From Captee againſt him, Did there ſo? 
O, they are ſatisfied, no more. Lep. Alas! 
They follow Fortune, and hate Men condemn'd, 
Guilty, or not. Arr. But had Sejanzs thriv'd 
In his deſign, and proſperouſly oppreſt 
The old Tiberizs then in that tame minute, 
1heſe very Raskals, that now rage like Furies, 
Would have proclaim'd Sejanzs Emperor. 
Lep. But what hath follow'd ? 
Ter. Sentence by the Senate, 
To loſe his Head 3 which was no ſooner off, 
But that, and th' unfortunate Trunk were ſciz'd 
By the rude multitude ; who not content 
Wich what the forward Juſtice of the State, 
Officiouſly had done, wich violent rage 
Have rentit limb from limb. A thouſand Heads, 
A thouſand hands, ten thouſand tongues and voices, 
Employ'd at once in ſeveral acts of Malice ! 
Old Men not ſtaid with Age, Virgins with Shame, 
Late Wives with loſs of Husbands, Mothers of Children, 
Loſing all grief in joy of his fad fall, 
Run quite tranſported with their Cruelty 
Theſe mounting at his Head, theſe at his Face, 
Theſe digging out his Eyes, thoſe with his Brains 
Sprinkling themſelves, their houſes and their friends; 
Others are met, have raviſh'd thence an Arm, 
And deal {mall pieces of the fleſh for favours; 
Theſe with a thigh, this hath cut off his hands, 
And this his tcet, theſe fingers, and thele toes; 
That hath his liver, he his heart : there wants 
Nothing but room for wrath, and place for hatred ! 
What cannot oft be done, is now ore done. 
The whole, and all of what was-great Sejanzr, 
And next to Ceſar, did polleſs che world, 
Now torn and 1catter'd, as he needs no Grave ; 
Each little duſt covers a lictle part : 
Solics he no where, and yet otten buricd ! 


Arruntiuws, 


Sejanus. | 


5, 


Arruntins, Nuntius , Lepidus, Terentius. 


Ore of Sejanus? Nun. Yes. 

M Lep. What can be added ? 
We know him dead. 

Nun. Then there b2gin your pity. 
There is enough behind to melt ev*n Rome, 
And Ceſar into tears : (ſince never ſlave 
Could yee fo highly offend, but tyranny, 
In torturing him, would make him worth lamenting.) 
A Son and Daughter to the dead Sejanus, 

Of whom there is not now ſo much remaining 

s would give faſtning to the Hang-man's Hook) 

Have they drawn forth for farther ſacrifice ; 
Whole tenderneſs of knowledge, unripe years, 
And childiſh filly Innocence was ſuch, 

As ſcarce would lend them feeling of their danger : 
The Girl fo ſimple, as ſhe often aske, 
Where T® would lead ber ? for what cauſe they dragg'd her? 
Cry'd, (he would do no more. That ſhe could take 
Warning with beating. And becauſe our Laws 
Admit no Virgin immature to die, 
The wittily, and ſtrangely cruel Macro, 
Deliver'd - to be deflowr'd and ſpoil'd, 
By the rude Luſt of the licentious Hangman, 
tobe ſtrangled with her harmleſs Brother. 

Lep. O, A& moſt worthy Hell, and laſting Night, 
To hide it from the world ! Nun. Their Bodies thrown 
Into the Gemonies, (I know not how, 

Or by what accident return'd) the Mother, 


Th' expulſed Apicats, finds them there; 
VVhom when the ſaw lie ſpread on the degre 
Afﬀteer a world of Fury on her ſelf, . 


Tearing her Hair, detacing of her Face, 

Beating her Breaſts and VVomb, kneeling amaz'd, 
Crying to Heaven, then to them; at laſt, 

Ner drowned Voice gate up above her VVoes, 
And with ſuch black and bitter Execrations, 


(As might affright the Gods, and force the Sun 
Run backward to the Eaſt ; nay, mke the old 
Deformed Chaos riſe again, t ore-whelm 
Them, us, and all the world) ſhe fills clic Air, 
Upbraids the Heavens with th-i: partial Dooms, 
Deties their tyrannous Powers, and demands, 

V Vhat ſhe, and thoſe poor Innocents have tranſgreſs'd, 
That they muſt ſuffer ſuch a ſhare in vengeance, 
VVhilſt Livie Lygdus, and Eudemns live, 

V'Vho, (asſhe ſays, and firmly vows, to prove it 
To Czſar, and the Senate) poyſon'd __ 

Lep. Confederates with her Husband ! 

Nun. I. Lep. Strange a& ! 

Arr. And ſtrangely open'd : what ſays now my Monſter, 
The multicude? they reel now ; do they not? 

Nun. Their gall is gone, and now they 'gin to weep 
The miſchief they have done. 

Arr. 1 thank 'em Rogues. 

Nun. Part are fo ſtupid, or ſo flexible, 

As they believe him innocent ; all grieve : 

And ſome, whoſe hands yet reak with his warm blood, 
And gripe the part which they did tear of him, 

VViſh him colle&ed and created new. 

Lep. How Fortune plies her ſports, when ſhe begins 
To practice *em! purſues, continues, adds ! 
Confounds, with varying her empafſion'd Moods! 

Arr. Doſt thou hope fortune to recleem thy crimes ? 
To make amends for thy ill placed favours, 

VVith theſe ſtrange puniſaments ? Forbcar you things, 
Thac ſtand upon the Pinnacles ot State, 

To boaſt your liv heighe ; when you do fall, 

You daſh your ſelves in pieces, ne'er to riſe : 

And he that lends you picy, isnoc wiſe: 

Ter. Let this Example move th' iniulent man, 

Not to grow proud, and careleſs ot the Gods : 
It is an odious wiſdom to blafſſ.hewe, 

Much more to lighten, or deny their Powers. 
For, whom the Morning ſaw fo great and high, 
Thus low, and little, *fore the 'Even doth lie. 


f 


THE E ND. 


Cen 


ORgTHE 


Fr O 


A COMEDY. 


Firſt Aﬀed in the Year 1605. By the Kincs MajesTrYs Servants. 
With the Allowance of the Maſter of Re vers. 


The Author B, |. 


—_—_—— 


Simul &* jucunda, &* idonea dicere vite. Horar. 


a —— 4 4 


To the moſt NosLE and moſt Equar SisTERs, 


The two Famous Umnrverhities, 
For their Love and Acceptance ſhewn to his POEM in the PxtSExNtTATION, 
BEN JOHNSON, 
The Grateful Acknowledger, Dedicates both It and Hirlelt. 


Ever (moſt Equal Siſters) had any Man a IWit ſo preſently Excellent, as that it could raiſe it ſelf; but there muſt 
come both Matter, Occaſion, Commenders, and F avourers to it. If thus be true, and that the Fortune of all IWri- 
ters doth daily prove it, it behoves the Careful to provide well toward theſe Accidents ; and, having acquir'd 
them, to preſerve that part of | Reputation moſt tenderly, wherem the Benefit of a Friend i alſo defended. Hence 
& it, that I now render my ſelf grateful, and am ſtudiows to juſtifie the Bounty of your Att ; to which, rheugh 

your meer Authority were ſatufying, yet it being an Age wherem Poetry and the Profeſſcrs of it bear ſo ill on all Sides, there, 

will a Reaſon be look't for in the Subjett. It is certain, nor can it with any Forebead be oppos'd, that the too much Licence of, 

Poetaſters in this Time, bath much deform'd their Miftrs ; that, every day, their manifold and manifeſt Immorance doth tick; 

unnatural Reproaches upon her : But for their Petulancy, it were an Af of the greateſt Injuttice, either to bt the Learned, 

ſuffer, or ſo Divine a Skill (which indeed ſhould nat be attempted with unclean Hands) to Pl under the leaſt Contempr. For, 
if Men will impartially, and not aſquint, look toward the Offices and Furition of a Peet, they will eaſily contliide to themſel yes 
the Impeſſibility of any Man's being the good Poet, without firſt being a good Man. He that is ſaid to be able to inform Joung 

Men to all good Diſciplines, inflame grown Men to all great Vertues, keep old Men in their bejt and ſupream State, or as 

they decline to Childhood, recover them to their firſt Strength ; that comes _ the Interpreter and Arbiter of Nature, a 

Teacher of Things Divine no leſs than Humane, a Maſter m Manners ; and can alone (or with a few) effect the Buſine/s of 

Mankind : Thu, I take bim, u no Subjett for Pride)ayd Ignorance toexertiſe their railing Rhetorick upon. But it will bere 

be baſtily anſwer'd, That the Writers of theſe Days are other Things ; that not only their Manners, but their Natures are in- 

vFred, and mothinf remaining with them of the Dignity of Poet, but the abuſed Name, which eorry Serth? urps ; rhat 

now, eſpecially m Drammatick, or (as they term it) Stage-Poetry, noubing but Ribaldry, Prophanation. Blaſphemy, all Li- 

cence of Offence to God and Man « prattuw'd. T Hate not deny a great part of tha, (and I am ſorry I dare not) be- 

cauſe in ſome Mens abortive Features (and would they had never boaſted the Light) it i cover-trae : But that all are im- 

bark'd in this bold Adventure for Hell, s 8 moſt uncbaritable Theught, and, utter'd, a-more malicions Slander. For my par- 

ticu/ar, I can (and from a moſt clear Conſetence)) affirm, That I bave ever trembled to think toward the leaſt Profaneneſs ; 

beve loathed the wſe of [ach foul and unwaſh'd Bawd'ry, as is now made the Food of the Scene: And, bowſoever I cannot 

| wx X | eſcape 
s 
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eſcape from ſome the Imputation of Sharpne(s, but that they will ſay, I bave taken a pride, or luſt, to be bitter, and not my 
gwngeſs Infant but bath come into the Werld with all bs Teeth , 1 would ask of theſe ſupercilions Politicks, What Nation, 
Socuety, oY general Order or State 1 have provoked ? What Publick Perſon ? Ilhether I have not (in all theſe) preſery/'d 
their Dignity, as mine own Perſon, ſafe ? My Works are read, allow'd, (1 ſpeak of thoſe that are intirely mine) leok into 
them : What broad Keproofs have I us d ? Where have I been particular ? Where Perſonal ? Except to @a Mimick, Cheater, 
Bawd, or Buffon, Creatwres (for their Inſolencies) worthy to be tax d? Tet to which of theſe ſo pointingly, ar be might not 
either ingenuouſly have confeſt, or wiſely diſſembled his Diſeaſe ? But it is not Rumour can make Men guilty, much leſs entitle 
me to ether Mens Crimes. 1 kncw, that nothing can be ſo innocently writ or carried, but may be made obnoxiow ro Conſtru- 
ten ; marry, whilſt I bear mine Innocence about me, 1 fear ut z Application us now grown a Trade with many ; and 
there are that profeſs to have a Key for the decyphering of every t : But let Wiſe and Neble Perſons take beed how they 
be ton credulons, or grve leave to theſe inrvading Interpreters to be over-familiar with their Fames, who cunningly, and of ten, 
utter their own virulent Malice, under other Mens Fry Meanings. As for thoſe that will (by Faults which Charity 
hath ral'd up, or common Honeſty concea'd) make themſelves a Name with the Multitude, or (to draw ther rude and beaſtly 
'Claps) care not whoſe lruing Faces they intrench with their petulant Styles, may they do it withut @ Rival, for me: I chuje 
rather to live gravd, m pn than e with them m fo prepoſterous a Fame. Nor can I blame the Wiſhes of thoſe 
ſevere and wiſe Patriots, w oviding the Hurts theſe licentions Spirits may do in a State, deſire rather to ſee Feols and 
Dewi's, and thoſe antick Relicks of Barbariſm retriv'd, with all other ridiculous and exploded Follies, than bebold the Wounds 
of Private Men, of Princes and Nations, For, as Horace makes Trebatius ſpeak, among theſe, 


Sibi quiſque timet, quanquam eſt intaftus, & odit. 


Ani Men may jubly impute ſuch Rages, if continu'd, to the Writer, as bis Spots. The Increaſe of which Luft in Liberty, 
rogether with the preſent Trade of the Stage, im all their Maſc line Enterludes, what Learned or Liberal Soul doth not alrea- 
dy abbiy ? Where nothing but the Filth of the Time « utter 'd, and that with ſuch impropriety of Phraſe, ſuch plenty of So- 
Ieeciſms, /uch dearth of Senſe, ſo bold Prolepſes, ſo rack'd Metaphors, with Brothelry able to violate the Ear of a Pagan, 
and Bla/phemy, ts turn the Blood of a Chriſtian to Water. 1 cannot but be ſerious in @ Cauſe of this nature, wherein my 
Fame, and the Reputations of divers Honeſt and Learned are the Queſtion ; when a Name ſo full of Amntbority, Antiquity, 
and all great Mark, us ( —_—_ their Inſclence) become the loweſt Scorn of the Age 3 'and thoſe Men ſubjeft to the Petulancy 
of every wernaculous Orator, that were wont to be the Care of Kings and happieſt Monarchs. This it « that hath not only 
ray's me to preſent Indignaticn, but made me thudious beretefore, and all my Attions to ſtand off from them ; which may 
moſt appear in this my lateſt IWerk (which you, moſt learned Arbitrefles, have ſeen, judg'd, and to my Crown, approv'd) 
wherem I have labcur'd, fer their inſtruttion and amendment, to reduce not only the ancient Forms, but Manners of the 
Scene, the Eaſineſs, the Propriety, the Innocence, and laſt the Dottrine, which ist Rube End of Poeſie, to inform Men 
in the beſt Rea/on of living. And though my Cataſtrophe may, im the ſtrict rigour of Comick Law, meet with Cenſare, 
as turning back ro my Promiſe ;, I deſire the Learned Charuable Cruick, to bave ſo much faith in me, to think it was 
done of Induſtry : For, with what eaſe I could have varied it nearer bis Scale (but that I fear to boaſt my own Faculty ) I 
could bere inſert. But my ſpecial aim being to put the Snaffle in their Mouths, that cry out, we never puniſh Vice in our 
Enterludes, &c. I took the more liberty ; though net without ſome Lines of Example, drawn even in the Ancients themſelves, 
the Goings- out of whoſe Comadies are not always joyful, but oft-times rhe Bawds, the Servants, the Rivals, yea, and the 

Maſters, are malded ; and faly, it being the Office of a Comick Poet to imitate Fuſtice, and inſtrutt to Life, as well as 
Purity of Language, or ſtir up gentle Aﬀettions : To which 1 ſhall take the occaſion elſewhere to ſpeak. For the preſent (moſt 
Reverenced Siſters) as I have car d to be thankful for your Afﬀettions paſt, and bere made the Underſtanding acquainted with 
ſome Greund of your Favcurs ;, let me not deſpair therr Continuance, fo the maturing of ſome worthier Fruits : Wherein, if 
my Muſes be true to me, I ſhall raiſe the deſpts 4 Head of Poetry again, and ſtrippmg ber out of thoſe rotten and baſe Rags 
wherewith the Time: bawve adulterated ber Form, reſtore her to ber primitive Habit, Feature, and Majeſty, and render her 
worthy to be embraced and kiſt of all the Great and Maſter-Spirits of our World. As for the Vile and Slothful, who never 
affited an Att worthy of Celebration, on are ſo imvard with their own viciow Natures, as they worthily fear ber, and think 
it @ bigh Point of Policy to keep her in contempt with their declamatory and windy Invettives ; ſo ſhall out of juſt rage in- 
cite ber Servants (who are Genus iritabile) ro ſpout Ink in their Faces, that ſhall eat farther than their Marrow, into their 
Fames; and not Cinnamus the Barber, with bu Art, ſhall be able to take out the Brands ; but they ſhall lirve, and be read, 
till the IPretches die, as Things worſt deſerving of Themſelves in chief, and then of all Mankind. 
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The PexSONSs of the Pray. 


VoLrroNE, « Mapnifico. No TaAR1o, the Regiſter. Fixe Mapa WovuLp-px, the Knight's 
Mosc a, bs Paraſite. N ano, « Dwarf. ' CzL1 a, the Merchant's Wife. (Wife. 
VoltToRE, a» Adweate. CASTRONE, 4s Eunuch. CoMMANDADORI, Offers. 
CoRACC1o, an old Gentleman, | PoLtTickx WouLD-BE, @ Knight.| MErcaToORI, three Merchants. 
Corvino, « Merchant, PEREGRIN &, 4 Gent. Traveller. ANDROGYNO, @ Hermapbrodite. 
Avocartor1, four Magiftrates. | BoxAR1 o, « young Gentleman. [SzxvitroRt, s Servant. 


GrxeEsG et. Womszs xn. 
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The Scene VENICE. "i 


6 


- The Principal Comacpians were, 


_— 


RIC. BURBADGE. WIL.SLY. FOH. LOWIN. 
HEN. CONDEL. FOH. HEMINGS. ALEX COOKE. 


YVOLPONE. 


VOLPONE 
'The Fox. 


True ARGUMEN T, 


V olpone, Childleſs, Rich, feigns Sick, deſpairs, 
O feers his State to Hopes Sh 


everal Heirs, 

L ts languiſhing : His Paraſite receives | 

P reſents of all, aſſures, deludes ; then weaves 
O ther croſs Plots, which ope' themſelves, are told. 


N ew Tricks for ſafety are ſought ; they thrive : When bold, - 
E ach tempts th other again, and all are ſold, 


PROLOGUE. 


Ow, Luck yet ſend us, and a little Wit 
Will ſerve, to make our Play bit 3 


- (According to the Palates of the Seaſon) 


Here « Rhyme, not empty of Reaſon. 

Thu we were bid to credit, from our Poet, 
RO Ie, F goo wants Wn, 

In all bis Poems ftill bath been this Meaſure, 
To mix Profit with your Pleaſure ; 

And not as ſome (whoſe Throats, their Envy failing) 
Cry hoarſly, All be writes is Railing : 

And, when hi Plays come forth, think they can flout them, 
With ſaying, He was a Year about them. 

To theſe there needs no Lie, but thus bus Creature, 
Which was two Months fince no Feature ; 

And, though he dares give them Five Lives to mend it, 
*Tis known, Frove Weeks fully pern'd it ; 

From bu own Hand, without a Co-adjutor, 
Novice, Fourney-man, or Tutor. 

Tet thus much I can give you, as @ Token 
Of bs Plays mand 4 No Eggs are broken, 

Nor quaking Cuſtards with fierce Teeth offrighted, 
Wherewith your Rout are ſo delighted ; 

Nor hales he in a Gull, old Ends reciting, 
To ſtop Gaps in bu looſe Writing ; 

With ſuch a deal of monſtrow and forced Adtiion, 
As might make Beth'lem 4 Fa#ion : 

Nor made he his Play for Feſts ftol'n from each Table, 
But makes Feſts to fit bus Fable ; 

And ſo preſents quick Comedy refined, 
As beſt Criticks bave deſigned : 

The Laws of Time, Place, Perſons, be obſerveth, 
From no needful Rule be ſwerveth. 

All Gall and Coppreſs from bs Ink he draineth, 
Only a little Salt remameth, 


' Wherewith bell rub your Cheeks, till (Red with Laughter) 


They ſhall look freſh a Week after. 


Act I. 
Valpone, Moſca. 


Ood Morning to the Day ; and next, my Gold: 
Open the Shrine, that I may ſee my Sainr. 
Hail the World's Soul, and mine ! Moe glad than is 


Scene I. 


ky 


The teeming Earth to ſee the long'd-for Sun 
Peep through the Horns of the Celeſtial Ram, 
Am 1, to view thy Splendor, darkning his ; 
That lying here, amongſt my other Hoards, 
Shew'ſt like a Flame by Night, or like the Day 
Struck out of Chaos, when all Darkneſs fled 
Unto the Center. O thou Son of Sol, 
(Bur brighter than thy Father) let me kiſs, 
Witch Adoration, thee, and every Relick 
Of ſacred Treaſure in this bleſſed Room. 
Well did wiſe Poets by thy glorious Name 
Title that Age which they would have the beſt ; 
Thou being the beſt of [Things, and far tranſcending 
All Style of Joy, in Children, Parents, Friends, 
Or any other waking Dream on Earth. 
Thy Looks when they to Venxs did aſcribe, 
They ſhould have given her Twenty thouſand Cupid:; 
Such are thy Beauties and our Loves! Dear Saine, 
Riches, the dumb God, that giv'ſt all Men Tongues, 
That canſt do naught, and yer mak'ft Men do al! things; 
The Price of Souls 3 even Hell, with thee to boor, 
Is made wotrh Heav'n. Thou art Vertue, Fame, 
Honour, and all things elſe. Who can get thee, 
He ſhall be Noble, Valiant, Honeſt, Wiſe—— 

Moſ. And what he will, Sir. Riches are in Fortune 
A greater Good, than Wiſdom is in Nature. 

Vol. True, my beloved Moſca. Yet I glory 
More in the cunning Purchaſe of my Wealth, 
Than in the glad Poſletlion, fince I gain 
No common way 3 I uſe no Trade, no Venture; 
I wound no Earth wich Plow-ſhares, I fat no Bzaſts 
To fezd the Shambles; have no Mills tor Iron, 
Oyl, Corn, or Men, to grind *em i:to Powder : 
I blow no fubtil Glas, expoſe no Ships 
To Threatnings ot the furrow-taced Sea ; 
I curn no Monies in the Publick Bank, 
Nor Ulure Private. Me/. No, Sir, nor devour 
Soft Prodigals. You ſhall ha' fome will ſwallow 
A melting Heir as glibly as your Dutch 
Will Pills of Burrer, and neer purge tor't; 
Tear forth the Fathers ot poor Familics 
Our of their Beds, and Cofhn them alive 
In ſome kind claſping Priton, where their Bones 
May be forth-coming, when the Fleth is rocen : 
Bue your-ſweer Nature Goth abhor thefe Courſes ; 
You loath the Widows or the Orphans Tears 
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Should waſh your Pavements, or their piteous Cries 
Ring in your Roofs, and beat the Air for Vengeance. 


CO — 


Would ask, bow of late thou haft ſuffered Tranſlation, 
And ſhifted thy Coat in theſe Days of Reformation ? 


Vol. Right, Maſca, I do loath it. Mo. And belides, Sir, | And. Like one of the Reformed, a Focl, as you ſee, 


You are not like a Threſher, that doth ſtand 

Wich a huge Flail, watching a Heap of Corn, 

And, hungry, dares not taſte the ſmalleſt Grain, 

But feeds on Mallows, and ſuch bitter Herbs; 

Nor like the Merchant, who hath fill'd his Vaults 
With Romagnia, and rich Candian Wines, 

Yer drinks the Lees of Lombard: Vinegar : 

You will not lie in Straw, whilſt Moths and Worms 
Feed on your ſumptuous Hangings and foft Beds. 
You know the Uſe of Riches, and dare give now 
From that bright Heap, to me, your poor Obſerver, 
Or to your Dwarf, or your Hermaphrodite, 

Your Eunuch, or what other Houſhold Trifle 

Your Pleaſure allows Maint'nance—/el.Hold thee, Moſca, 
Take of my Hand ; thou ſtrik'ſt on Truth in all, 
And they are envious term thee Paraſite. 

Call forth my Dwarf, my Eunuch, and my Fool, 
And let 'em make me ſport. What ſhould I do, 

But cocker up my Genizs, and live free 

To all Delights my Fortune calls me to ? 

IT have no Wite, no Parent, Child, Allie, 

To give my Subſtance to; but whom I make 

Muſt be my Heir ; and this makes Men obſerve me : 
This draws new Clicnts daily tro my Houſe, 

VVomen and Men, of every Szx and Age, 

That bring me Preſents, ſend me Plate, Coin, Jewels, 
VVith hope that when I die (which they expect 
Each greedy minute) it ſhall then return 

Ten-fold upon them ; whilſt ſome, covetous * 
Above the reſt, ſee to engroſs me whole, 

And counter-work the one unto the other, 

Contend in Gifts, as they would ſeem in Love : 

All which I ſuffer, playing with their Hopes, 

And am content to coin 'em into Profit, 

And look upon their Kindneſs, and take more, 

And look on that ; ſtill bearing them in hand, 
Letting the Cherry knock againſt their Lips, 

Arid draw it by their Mouths, and back again. How now! 


Adt 1. 
Nano, Androgyno, Caſtrone, Volpone, Moſca, 


Ow room for freſh Gameſters, who do will you to know, 
They do bring you neither Play, nor Univerſity Show ; 

And therefore do entreat you, that whatſoever they rehearſe, 

May nt fare a whit the worſe,for the falſe Pace of the Verſe. 
If you wonder at this, you will wonder more &re we paſs; 

For know, here i mclos d the Soul of Pythagoras, 
That Tuggler Divine, as bereafter ſhall follow ; 

Il bich Soul (fait and looſe, Sir) came firſt from Apollo, 
And was breath'd imto Xchalides, Mercurius hs Son, 

Where it had the Gift tq remember all that ever was done. 
From thence it fled forth, and made quick Tranſmigration 

To Goldy-lockt Euphorbus, who was kill'd in good faſhion, 
At the Siege of old Troy, by the Cuckold of Sparta. 

Hermotimus was next (I find it im my Charta) 
To whom it did paſs, where no ſooner it was miſſing, 

But with one Pyrrhus of Delos it learn'd,to go a fiſhing ; 
And thence did it enter the Sophiſt of Greece. 

From Pythagore, ſhe went into a beautiful Piece, 
Hight Aſpaſia, rhe Meretrixz and tbe next Toſs of ber 

IWas again of a Whore ſhe became a Philoſopher, 
Crates he Cynick, (as zr ſelf doth relate it) 

Since Kings, Knights, and Beggars, Knaves, Lords, and Fools 
Beſides Ox and A/s,Camel, Mule, Goat, and Brock, (gat it, 

In all which it hath ſpoke, as in the Cobler's Cock. 
But 1 come not here to diſcourſe of that Matter, 

Or bz One, Two, or Three, or hu great Oath, By Quater, 
Hs Muſicks, bx Trigon, bs Golden Thigh, 

Or bu telling bow Elements ſhift ;, but 1 


Scene II 


Counting all old Dottrine Hereſie. 
Nan. But not on thine own forbid Meats haſt thou ventur'd ? 
And. On Fiſh, when firſt a Carthnſian I enter'd. 
Nan. hy, then thy dogmatical Silence hath left thee ? 
And. Of that an obitreperous Lawyer bereft me. 
Nan. O wonderful Change ! When Sir Lawyer for{ook thee, 
For Pythagore's ſake, what Body then took vhee ? 
And. JA good dull Meyl. Nan. And how ! by that means 
Thou wert brought to allow of the eating of Bean: ? 
And. Yes. Nan. But from the Moyl into whom didſt thou paſs? 
And. Into a wery ſtrange Beaſt by ſame Writers calld an Aſs; 
By others, @ preciſe, pure, illuminate Brother, 
Of thoſe devour Fleſh, and ſometimes one ancther ; 
And will drop you forth a Libel, or a [anitified Lie, 
Berwixt every Spoonful of a Nativoity-Pie. 
Nan. Now quit thee, for Heaven, of that profane Nation, 
Hind gently report thy next Tranſmgration. 
Ard. To the ſame that I am. Nan. A Creature of Delight ? 
And (what i more than a Fool) an Hermaphrodite * 
Now prithee, ſweet Soul, in all thy Variation, 
Which Body would thu chuſe, to keep up thy Staticn ? 
And. Troth, this I am in ; even here would 1 tarry. 
Nan. *Cauſe bere the Delight of each Sex thou canſt vary ? 
And. Alas, thoſe Pleaſures k ſtale and forſaken ; 
No, "tus your Fool wherewith | am ſo taken, 
The only one Creature that I can call Bleſſed; 
For all other Forms I have prov'd moſt diſtreſſed. 
Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras f4ll. 
Thu {4 ruth Opinion we celebrate will, 
Fellow Eunuch, (as behoves us) with all our Wit and Art, 
To dignifie that whereof our ſelves are ſo great and ſpecial 
Vol. Now very, very pretty : Moſca, this (a Part. 
VVas thy Invention? Mof. It it pleaſe my Patron, 
Not elſe. Vo, It doth, good Moſes. Mo. Then it was, Sir. 


SON G, 

Ools, they are the only Nation 

Worth Mens Envy or Admiration ; 
Free from Care, or Sorrow-taking, 
Selves and others merry making : 
All they ſpeak or do u Sterling. 
Your Fool be is your Great Man's Darling, 
And your Ladies Sport and Pleaſure ; 
Tongue and Bable are hu Treaſure. 
E'en bis Face begetteth Laughter, 
Hind be ſpeaks Truth free from Slaughter ; 
He's the Grace of every Feaſt, 
And ſometimes the Chiefeſt Gueſt ; 
Hath his Trincher and his Stool, 
When Wit waits upen the Fool. 

O, who would not be 

He, be, he? 


One knocks without. 

Vol. VVho's that ? Away, look, Moſca. 

Mo. Fool, be gone, *tis Signior Veltore the Advocate, 
I know him by his Knock. Vol. Ferch me my Gown, 
My Furs, and Night-caps 3 ſay, my Couch's changing : 
And let him entertain himſclt a while 
VVithout i” th' Gallery, Now, now, my Clients 
Begin their Viſitation! Vulture, Kite, 
Raven, Gorcrow, all my Birds of Prey, 
That think me turning Carcaſs, now they come : 
I am not for 'em yet, How now ? the news? 

Moſ. \\ piece of Plate, Sir. : 

Vol. Of what bigneſs? Mo/. Huge, 
Maflie, and Antique, with your Name inſcib'd, 
And Arms engraven. Vol. Good ! and not a Fox 
Stretche on the Earth, with fine delufive Sleights, 
Mocking a gaping Crow ? ha, Moſca ? Moy/. Sharp, Sir. 

Vol. Give me my Furs. V Vhy doſt thou laugh Ms, 

Mol. 
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Moſ. 1 cannot chuſe, Sir, when I apprehend | 
What thoughts he has ( without ) now, as he walks: 
That this might be the laſt gift he ſhould give; 

That this would fetch you ; it you died to day, 

And gave him all, what he ſhould be too morrow ; 
What large return would come of all his venters; 
How he ſhould worſhip'd be, and reverenc'd 3 
Ride, with his Furs, and Foe hatin : waited on 
By herds of Fools, and Clients 3 have clear way 

de for his moile, as letter'd as himſelf; 

Be call'd the great, and learned Advocate : 

And then concludes, there's naughe impoſlible. 

Val. Yes, to be learned, Moſca. Moſ. O, no: rich 

Implies it. Hood an Aſs with reverend Purple, 

So you can hide his ewo ambitious Ears, 

And he ſhall paſs for a cathedral Decor, 

Ve. My Caps, my Caps, good Meſca; fetch him in. 
Mof. Stay, Sir, your Ointment for your Eyes. 
Vol. That's true ; 

Diſpatch, diſpatch : I long to have poſſeſſion 
Of my new Preſent, Moſ{. That, and thouſands more, 
I hope, to ſee you Lord of. Vol. Thanks, kind Moſca. 

Moſ. And that, when I am loſt in blended duſt, 

And hundred ſuch as I am, in fucceflion —— 

Vol. Nay, that were too much, Moſcs. 
Voſ. You ſkall live, 

Still, ro delude theſe Harpies. Vol. Loving Moſca, 
'Tis well, my Pillow now, and let him enter. ' 
Now, my fain'd Cough, my Phthiſick, and my Gout, 
My Apoplexy, Palfic, and Catarhs, 

Help, with your forced Fun&ions, this my poſture, 
Wherein, this three year, I have milk'd their hopes. 
He comes, I hear him ( uh, uh, uh, uh) O. 


A& I. Scene II. 
Moſea, Voltore, Volpone. 


you ſtill are, what you were, Sir. Only you 
(Of all the reſt) are he, commands his love : 
And you do wiſely, to preſerve it thus, 
With eatly viſitation, and kind notes 
Of your good meaning to him, which, I know, 
Cannot but come moſt grateful. Patron, Sir, 
Here's Signior Voltore is come—— Volp. What fay you : 
Moſ. Sir, Signior Voltore is come, this morning, 
To viſit you. Velp. I thank him. Moſ. And hath brought 
A piece of antique Plate, bought of S. Mark, 
Wirth which he here preſents you. Yolp. He is welcome. 
Pray him, to come more often. Moſ. Yes. 
Volt. What ſays he ? 
Moſ. He thanks you, and deſires you ſee him often. 
Volp. Moſca. Moſ. My Patron? 
Volp. Bring him near, where is he ? 
I long to feel his hand. AMoſ. The Plate is here, Sir. 
Volt. How fare you, Sir ? 
Volp. I thank you, Signior Voltere, 
Where is the Plate ? mine Eyes are bad. Volt. Pm ſorry, 
To ſee you ſtill thus weak. of. That he is not weaker. 
= You are too munificent. 
Volt. No, Sir, would to Heaven, 
I could as well give health co you, as that Plate. 
Volp.You give,Sir,what you can. I thank you. Your love 
Hath taſte in this, and ſhall not be un-an{wer'd. 
I pray you ſee me often. Volt. Yes, I ſhall, Sir. 
Volp. Be not far from me. 
Moſ. Do you obſerve that, Sir ? 
Volp. Harken unto me ſtill : Ir will concern you. 
Moſ. You are a happy Man, Sir, know your good. 
Volp. 1 cannot now laſt long 
( Moſ. You are his Heir, Sir. 
Volt. Am I? ) Volp. I feel me going, (uh, ub, uh, uh.) 
I am ſailing to my Port, (uh, uh, ub, ub ? ) 


Moſ. Alas, kind Gentleman, well, we muſt all go— 
Volt. But Moſcs —- My/. Age will conquer. 
Volt. 'Pry thee, hear me. 
Am I inſcrib'd his Heir, for certaty ? Moſ. Are you ? 
I do beſeech you, Sir, you will vouchſafe 
To write me 1'your Family. All my hopes, 
Depend upon your worſhip. I am loft, 
Except the riſing Sun do ſhine on me. : 
Vols. It (hall both ſhine, and warn thee, Moſcs. 
Mof. Sir, 
I am a Man, that have not done your love 
All the worſt Offices: here I wear your Keys, 
= all C_ and yu Caskets lockr, 
eep the poor Inventory of your Jewels, 
Your Plate, and Moneys ; Pm on Steward, Sir, 
Husband your Goods here. Volt, But am I fole Heir? 
Moſ. Without a Partner, Sir, confirm'd this morning ; 
The Wax is warm yet, and the Ink fcarce dry 
Upon the Parchment. Yolr. Happy, happy, me! 
By what good chance, ſwees Mole ? 
Mof. Your deſert, Sir 3 
I know no ſecond cauſe. Volt. Thy m 
Is loth to know it ; well, we ſhall requite it. 
Moſ. He ever lik'd your courſe, Sir; that firſt took him. 
I oft have heard him ſay, how he admir'd 
Mgn of your large profeflion, that could ſpeak 
To every cauſe, and things meer contraries, 
Till they were hoarſe again, yet all be Law 
That, with moſt quick agility, could turn, 
And return ; make knots, and undo them ; 
Give forked Counſel ; take provoking Gold 
On either hand, and pur it up: theſe Men, 
He knew, would thrive, with their humilicy. 
And ( for his part) he thought, he ſhould be bleſt 
To have his Heir of ſuch a ſuffering ſpirit, 
So wiſe, ſo grave, of ſo perplex'd a Tongue, 
And lotd withal, that could not wag, nor ſcarce 
Lie ſtill, without a fee; when every word 
Your Worſhip but lecs fall, is a Ceechine ! 
[ Another knocks. 
Who's that? one knocks, I would not have you zen, Sir. 
And yet— pretend you came, and went in halte 3 
Pl! faſhion an excuſe. And, gentle Sir, 
When you do come to ſwim ; in golden Lard 
U = the Arms, in Hony, that your Chin 
Is born up ſtiff, with fatneſs of the Flood, 
Think on your Vaſſal ; but remember me: 
I ha' not been your worſt of Clients. Volt. Moſca—— 
Moſ. When will you have your Inventory brought, Sir? 
Or fee a Copy of the Will ? (anon ) 
I'll bring 'em to you, Sir. Away, be gone, 
Pue butineſs i” your Face. Yolp. Excellent Moſcs ! 
Come hither, let me kiſs thee. AMof. Keep you till, Sir. 
Here is Corbaccio. Volp. Set the Plate away, 
The Vulture's gone, and the old Raven's come. 


At I. Scene IV. 
Moſca, Corhaccio, Volpone. 


| > you, to your ſilence, and your ſleep : 
Stand there, and multiply. Now, ſhall we ſee 
A wretch who is (indeed ) more impotent, 
Than this can fain to be ; yer hopes to hop 
Over his Grave. Signior Corbacczo ! 
Yo are very welcome, Sir. 

Corb. How do's your Patron ? 

Moſ. Troth. as he did, Sir ; no amends. 

Corb, What ? mends he ? 

Moſ. No, Sir : he is rather worſe. 

Corb. That's well. Where is he ? 

Moſ. Upon his Couch, Sir, newly fall'n aſle:p. 

Cerb. Do's he ſleep well ? 


And I am glad, I am fo near my Haven. 


| Moſ. No wink, vir, all this Night, 


Nor 
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Nor yeſterday ; bue flumbers. 

Corb. Good | He ſhall take ; 
Some Counſel of Phyſicians : I have brought him 
An Opiate here, from mine own Doctor— 

Mef. He will not hear of Drugs. 

Corb. Why ? I my ſelf Þ- 
Stood by, while 'twas made; ſaw all th' Ingredients : 
And know, it cannot but moſt gently work. 
My life for his, 'tis but ro make him ſleep. 

Volp. 1, his laſt —_— he would take it. Moſ. vir, 
He has no faith in Phyſick. Corb. 'Say you? *ſay you? 

Moſ. He has no faith in Phyſick : he do's think, 
Moſt of your Doors are the greater danger, 

And worſe Diſcaſe, & eſcape. I often have 
Heard him proteſt, that your Phyſician 
Should never be his Heir. Corb. Not I his Heir ? 

Moſ. Not your Phyſician, Sir. Corb. O, no, no, no, 
I do not mean it. Meſ. No, Sir, nor their fees 
He cannot brook : he ſays, they flay a Man, 

Before they kill him. Cerb. Right, I do conceive you. 

Moſ. And then, they do it by Experiment ; 

For which the Law not only doth abſfolve *em, 

But gives them great reward : and, he is loth 

To hire his death, ſo. Corb. Ir is true, they kill, 
Wich as much licenſe, as a Judge. Ado. Nay, more; 
For he but kills, Sir, where the Law condemns, 

And theſe can kill him coo. Corb. I, or me ; 

Or any Man. How do's his Apoplex ? 

Is that ſtrong on him ſtill? Ado. Moſt violent. 
His Speech is broken, and his Eyes are ſer, 

His Face drawn longer, than *twas wont—— 

Corb, How ? how ? : 
Stronger, than he was wont ? Mo. No, Sir : his Fac? 
Drawn longer than 'twas wont. Corb. O, good. 

M2. His Mouth 
Is ever gaping, and his Eye-lids hang. Corb. Good. 

Moſ. A freezing numneſs ſtiffens all his Joints, 

And makes the colour of his Fleſh like Lead. 

Corb. "Tis good. 

Meſ. His Pulſe beats flow, and dull. 

Corb. Good ſymptoms (till. 

Moſ. And from his Brain. — h 

Corb, Ha? how? not from his Brain : 

Moe/. Yes, Sir, and trom his Brain —— 

( Cerb. I conceive you, good. ) 

Meſ. Flows a cold Swear, with a continual Rhume, 
Forth the reſolved corners of his Eyes. 

Corb. Ist poſlible? yer I am better, ha : 

How do's he, with the ſwimming of his Head ? 

Mec/. O, Sir, 'tis paſt the Scotomy ; he now, 
Hach loſt his tecling, and hath left to ſnort : 

You hardly can perceive him, that he breaths. _ 

Cerb. Excellent, excellent, ſure I ſhall out-laſt him: 
This makes me young again, a ſcore of Years. 

A1:/. 1 was a coming for you, Sir. 

Corb. Has he made his Will ? ; 
What has he givin me ? 2of. No, Sir. Corb. Nothing * ha ? 

Az/. He has not made his Will, Sir. Corb. Oh, oh, oh. 
What then did Voltore, the Lawyer, here ? 

M-»/. He ſmelt a Carcals, Sir, when he but heard 
My Maſter was about his Teſtament ; 

:\s I did urge him to it, for your good 

Ccrb He came unto him, did he ? I thought fo. 

17,/, Yes, and preſented him this piece of Plate. 

Cur, To bc his Heir? 

A. 1 do not know, Sir. Corb, True, 
| know it roo. ef. By your own Scale, vir. 

C-rb, Well, 
| ſhall prevent lim, yet. S2e Moſca, look, 

Llere, | have brought a Bag of bright Cecchines, 
VVill quite weigh gown his Plate, 

/ ol. Y oa, marry, Sir. 

Chis is erue Phy lick, this your ſacred Medicine; 
No talk of Op/aes, to this great Eltxir. 


Corb. *Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile. 

It ſhall be miniſter'd *. 7g in his Bowls 2 
Corb, I, do, do, do. Ms{. Moſt bleſſed Cordial. 

This will recover him. Cors. Yes, do, do, do. 
Mof. I think it were not beſt, Sir. 

Corb. VVhat? Av. To recover him. 

{ Corb. O, no, no,no ; by no means. 
Meſ. V Vhy, Sir, this 

VVill work ſome ſtrange effect, if he but feel it. 
Corb. Tis true, therefore forbear, Ill take my venture z 

Give me't again. Moſc At no hand ; pardon me; 

You ſhall not do your ſelf that wrong, Sir, I 

VVill fo adviſe you, you ſhall have it all. 

Corb. How ? 
Mo. All, Sir, *tis your right, your own ; no Man 

Can claim a part : *is yours, without a rival, 

Decreed by deſtiny. Corb. How ? how, good Moſca? 
Mo. I'll tell you, Sir. This fit he ſhall recover ; 
Corb. I do conceive you. 

Mef. And, on firſt advantage 

Of hisgain'd ſenſe, will I re-importune him 

Unto the making of his Teſtament : 

And ſhew him this. Corb. Good, good. 

Mof. *Tis better yet, 

If you will hear, Sir. Corb. Yes, with all my heart. 
Moſ. Now, would I counſel you, make home with 

There, frame a V Vil; whereto you ſhall inſcribe (ſpeed; 

My Maſter your fole Heir. Corb. And disinherit 

My Son ? Mef. O, Sir, the better : for that colour 

Shall make it much more taking. Corb. O, but colour ? 
Meſ. This Will, Sir, you ſhall ſend it unto me. 

Now, when I come to inforce ( as I will do ) 

Your Cares, your wo "9" a and your many Prayers, 

Your more than many Gitts, your this days Preſent, 

And laſt, produce your Will ; where (without thought, 

Or leaſt regard, unto your proper Iflue, 

A Son fo brave, and highly meriting ) 

The ſtream of your diverted love hath thrown you 

Upon my Maſter, and made him your Heir : 

He cannot be ſo ſtupid, or ſtone-dead, 

But out of Conſcience, and meer Gratitude —— 
Corb. He muſt pronounce me his ? 

Moſ. *Tis true. Corb. This Plot 
Did I think on before. AMof. I do believeit. 
Corb. Do you not believe it * Mo. Yes, Sir. 
Corb. Mine own project. 
Meſ. Which when he hath done, Sir — 
Corb. Publiſhed me his Heir ? 
Meſ. And you ſocertain, to ſurvive him— Corb. I. 
Moſ. Being fo Iuſty a Man— Corb. 'Tis true. 
Moſ. Yes, Sir— 
Corb. 1 thought on that too. See, how he ſhould be 

The very Organ, to expreſs my thoughts ! 

Moſ. You have not only done your ſelf a good— 
Corb. But multiplied it on my Son. Moſ. Tis right, Sir. 
Corb. Stil, my invention. Me/. 'Laſs, Sir, Heaven knows, 

It hath been all my ſtudy, all my care, 

(T cen grow grey withal ) how to work things — 
Corb. I do conceive,ſweet Moſca. Mo{. You are he, 

For whom [I labour, here. Corb. I, do, do, do: 

Pll ſtraight about it. Meſ. Rook go with you, Raven. 
Corb. I know thee honeſt. 

Moſ. You do lie, Str Corb. And— 

Moſ. Your knowledge is no better than your Ears, Sir. 
Corb. I do not doubt, to be a Father to - 6m 

Me. Nor I to gull my Brother of his Blefling. 

Corb. | may ha my youth reſtord to me, why not ? 
Meſ. Your Worſhip is a precious Aſs—— 

Corb. What ſaiſt thou ? 

Mo/. 1 do delire your Worſhip, to make haſte, Sir. 
Corb. 'Tis done, 'tis done, I go. Velp. O, I ſhall buſt; 

Let out my ſides, let out my ſides— AMe/. Contain 

Your flux of laughter, Sir; you know, this hope 

Is luch a bait, it covers any Hook. 


Volp O, 
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Volp. O, but thy working, and thy placing it ! 
I cannot hold; good Raſcal, ler me kils thee : 
I never knew thee, in fo rare a humour, 
Moeſ. Alas, Sir, 1 bur do, as I am taught; 
Follow your grave inſtrucions ; give em words; 
Pour Oyl into their Ears : and fend them hencs. 
Volp. Tis crue, 'tis true. What a rare puniſhment 
Is avarice, to it ſelf? Mof. 1, with our help, Sir. 
Volp. So many cares, ſo many maladies, 
So many fears attending on old age, 
Yea, death fo often call'd on, as no wiſh : 
Can be more frequent with 'em, their Limbs faint, 
Their Senſes dull, their Seeing, Hearing, Going, 
All dead before them ; yea, their very Teeth, 
Their Inſtruments of caring, failing chem: 
Yet this is reckon'd lite! Nay, here was one, 
Is now gone home, that wiſhes to live longer ! 
Feels not his Gour, nor Pallic, fains himfelt 
Younger, by ſcoresof Years, flatrers his Age, 
Witch confident belying it, hopes he may 
VVith Charms, like e/on, have his Youth reſtor'd ; 
And with theſe choughts ſo battens, as if Fate 
VVould be as cafily cheated on, as he, 
And all turns Air | V Vho's that there, now ? a third ? 
[ Another knocks. 
Mof. Cloſe, to your Couch again: I hear his Voice. 
It is Corwvino, our ſpruce Merchant. Volp. Dead. 
Meſ. Another bout,Sir, with your Eyes. VVho's there? 


AR I. Scene V. 
Moſca, Corvino, Volpone. 


Ignior Corvino! come molt wiſhe for! O, 
How happy were you, if you knew it, now ! 
Cory. Why? what? wherein? _ 
Mo/. The tardy Hour is come, Sir. 
Cory. He is not dead? Moſ. Nor dead,Sir, but as good ; 
He knows no Man. Ceorv. How ſhall I do then ? 
Moſ. Why, Sir ? 
Corv. I have brought him here a Pearl. 
Moſ. Perhaps, he has 
So much remembrance lefr, as to know you, Sir ; 
He ſtill calls on you ; nothing but your name 
Is in his Mouth : Is your Pearl Orient, Sir? 
Cory. Venice was never owner of the like. 
Volp. Signior Corvinoe. Mo/. Hark. 
Valy, 


Signior Corwino. 
Mof. He calls you, ſtep and give it him. H's here, Sir, 
And he has brought you a rich Pearl. 
Cory. How do you, Sir ? 
Tell him, it doubles the ewelf Cara#. Af. Sir, 
He cannot underſtand, his Hearing's gone; 
And yet it comforts him, to ſee you— Corv. Say, 
I have a Diamond for him, too. AMoſ. Beſt ſhew't, Sir, 
Pur it into his hand ; tis only there 
He apprehends: he has his fe-ling, yer. 
See how he graſps it ! Corv. *Las, good Gentleman ! 
How pirtiful the Sight is ! Aoſ. Tut, forger, Sir. 
The weeping of an Heir ſhould ſtill be laughter, 
Under a Viſor. Corv. Why? am I his Heir? 
Mof. Sir, I am ſworn, I may nor ſhew che Will, 
Till he be dead: Bur, here has been Corbaecio, 
Hzre has been Voltore, here were others coo, 
I cannot number 'em, they were ſo many, 
All gaping here for Legacies 3 bur I, 


Taking the vantage of his naming you, 
(Signior Corvino, Signior Corvino J) took = 
Paper, and Pen, and Ink, and there I ask'd him, 


Whom he would have his Heir ? Corvino, Who 
Should be Executor ? Corvino, And, 
To any queſtion, he was ſilent too, 
I ſtill interpreted the nods, he made 
Through {s)for conſent: and ſent home th'others, 
othing bequeath'd them, but to cry, and curſe. 


Corv. O, my dear Moſce. Do's he not perceive us ? 
; [ They embrace. 
Meſ. No more than a blind Harper. He knows noMan 
No Face of Friend, nor name of any Servant, 
Who'r was that fed him laſt, or gave him drink ? 


Not thoſe, he hath begotten, or brought up 
Can he remember. Corv. Has he Children: 
Mef. Baſtards, 
Some dozen, or more, that he begot on ers, 
Gypſies, and Jews, and black-Moors, when he was drunk, 
new you not that, Sir ? *'Tis the common Fable: 


The Dwarf, the Fool, the Eunuch are all his; 

H'is the true Father of his Family, 

In all, fave me: but he has giv'en *em nothing. (us? 
Corv. That's well,that's well. Art fure he does not hear 
Moſ. Sure, Sir 2 why, look you, credit your own Scnſe. 

The Pox approach, and add to your Diſcaſes, 

If it you hence the ſooner, Sir, 

For your incontinence, it hath deſferv'd ic 

Throughly, and chroughly, and the Plague to boot. 

(You may come near, Sir) would you would once cloſe 

Thoſe filthy Eyes of yours, that flow with flime, 

Like ewo Frog-pits 3 and thoſe ſame hanging Cheeks, 

Cover'd with Hide, inſtead of Skin: ( nay, help, Sir) 

That look like frozen Di ſeron end. 

Cory. Or,like an old ſmok'd wall, on which the Rain 
Ran down in ſtreaks. Af. Excellent, Sir, ſpeak ouc ; 
You may be louder yet : a Culvering, 

Diſcharged in his Ear, would hardly bore it. 

Corv. His Noſe is like a common thewer, ſtill running; 

Mof. *Tis good ! and, what his Mouth ? 

Corv. A very he. 

Moſ. O, ſtop it up—— Corv. By no means. 

Moſ. *Pray you let me. 

Faith I could Rtifle him rarely, with a Pillow. 

As well as any Woman that ſhould keep him. 

Cory, Do as you _— ——— Mo. Be > 3 
le is your preſence makes him laſt _ 

Moſ. No, Sir? why ? 


Whi tho la ve _— s | pulous ? Si 
uid you us icru *pray you, Sir. 
Cin.Na at your diſcretion, Mo/Well,good Sir, be gone. 
Cory. 1 will not trouble him now, to take my Pearl. 
Moſ. Puh, nor your Diamond. What a needleſs care 
Is this afflis you ? Is not all here yours? 
Am not I here? whom you have made your Creature ? 
That owe my being to you? Cory. Grateful Moſes ! 
Thou art my friend, my fellow, my companion, 
My partner, and ſhalt ſhare in all my Forcunes. 
Mof. ing one. Corv. What's that? 
Meſ. Your gallant Wite, Sir. 
Now, is he gone: we had no other means, 
To ſhoot him hence, but this, Yolp. My divine Moſca! 
Thou haſt to day our-gone thy ſelf, Who's there ? 
| [ Another knocks. 
I will be troubled with no more. Prepare 
Me Muſick, Dances, Banquets, all Delights - 
The Turk is not more ſenſual in his Pleaſures, 
Than will Volpone. Let me ſee, a Pearl ? 
A Diamant? Plate? Cecchines ? good mernings purchaſe 3 
Why, this is berter than rob Churches, yet : 


Or fat, by cating ( once a Month ) a Man. 
VVho is't. Meſ. The beauteous Lady Would: bee, Sir, 
VVife tothe Engliſh Knight, Sir Politique Would- bee, 
( This is the ſtile, Sir, is direted me ) 
Hath ſent to know, how you have flept to night, 
And if you would be vificed. Folp. Nor, nNOW. 
Some three hours hence. — 

Mef. I told the Squire ſo much. 

Volp. When I am high with Mirth,and Wine: then,then: 
'Fore Heaven, I wonder at the deſperate valour 
Of the bold Engliſh, chat they dare let looſe 
Their VVives, to all encounters: Mof. Sir, this Knight 
Had not his name tor nothing, he is politique, 
And knows, how ere his VVite affect ſtrange Airs, . 
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She hath not yet the Face to be diſhonelt : 
But had ſhe Signior Corvino's Wives Face—— 
Vol. Has ſhe FA rare a Face? Moe. O, Sir, the Wonder, 
The Blazing Star of 1raly ! a Wench 
O” the fi:{t Year! a Beauty ripe as Harveſt ! 
Whoſe Skin is whiter than a Swan all over : 
Than Silver, Snow, or Lillics ! a fott Lip, 
Would tempt you to eternity of Kifling ! 
And Fleſh that melteth in che couch to Blood : 
- Bright as your Gold, and lovely as your Gold: 
Volp. Why had not I known this before ? oo 
Moſ.. Alas, Sir—My felt but yeſterday diſcover'd it. 
Volp. How might I ſes her ? Me/. O,not potlible ; 
She's kept as warily as is your Gold, 
Never does come abroad, never takes Air, 
But at a Window. All her Looks are ſweet, 
As the firſt Grapes or Cherries, and are watch'd _ 
As neer as they are. Volp. I muſt ſee her—— Aef. vir, 
There is a Guard of ten Spies chick upon her, 
All his whole Houſhold ; each of which is ſec 
Upon his Fellow, and have all their Charge ; 
When he goes out, when he comes in, examin'd. 
Volp. 1 will go ſec her, though but at her Window. 
Mo. In ſome Diſguiſe then. Yelp. That is erue: I muſt 
Maintain mine own Shape {till the ſame : We'll chink. 


Act II. Scene I. 
Politick Waquld-be, Peregrine. 


Ir, to a wiſe Man all the World's his Soil. 

le is not Traly, nor France, nor Enrope, 

That mult bound me, if my Fates call me forth. 

Yet, I proteſt, it is no ſale Delire 

Of helng Countrics, ſhifting a Religion, 

Nor any diſaffection to the State 

Where 1 was bred (and unto which I owe 

My deareſt Plots) hath brought me out 4 much leſs 

That idle, antick, ſtale, grey headed Projet 

Of knowing Mens Minds and Manners, with Ulyſſ: : 

But a peculiar Humour of ny Wifes, 

Laid Be this height of Venice, to obſerve, 

To quote, to learn the Language, and fo forth=— 

I hope you travel, Sir, with Licenſe. Per. Yes. 

Pol. | dare the ſatelier converſe—— How long, Sir, 
Since you left England ? Per, Seven Weeks, Pol. So lately! 
You ha' not been with my Lord Ambaſſador ? 

Per, Not yet, Sir, 

Pol. Pray you, what News, Sir, vents our Climate? 
T heard laſt night a moſt ſtrange thing reported 

By ſome of my Lord's Followers, and I long 
To hear how 'ewill be ſeconded, Per. What was't, Sir? 

' Pol. Marry, vir, of a Raven that ſhould build 

In a Ship Royal of the King's. Per, This Fellow, 

Does m_ me, trow ? or 1s gull'd ? Your Name, Sir ? 
Pol. My Name is Politick Would-be. 

Per, Q, that ſpeaks him. A Knight, Sir ? 

Pol. A poor Knight, Sir. Per. Your Lady 
Lies here in Venice, tor Intelligence 
Of Tires, and Faſhions, and Behaviour, 

Among the Courtezans ? the Fine Lady IWould-be ? 

Pol. Yes, Sir, the Spider and the Bee, oft-rimes, 
Suck from one Flower. Per. Good Sir Politick, 

I cry you mercy; I have heard much of you : 

"Tis true, Sir, of your Raven. Pol. On your knowledg ? 
Per. Yes, and your Lion's Whelping in che Lower. 
Pol. Another Whelp ! 

Per. Another, Sir. Pol. Now, Heaven ' 

What Prodigies be theſe ? The Fires at Berwick ! 

And the new Star | Theſe things concurring, ſtrange ! 

And full of Omen ! Saw you thels Meteors ? 

Per. I did, Sir. 


A— 


hs 


Pol. Fearful ! Pray you, Sir, confirm me, 
Were there three Porpoiſcs ſeen above the Bridge, 
As they give out ? Per. Six, and a Sturgeon, Sir. 

Pe]. 1 am aſtoniſh'd. Per. Nay, Sir, be not fo ; 
FI tell you a greater Prodigy than theſe 

Pol. V Vhat ſhould theſe things portend ! 

Per. The very day 
(Let me be ſure) that I put forth from Lendeon,- 

Thgre was a V Vhale diſcover'd in the River, 

As high as Wolwich, that had waited there 

(Few know how many Months) for the Subverſion 
Of the Stode-Fleet. Pol. I&t poflible ? Believe it, 
"Twas either ſent from Spain, or the Archdukes ! 
Spimola's V\ hale, upon my Lite, my Credit ! 

VVill they not leave thele Projets ? V Vorthy Sir, 
Some other News. Per. Faith, Stone the Fool is dead, 
And they do lack a Tavern-fool extreamly. 

Pol. Is Maſs Stone dead. 

Per. He's dead, Sir 3 why ? I hope 
You thought him not Immortal ? O, this Knight 
(V Vere he well known) would be a precious thing 
To fit our Engliſh Stage : He that ſhould write 
But fuch a Fellow, ſhould be choughe co feign 
Extremely, if not maliciouſly. Pol. Stone dead ! 

Per. Dead. Lord! how deeply, Sir, you apprehend it? 
He was no Kinſman to you ? Pol. That I know of. 
VVell ! that ſame Fellow was an unknown Fool. 

Per. And yet you knew him, it ſeems ? Pol.l did fo. Sir, 
I knew him one of the moſt dangerous Heads 
Living within the State, and fo I held him. 

Per. Indeed, Sir ? Pol. V Vhile he liv'd, in ation, 
He has receiv'd weekly Intelligence, 

Upon my knowledge, out of the Low Countries, 
(For all Parts of the V Vorld) in Cabbages ; 
And thoſe diſpens'd . to Ambaſſadors, 

In Oranges, Musk-melons, Apricors, 

Limons, Pomecitrons, and ſuct-like ; ſometimes 
In Colebefter-Oylters, and your Sel/ey-Cockles. 

Per. You make me wonder ! 

Pol. Sir, upon my knowledge. 

Ps [ have obſerv'd him, at your Publick Ordinary, 
Take his Advertiſement from a Traveller 

(A conceal'd Stateſman) in a Trencher of Meat ; 
And —— before the Meal was done, 

Convey an Anſwer in a Tooth-pick. Per. Strange ! 
How could this be, Sir ? Pol. VVhy, the Meat was cut 
50 like his Character, and fo laid, as he 

Mult ealily read the Cypher. Per. I have heard, 

He could not read, Sir. Pol. So *'twas given out 

(Int politic) by thoſe that did employ him : 

But he could read, and had your Languages, 

And to't, as ſound a Noddle—— Per. I have heard, Sir, 
That your Babiowns were Spies, and that they were 
A kind of ſubtle Nation, near to China. 

Pol. I, I, your Mamuluchi. Faith, they had 
Their Hand in a French Plot or two ; but they 
VVere ſo extremely given to V Vomen, as 
They made diſcovery of all: Yet I 
Had my Advices here (on Wedneſday laſt) 

From one of their own Coat, they were return'd, 
Made their Relations, (as the Faſhion is) 

And naw ſtand fair tor freſh Employment. Per. *Heart ! 
This Sir Pol. will be ignorant of nothing. 

Ie ſeems, Sir, you know all? Pol. Not all, Sir : But 
I have ſome general Notions : I da love 

To note, and to obſerve; though I live out 

Free trom the active Torrent, yet I'd mark 

The Currents and the Paſſages of Things, 

For mine own private uſe ; and know the Ebbs 
And Flows of State. Per. Believe it, Sir, I hold 
My ſelf in no ſmall tie unto my Fortunes, 

For caſting me thus luckily upon you, 

VVholſe Knowledge (if your Bounty equal it) 


| May do me great Afliſtance, in Inſtruction 


For 
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—— 
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For my Behaviour, and my bearing, which 
Is yet fo rude, and raw— Po. Why ? came you forth 
Empty of Rules, for travail ? Per. Faith, I had 
Some common ones, from qut that vulgar Grammar, 
Which he, that cry'd ralar fo me, taughe me. 

Pol. Why, this it is, that ſpoyls all our brave Bloods, 
Truſting our hopeful Gentry unto Pedants, 
Fellows of our-fide, and meer bark. You ſeem 
To be a Gentleman, of ingenious Race—— 
I not profeſs it, but my fate hath been 
To be, where I have been conſulted with, 
In this high kind, touching ſome great Mens Sons, 
Perſons of Blood, and Honour Per. Who be 


theſe, Sir ? 


Act II. Scene Il. 
Moſca, Politique, Peregrine, Volpone, Nano, Grege. 


Nder that Window, therc't muſt be. The ſame. 
U Pol.Fellows,to mount a Bank ! Did your Inſtructer 
In che dear Tongues, never diſcourſe to " y 
Of the l[talian Mountebanks ? Per, Yes, Sir. Pol. Why, 
Here thall you ſee one. Per. They are Quack-ſalvers, 
Fellows, that live by venting Oyls, and Drugs? 

Pol. Was that the Character he gave you of them? 
Per. As I remember. Pol. Pitty his ignorance. 
They are the only knowing Men of Europe ! 
Great general Schollars, excellent Phyſicians, 
Moſt admir'd Stares-men, profeſt Favourites, 
And Cabiner-Counſellors to the greateſt Princes ! 
The only languag d Men of all the World ! 
Per. And, I have heard, they are moſt lewd Impoſtors; 
Mads all of Terms and Shreds ; no leſs belyers 
Ot great Mens favours, than their own vile Med'cines; 
Which chey will utter upon monſtrous Oaths : 
Selling chat drug, for Two-pence, e're they part, 
VVhich they have valu'd at Twelve Crowns, before, 
Pol. Sir, Calumnics are anſwer'd beſt with ſilence: 
Your felt hall judge. VVho is it mounts, my Friends? 
Moſ. Scoto of Mantua, Sir.” Pol. Is t he? nay, then 
Ill proudly promiſe, Sir, you ſhall behold 
Another Mah, than has been phanr'lied to you. 
I wonder, yet, that he ſkould mount his Bank, 
Here in this Nook, that has been wont t& appear 
In Face of the P:azz4 | Here, he comes, 
Volp. Mount, Zany. Gre. Follow, follow, follow, 
ollow, tollow. 
Pol, See how the People follow him ! he's a Man 
May write 10000 Crowns in Bank here. Note, 
M1rk but his Geſture :1 do uſe to obſerve 
The ſtate he keeps, in getting up! Per. *Tis worth it, Sir. 
Volp. Moſt noble Gent. and my worthy Patrons, it may 
ſeem ſtrange, that I, your Scoto Mantuano, who was ever 
wont to fix my Bank in Face of the publick Piazza, near 
the ſhelter of the Portico, to the Procuratia, ſhould now 
(after Eight Months abſence, from this Illuſtrious City of Ve- 
nice) bumbly retire my ſelf, into an obſcure Nook of the Piazza. 
Pol. Did not I, now, object the ſame? Per. Peace, Sir. 
Volp. Let me tell you : I am not (as your Lombard Proverb 
ſaith) cold on my Feet ; or content to part with my Commo- 
dities at a cheaper rate, than I accuſtomed : look not for it, 
Nor that the calummions reports of that i ent Detratlor, 
and ſhame to our Profeſſion, (Aleſſandro Buttone, I mean) 
who gave out, in publick, I was condemn'd a Storzato to the 
Galleyes, for poyſoning the Cardinal Bembo's-— Cook, hath 
at all attached, much leſs dejetted me» No, no, worthy Gent. 
(to tell you true) I cannct mdure to ſee the Rabble of theſe 
ground Ciarlitani, that ſpred their Clokes on the Pavement, 
as if they meant to do feats of attivity, and then come in 
lamely, with their mouldy Tales out of cacio, like ſtale 
Tabarine, the Fabuliſt : ſome of them diſcourſing their Tra- 
wels, and of "their tedious Captivity in the Turks Galleys, 


{ with Earthy 


| ffiens Gallies, where very temy'rately they eat Bread, and 
drunk Water as a whol/om Penance (enjoyn'd them by their 
Confeſſors) for baſe Pilferies. 

Po, Notre but his bearing, and contempt of theſe. 

Val P. Theſe Turdy-facy-naſty-paty-loufie-fartical Rogues, 
with one poor Groats-worth of unyrepar'd Antimony, finely 
wrapt up in ſeveral ScartOCCios, are able, wery well, to 
Ell therr twenty a Week, and play ; jet, theſe meager 
ftarv'd Spirits, who have balf ſftopt the Organs of their Minds 
lations, want not their Favourers 

your ſhrived, ſallad eating Artizans : who are padre 
that they may have their Half -pe'rth of Phyſick, though is 
purge 'em into another World, *'t makes no matter. 

Pol. Excellent ! ha' you heard better Language, Sir ? 
Volp. Well, let *em go. And Gentlemen, bonourable Gentle” 
men, know, that for this time, our Bank, being thus remov/'4 
from the Clamours of the Canaglia, ſhall be the Scene 
Pleaſure and Delight : For, I bave nothing to ſell, little or 
nothing to ſell. 

Pot. I told you, Sir, his end. Per. You did ſo, Sir. 
Volp. I proteſt, I, and my fix Servants are not able to make 
of this pretious Liquor, ſo faſt, as it is fetch'd away from my 
Lodging by Gentlemen of your City ; ſtrangers of the Terra- 
terma 3 worſhipful Merchants; I, and Senators too : who, e- 
ver ſmce my arrival, bave detained me to their uſes, by their 
[plendidows Liberalities. And worthily. For, what avails 
Jour rich Man to bave his Magazines tuft with Moſcadelly, 
or of the pureſt grape, when bis Phyſicians preſcribe him (on 
pain of death) to drink nothing but Water, cotted with Ani 
ſeeds? O, health ! bealth ! the bleſſing of the Rich ! the Riches 
of the Poor ! who can buy thee at too dear a rate, ſince there 
« wo enjoying this World without thee ? Be not then ſo [pa- 
ring of your Purſes, honourable Gentlemen, as to abridge the 
natural courſe of Life 

Per, You ſee his end ? Pol. I, is't not good ? 

Volp. For, when a humid Flux, or Catarrb, by the muta- 
bility of Air, falls from your Head into an Arm or Shoulder 
or any other part ;, take you a Duckat, or your Cecchine 
Gold, and "Pp to the place afſetted : ſee, what good effett it 
can work, No, no, "tis this bleſſed Unguento, this rare ex- 
tration, that hath only power to diſperſe all malignant Hu: 
mours, that proceed, either of bot, cold, moyſt, or windy 
Cauſes | 
Per, I would he had put in dry to. Pul. *Pray you, 
_ A F , 

olp. To fortifie the moſt indigeſ® and crude Stomack, 1 
ww it of Fr: Uhagk I weakneſs) wvomited 
Bleed, applying only 4 Warm Napkin to the Place, after the 
Unttion and Fricace ; for the Vertigine, in the Head, putting 
but a drop into your Noſtrils, likewiſe, bebind the Ears; a 
moſt ſoveraign and —_ Remedy : the Mal-caduco, 
Crampr, Comvulſions, aralyſies, pſies, Tremor-cordia, 
retired Nerves, ill Vapours of the Spleen, [topping of the 
Liver, the Stone, the Strangury, Hernia ventola, Iliaca 
pallio ; ops « Diſenteria wmmediately ; eaſeth the Torſion 
of the [mall Guts 3 and cures Melancholia Hy pocondri- 
aca, being taken and applyed, according ro my printed Re» 
ceipt. For, this is the Phyſician, this the Me= _ 
dicine 4 this Connſels, this Cures \ this giv:s the —_ 1 
Diredtion, this works the Effett : and (im ſum) beth 4 his 
together may be term'd an abſtratt of the Theorick Glaſs. 
and Pradttick in the A\culapian Art. Twill coſt 
you Eight Crowns. And, Zan Fritada, pr'y thee ſing 4 
Verſe extempore m Honour of it, 

Pol. How do you like him, Sir ? Per. Moſt ſtrangely, I? 

Pol. Is not his Language rare ? Per. But A/chimy, 

I never heard the like : or Broughtons Books. 


SONG. 


Ad old Hippocrates, or Galen, 
Ha. to their Books pus Med" cines all in) 


But known this Secret, they bad never 


when indeed (were the truth known ) they were the Chri- 


(Of which they will be guilty ever) : 
Y Been 
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Been murderers of ſo much Paper, 

Or waſted many a hurtleſs taper : 

No Indian drug bad ere been famed, 
Tabacco, Saflafras not named ; 

Ne yet, of Guacum one ſmall flick, Sr, 
Nor Raymund Lullies = Elixir, 

Ne, bad been known the Daniſh Gonſwarr. 
Or Paracelſus, with bis long Sword. 


Per, All this, yet, will not do ; Eight Crowns is high. 
Volp. No more. Gentlemen, if 1 bad but time to diſcourſe 
to you the miraculous effetts of this my Oyl, ſurnames oglio 

Scoto ; with the countleſs Catalogue of thoſe 1 have 
eured of th aforeſaid, and many more Diſeaſes ; the Pat- 
tents and Priviledges of all the Princes and Commonwealths 
of Chriſtendom ; or but the diſpoſitions of thoſe that appear'd 
on my part, before the Signiory of the Saniti, and moſt 
learned Colledge f Phyſitians ; where I was autborized, upon 
motice taken . the admirable Vertues of my Medicaments, and 
mine own Excellency, in matter of yare and unknown Se- 
erets, mot only to diſperſe them publickly in this famous 
City, but in all the Territories, that happily joy under the 
Government of the moſt pious and magnificent States of Italy, 
But may ſome other gallant Fellow Jay, O, there be divers 
that make profeſſion to bave as good, and as experiment- 
Fed Receipts as yours : Indeed, very many have aſſay'd, like 
Apes in imitation of that, which is really and eſſentially in me, 
to make of this Oyl ; beſtow'd great coſt in Furnaces, Stills, 
Alembecks, continual Fires, and preparation of the Ingredients, 
(as indeed there goes to it Six bundred ſeveral fimples, be- 
fides, ſome quantity of human Fat, for the conglutination, 
which we buy of the Anatomiſts) but, when theſe Prafitioners 
come to the laſt decottion, blow, blow, puff, puff, and all flies 
in fumo : ha, ha, ha. Poor Wretches ! I rather pitty their F olly 
and Indiſcretion, than their loſs of Time and Money ; for thoſe 


me be recovered by induſtry : but to be a Fooll born is a Diſ- | 


eaſe incurable. For my ſelf, I always from my youth have 
endeavour'd to pet the rareſt Secrets, and book them ; either 
in exchange or for Money : I _ nor coſt ,nor labour, where 
eny thing was worthy to be learned. And Gentlemen, ho- 
nourable Gentlemen, I will undertake (by wvertue of Chymical 
Art) out of the honourable Hat thet covers your Head, to ex- 
tra# the Four Elements ; that is to ſay, the Fire, Air, Wa- 
ter, and Earth, and return you your Felt withont burn or ſtain. 
For, whilſt others bave been at the Balloo, T have been at 
Book : and am now paſt the craggy Paths of Study, and come 
zo the flowry Plains of Homour and Reputation. 

Pol. I do aflure you, Sir, that is his aim. 

Volp. But, to our price. Per. And that withal, Sir Pol, 

Volp. Yow all know, (honourable Gentlemen) I never war 
Is'd this Ampulla, or Villa, at l/s than Eight Crowns ; but 
for this time, I am content to be depriv/d ff it for fix ; Six 
Crowns is the price and leſs m courteſie I know you cannot 
offer me : take it or leave it, bowſoever, both it and I am 
at your ſervice. I ask you not as the value of the thing, for 
then 1 ſhould demand of you a thouſand Crowns, ſo the Car- 
dinals Montalto, Fernele, the great Duke of Tuſcany, my 
Goſſip, with divers other Princes have given me ; but I de- 
ſpiſe Money : only to ſhew my affettion to you, Honourable 
Gentlemen, and your illuſtrious State bere, 1 have nepletted 
the Meſſages of theſe Princes, mine own Offices, fram'd 
Fourney bither, only to preſent you with the Fruits of my — whe 
Tune your Voyces once more to the touch of your Inſtruments, and 
give the honourable Aſſembly ſome delightful Recreation. 

Per. VVhat monſtrous and molt painful Circumſtance 
Is here, to get ſome three or four Gazers ! 
Some Three-pence i'cth' whole, for that *ewill come to, 


SON G. 


_—_— that would laſt long, liſt to my Songs 
Make no more coyl, but buy of this Ot. 


? 


Would you be ever fair and young 
ongue ? 


Srout of Teeth 5 and ftrong of 


mm —. 


Tart of Palat? quick of ear? 

Sharp of fight ? of Neſtril clear ? 
Moitt of Hand ? and light of Foot ? 
(Or I will come nearer tot) 

IVould you Irve free from all Diſeaſes ? 
Do the att, your Miſtris pleaſes ; 

Yea fright all Aches from your Bones ? 
Here's a Med"cine for the Nones. 


Volp. Well, I am in @ humour (at this time) to make a 
Preſent of the ſmall quantity my Coffer contains : to the Rich 
in Courteſie, and to the poor, for Gods ſake, IWherefore now 
mark; I aik'd you Six Crowns; and Six Crowns, at 
other times, you have paid me ; you ſhall not give me Six 
Crowns, nor Five, nor Four, nor Three, nor Two, nor One ; 
nor half a Duckat ; no, nor a muccinigo : Six—pence it will 
p you, or Six hundred Pound—expett no lower price, for by 
the Banner of my Front, I will not bate a bagatine, that I 
will have only a Pledge of your Lower, to carry ſomething 
from amongſt you, to ſhew, I am not contemn'd by you, There- 
fore, now, toſs your —_—_ chearfully, chearfully z and 
be advertiſed, that the firſ® beroick Spirit, that deigns to 
= me, with a Handkerchief, I will grve it a little remem- 

rance of ſomething, beſide, ſhall pleaſe it better, than if I bad 
preſented it with a double Piſtolet. 

Per. VVill you be that heroick Spark, Sir Pol ? 

O, fee ! the V Vindow has prevented you. 

[ Celia at the Window throws down ber Handkerchief. 
Volp. Lady, I kiſs your Bounty; and for this timely Grace y.u 
bave done your poor Scoto of Mantua, I will return you over 
and above my Ol, @ Secret of that high and ineſtmmable Na- 
ture, ſhall make you for ever enamonr'd cn that Minute, 
wherem your Eye firſt deſcended on ſo mean (yet not altoge- 
ther to be deſpidd) an 
this Paper, of which, if I ſhould ſpeak to the worth, Nine 
thouſand Volumms were but as one Page, that Page as a Line, 
that Line as a word : ſo ſhort is this Pilgrimage of Man (which 
ſome call Life) to the expreſſng of it. Would I refle# on the 
price ? why, the whole World were but as an Empire, that 
Empire as a Province, that Province as a Bank, that Bank as 
@ private Purſe to the purchaſe of it. I will only tell you ; It is 
the Poulder that made om a Goddeſs (given ber by Apollo) 
that kept ber perpetually young, clear d ber Wrincles, firm'd ben 
Gums, fill'd her Skin, colour 4 ber Hair ; from ber deriv'd to 
Helen, and at the ſack of Troy (unfortunately) hoſt : till now, 
in this our Age, it was as happily recovered, by a ſtudiows Anti- 
fur}, out of ſome Ruins of Alia, who ſent a Moyety of it 
to the Court of France (but much ſophiſticated) wherewith 
the Ladies there, now, colour their Hair. The reſt (at this 
preſent ) remains with me ;, extratted to a quinteſſence : ſo that, 
where-ever it but touches, in Youth it perpetually preſerves, in 
Age reſtores the Complexion 3 ſeats your Teeth, did they dance 
like wirginal Jacks, ao as a Wall ; makes them white as I- 
vory, that were black as 


Act Il. Scene III. 
Corvino, Politique, Peregrine. 


*% 


Pight of the Devil, and my ſhame |come down, here ; 
me down: no Houſe but mine to make your Scene ? 
Signior Flaminio, will you down, Sir 2 down ? 
VVhat is my VVite your Franciſcina? Sir ? 
No V Vindows on the whole P:azza, here, 
To make your Properties, but mine ? but mine ? 
Heart ! ere to morrow I ſhall be new chriſten'd, 
And call'd the Pantalone Di Beſognieſi, 
About the Town. Per, V V hat ſhould this mean, Sir Po// 
Pol. Some trick of State, believe ic. I will home. 
Per. It may be ſome delign, on you. Pol. I know not. 
Ill ſtand upon my Guard. Per. "Tis your beſt, Sir. 
Pol. This three V Vecks, all my Advices, all my Letters, 
They have been intercepred. Per. Indeed, Sir ? 
Beſt have a care. Pol. Nay, fo I will. Per. This Knight, 


I may not loſe him, for my mirth, cill nigh. by 


Objett. Here is a Poulder conceal'd in | 
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A& Il. Scene IV. 


Volpone, Moſca. 


\ I am wounded. Me/. Where, Sir ? Vol. Not without ; 
ſhoſe blows were nothing : I could bear them ever. 
Bur angry Cupid, bolting from her Eyes, 
Hath ſhot himſelf into me like a Flame ; 
Where, now, he flings about his burning heat, 
As in a Furnace, ſome ambitious Fire, 
Whoſe vent is ſtope, The fight is all within me. 
I cannot live, except thou help me, Moſca ; 
My Liver melts, and I, without the ho 
Ot ſome foft Air, from her refreſhin th, 
Am but a heap of Cindars. Mo/. *Lafs, good Sir, 
Would you had never ſeen her. Volp. Nay, would thou 
Hudſt never told me of her. Moſ. Sir, 'tis erue 
I do contels I was unfortunate, 
And you unhappy : but Pam bound in Conſcience, 
No lets chan Duty, to effect my beſt 
To your releaſe of torment, and I will, Sir. 

Volp. Dear Moſca, ſhall I hope ? Av. Sir, more than 
I will not bid you to deſpair of ought, (dear, 
Within a human compaſs. Yolp. O, there ſpoke 
My better Angel. _ % take my Keys, 

Gold, Plate, and Jewels, all's at thy Devotion ; 
Employ them how thou wilt 3 nay, Coyn me too : 
So chou, in this, bur Crown my Longings. Meuſca? 
Myſ. Uſe but your patience. Yolp. So I have. Mof. I 
doubt not 
To bring ſucceſs to your deſires. Volp. Nay, then, 
I not repent me of my late diſguiſe. 

Mof. If you can horn him, Sjr, you need not. Yolp. 
Beſides, I never meant him for my Heir. (True: 
Is not the colour o' my Beard and Eye-brows | 
To make me known ? Me/. No jor. Yelp. I did it well. 

Moſ. So well, would I could follow you in mine, 
With half the Happineſs 3 and yet I would 
Eſcape your Epilogue. Volp. But, were they gull'd 
With a belief chat I was Scoro ? Mol. vir, 

Scoro himſelf could hardly have diſtinguiſh'd ! 
I have not time to flatter you, now, we'll part: 
And as I proſper, ſo applaud my Art. 


A& IL. Scene V. 


+ Corvino, Celia, Servitore. 


Eath of mine Honour, with the Ciries Fool ? 

A Juggling, Tooth-drawing, prating Mountebank ? 
And at a publik Window 2? where, whillit he, 
With his {train'd Action, and his dole of Faces, 
To his Drug-le&ure draws your itching Ears, 
A Crew of old, un-married, noted Lechers, 
Stood leering up like Satyrs : and you ſmile 
Moſt graciouſly ! and fan your Favours forth, 
To give your hot Spectators fatisfaction ! 
What, was your Mountebank their Call? their Whiſtle ? 
Or were you' enamour'd on his Copper Rings ? 
His Saffron Jewel, with the Toad-ſtone in't ? 
Or his imbroydered Sute, with che Cope-ſtiech, 
Made of a Herſe-cloth ? or his old Tilt-teather ?. 
Or his ſtarch'd Beard ? well ! you ſhall have him, yes: 
Hz ſhall come home, and Miniſter unto you 
"The Fricace for the Moother. Or, let me fee, 
I think you? had rather mount ? would you not mount? 
Why, it you'll mount, you niay 3 ycs truly, you may : 
And fo, you may be ſeen, down to th* Foots 
Ger you a Cirttern, Lady Vanuy, 
And be a dealer with the Vertuous Man 3 
Make one : I'll bur proteſt my ſelf a Cuckold, 
And fave your Dowry. I am a Dutchman, 1: 
For, if you thought me an [alian, 


You would be damn'd, ere you did this, you Whore: 
Thou'ldſt tremble, to imagine, that the murder 
Of Father, Mother, B-ocher, all thy Race, 
Should. follow, as the Subject of my Juſtice ! 
Cel. Good Sir, have patience | Corv, What could 
thou propoſe 
Leſs to thy (elf, than in this heat of Wrath, 
And ſtung with my diſhonour, I ſhould tirike 
This Steel into thee, with as many ſtabs, 
As thou wert gaz'd upon with Goatiſh Eyes ? | 
Cel. Alafs, Sir, be appeas'd ! I could nor chink 
My being at the Window ſhould more, now, 
Move your impatience, than at other times. 
Cory, No? not to ſeek and entertain a Parle, 
With a known Knave? before a Multicude ? 
You were an Actor with your Handkerchietf! 
Which he, moſt ſweerly, kiſt in the Reccipe, 
And might (no OP return it with a Letter, 
And point the Place, where you mighe meet : your Siſters, 


Your Mothers, or your Aunts might ſerve the turn. 
Cel. Why, dear Sir, when do I make theſe Excuſes ! 

Or ever ſtir abroad, but to the Church ? 

And that fo ſeldom—— Corv, Well, it ſhall belefs; 

And thy reſtraint before was Liberty, 

To what I now decree : and therefore mark me. 

Firſt, I will have this bawdy Light dam'd up ; 

And tillt be done, ſome two or three Yards off, 

nl Chalk a Line : o're which, if thou but chance 

To ler thy deſp'rate Foot 3 more Hell, more Horror, 

More wild remorſelefs Rage ſhall ſeize owthee, 

Than on a Conjurer, that had heedleſs letr 

His circles ſafety ere his Devil was laid. - 

Then here's a Lock, which I will hang upon thee; 

And, now I think on't, I will keep thee backwards ; 


Thy Lodging ſhall be backward ; thy walks backwards ; 
Thy Proſfpect-all be backwards; _ no pleaſure, 
That thou ſhale know but backwards: Nay,fince you force 
My honeſt nature, know, it is your own 
Being too open, makes me uſe you thus. 
Since you will not contain your ſubtil Noſtrils 
In a tweet Room, but they muſt ſnuff the Air 
Of rank and ſweaty Paſlengers One knocks. 

| Knock within. 
Away, and be not ſeen, pain of thy Life ; 
Not look toward the Window : if thou doſt 
(Na ſtay, hear this) let me not proſper, Whore, 
Bur I will make thee an Anatomy, 
Difle&t thee mine own ſelf, and read a Lecture 
Upon thee, to the City, and in publick. 
nl Who's there ? Ser. 'Tis Signior Mo/ca, Sir. 


A& IL. Scene VL. 


Corvino, Moſcs. 


Et him come in, his Maſter's dead : There's yet 
Some good, to help the bad. My Meſca, welcom, 
I gueſs your news. Mof. I fear you cannot, Sir. 
Cory. Is not his death ? Me/. Rather the contrary. 
Cory. Not his recovery ? Moe. Y es,Sir. Corv. Lam curs'd, 
I am bewirtch'd, my Crofles meet to vex me. 
How ? how ? how? how? Mo}. Why,vir,with Scoro's Oyl: 
Corbaccio, and Voltore brought of it, 
VVhilſt I was bulic in an inner Room 
Cory.Death! that damn'd Mountebank! bur, for the Law 
Now, I could kill the Raſcal: 't cannor be, 
His Oyl ſhould have that Vertue. Ha' not I 
Known him a common Rogue, come fidling in 
To th' Ofteria, wich a tumbling V Vhore, 
And, when he has done all his forc'd tricks, been glad 
Of a poor ſpoontul of dead V Vine, with Flies in'c ? 
Ie cannoc be. All his Ingredients 
Are a Sheeps Gall, a rolted Birches Marrow, 


Some few ſod Earwigs, pounded Carerpillers, 
| SY 
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A little Capons Greaſe, and Faſting Spirtle : 

I know 'em to a Dram. ' My/. I know not, Sir, 
Buc ſome on'r, there, they powr'd into his Ears, 
Some in his Noſtrib, and recover'd him 3 


Applying bur the fricace. Corw. Pox o' that fricace, ' 
Ado. And fince, to feem the more officious 


And flatt'ring of his health, there, they have had 

(At extream Fees) the Colledge of Phyſicians 
Conſulting on him, how they might reſtore him ; 
Where one would have a Caraplaſm of Spices, 

Another a flayd Ape clap to his Breaſt, 

A third would ha* — a fourth an Oyl 

With wild Cats Skins : at laſt, they all reſfoly'd 

That, to preſerve him, was no other means, 

Bur ſome young Woman muſt be ſtraight ſought out, 
Luſty and full of Juice, to fleep by him ; 

And, to this Service (moſt unhappily, 

And moſt unwillingly) am I now imploy'd, | 

Which here I he to pre-acquaint you with, 

For your advice, ſince it concerns you moſt, 

Becauſe, I would not do that —_— croſs : 
Your ends, on whom I have my whole dependance, Sir ; 
Yet, if I do it not, they may delate 

My flackneſs to my Patron, work me out 

of his Opinion ; and there, all your hopes, 

Ventures, or __—_ all n—q— . 

I do bur tell you, Sir. es, they are a 

Now ſtriving who ſhall firſt vreſens him. Therefore— 
I could intreat you, briefly, conclude ſomewhat : 
Prevent 'em if you can. Cory, Death to my hopes ! 
This is my villanous Fortune ! Beſt to hire 

Some common Curtezan? Me. I, I thoughton that, Sir. 
But they are all ſo ſubtil, full of Art, 

And age again doting and flexible, 

So as—— I cannot tell we may perchance 

Light on a Quean, may cheat us all. Corv. *Tis true, 

Moſ. No, no: it muſt be one, that has no tricks, Sir, 
Some ſimple thing, a Creature made. unto it ; 

Some Wench you may command.Ha'you noKinſwoman? 
Gods ſo—Think,hink, think, think,think,think,think,Sir. 
One o* the Do&tors offer'd there, his Daughter. 

Corv. How | Moſ. Yes, Signior Lupo, the Phyſician. 

Cor. His Daughter ? Mo/.And a Virgin, Sir. Why ? Alaſs, 
He knows the ſtate of's Body, what it is; 

Thz.t nought can warm his Blood, Sir, but a Fever; 
Nor any incantation raiſe his _ 
A long forgettulneſs hath ſeiz'd that parrt. 

Beſides, Sir, who ſhall know it ? ſome one or two— 

Ccrv. I prythee give me leave. If any Man 
But I had had this luck—— The thing in'e ſelf, 

I know, is nothing—— Wherefore ſhould not I 
As well command my Blood and my Afﬀections, 
As this dull Doctor ? In the point of Honour, 
The Caſes are all one of Wite and Daughter. 

Mef. 1 hear him coming. Corv. She ſhall do't : *Tis 
Slight, if this Doctor, who is not engag'd, '(done. 
Unleſs be for his Counſel (which is nothing) 
Offer his Daughter, what ſhould I, that am 
So deeply in ? I will prevent him, Wretch ! 
Covetous Wretch | Moyſca, I have determin'd. 

Moſ. How, Sir? Corv. VVe'll make all fure. The 

Party, you wor of, 
Shall be mine own Wife, Moſes. Moſ. Sir. The thing. 
(Bur that I would not ſeem to counſel you 
I ſhould have motion'd to you at the firſt : 
And make your count, you have cut all their Throats. 
Why ! 'tis dire&ly taking a poſleflion ! 
And, in his next Fit, we may let him go. 
*Tis but co pull the Pillow from his Head, 
And he is thratled : *t had been done, before, 
But for your ſcrupulous Doubts. Corv. I, a plague on't, 
My Conſcience Fools my Wit. Well, VIl be brief, 
And fo be thou, leſt they ſhould be before us : 
Go home, prepare him, cell him, wich what zeal, 


And —_— I do it 3 ſwear it was, 

On the firſt hearing ( as thou maiſt do, truely) 

Mine own free motion. AMeſ. Sir, I warranc you, 

I'll fo poſſeſs him with it, that the reſt 

Of his ſtarv'd Clients ſhall be baniſhe all ; 

And only you receiv*'d. But come not, Sir, 

Until I tend, for I have ſomething elſe 

To ripen, for your good (you muſt not know't) 
Cory. But do not you forget to fend now. Mo/. fear not. 


A&R IL. Scene VII. 
Corvino, Celia. 
a you, Wife? my Celia? Wife? what 
wr 


bbering ? 


Come, dry thoſe Tears. I think thou thoughteſt me in 
bows ? 


Ha? by this light, I talk*d fo but to try thee. 

Me-thinks, the lightneſs of the occaſion 

Should ha* confirm'd thee. Come, I am not jealous. 
Cel. No? Cerv. Faith, I am not, I, nor never was: 

It is a poor unprofitable Humour. 

Do not I know if Women have a Will, 

They'll do *gainſt all the watches o' the VVorld ? 

And that the fierceſt Spies are tam'd with Gold ? 

Tut, I am confident in thee, thou ſhale ſee*t : 

And ſee, Pl give thee cauſe too, to believe it. 

Come, kiſs me, Go, and make thee ready ſtraight, 

In all thy beſt Attire, thy choiceſt Jewels, 

Put %*em all on, and, with '*em, thy beſt Looks: 

VVe are invited co a ſolemn Feaſt, 


At old Yolpone's, where it ſhall appear 
How far _ = 


free, from jealouſic or fear, 


—_ 
tt 


A&t II, 'Scene L 
Moſca. 


I Fear, I ſhall begin to grow in love 

VVith my dear ſelf, and my moſt profp'rous Parts, 
They do ſo ſpring, and burgeon 3 I can feel 

A whimſiie 1 my Blood : (I know not how) 

Succeſs hath made me wanton. I could ski 

Our of my Skin, now, like a ſubtil Snake, 

I am ſo limber. O ! Your Paraſite 

Is a moſt precious thing, dropt from above, 

Not bred *mongſt Clods and Clot-pouls, here on Earth, 
I muſe, the Myſtery was not made a Science, 

It is fo liberally profeſt ! almoſt 

All the wiſe world is little elſe, in Nature, 

But Paraſites, or Sub-paraſites. And, yet, 

I mean not thoſe that have your bare Towr-art, 

To know, who's fit to feed 'em ; have no Houle, 
No Family, no Care, and therefore mould 

Tales for Mans Ears, to bait that Senſe ; or gee 
Kiechin-inyention, and ſome ſtale Receipes 

To pleaſe the Belly, and the Groin ; nor thoſe, 
VVith their Court-dog-tricks, that can fawn and fleer, 
Make their Revenue out of Legs and Faces 

Eccho my Lord, and lick away a Moth : 

But your fine elegant Raſcal, chat can riſe, 

And ſtoop. (almoſt together) like an Arrow, 

Shoot through the Air as nimbly as a Star ? 

Turn ſhort, as doth a Swallow ; and be here, 

And there, and here, and yonder all at once ; 
Preſent to any Humour, all Occaſion; 

And change a Viſor, ſwifter than a Thought ! 

This is the Creature had the Art born with him ; 
Toils not to learn it, but doth practiſe ir 

Out of moſt excellent Nature : and ſuch Sparks 

Are the true Paraſites, others but their 
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Act IIL. Scene IL 
Moſca, Bonario. 


Ho's this ? Bonario ? old Corbaccio's Son ? 
The Perſon 1 was bound to ſeek. Fair Sir, 
You are happily met. Bon. That cannot be by thee. 
Moſ. Why, Sir ? Bon. Nay, prythee know thy way, 
and leave me : : 
I would be loath to interchange Diſcourſe, 
With ſuch a Mate as thou art. . Mo. Courteous Sir, 
corn not my Poverty. Bon. Not I, by Heaven : 
But chou ſhale give me leave to hate thy baſenefs. 
Moſ. Baſeneſs? Bon. I anſwer, me, is not thy ſloth 
Sufficient Argument ? thy flattery ? 
Thy means of feeding? Mof. Heaven, be good to me. 
Theſe Imputations are too common, Sir, 
And eafily ſtruck on Vertue, when ſhe's poor ; 
You are unequal to me, and how ere 
Your ſentence may be righteous, yet you are not, 
That ere you know me, thus, p in Cenfſure ; 
St. Mark bear witneſs *gainſt you, *tis inhuman. 
Bon. What ? does he weep ? the lign is ſoft, and good ! 
I do Pr; me, _ I y fo _ 
Moſ. *Tis true, that, ſfway' ſtrong neceſflit 
I am enforc'd to cat my carakil Bread " 
With too much obſequy ; *tis true, beſide, 
That I am fain to ſpin mine own poor Rayment, 
Out of my meer obſervance, being not born 
To a free Fortune : but that I have done 
Baſe Offices, in rendring Friends aſunder, 
Dividing Families, betraying Counſels, 
Whiſpering falſe Lyes, or mining Men with Praiſes, 
Train'd their Credulity with Perjuries, 
Corrupted Chaſtity, or am in love 
VVith mine own tender eaſe, but would not rather 
Prove the moſt rugged, and laborious courſe, 
That might redeem my | penn eſtimation ; 
Let me here periſh, in all hope of goodneſs. 
Bon. This cannot be a perſona Paflion ! 
| was to blame, fo to miſtake thy Nature ; 
Prythee forgive me : and ſpeak out thy buſineſs. 
Moſ. Sir, it concerns you; and though I may feem, 
Art firſt to make a mair, offence in Manners, 
And in _—_— unto my Maſter ; 
Yer, for the pure love, which I bear all right, 
And hatred of the wrong, I muſt reveal it. 
This very hour, your Father is in purpoſe 
To ditinherir you Bon. How | Moſ. And thruſt you 
As a meer ſtranger to his Blood; 'tis true, Sir; (forth, 
The work no way ingageth me, bur, as 
I claim an Intereſt in the general ſtate 
Of Goodneſs and true Vertue, which I hear 
T' abound in you : and, for which meer reſpe&, 
VVithout a ſecond aim, Sir, I have done ir. 
Ron. This tale hath loſt thee much of the late truſt, 
Thou hadſt with me ; it is impoſlible : 
| know not how to lend ir any thought, 
My Father ſhould be fo unnatural. 
Mc. Itis a confidence, that well becomes 
Your Picty ; and form'd (no doubt) it is 
From your own ſimple Innocence : which makes 
Your wrong more monſtrous and abhor'd. Burt, Sir, 
| now will cell you more. This very Minute, 
It is, or will be doing: And, if you 
Shall be but plea&'d to go with me, I'll bring you, 
(1 dare not ſay where you ſhall ſee, but) where 
Your Ear ſhall be a witneſs of the Deed; 
Lear your ſelf wricten Baſtard : and profeſt 
The common We of the Earth. Bon. I'm maz'd! 
Moſ. Sir, if 1 do it not, draw your juſt Sword, 
And icore your vengeance, on my front and Face 3 
Mark me your Villain; You have too much wrong, 


And I do ſuffer for you, Sir. My Heart 
Weeps Blood in anguiſh-— Box. Lead. I follow thee. 


A&t IIl. Scene IIL 


Volpone, Nano, Androgyno, Caſtrone. 


Oſca ſtays long methinks. Bring forth your ſports 
And help to make the wretched time more ſweer 
Nan. Dwarf, Fool, and Eunuch, well met bere we be. 
A queſtion it were now, whether of us three, 
Being all the known delicates of @ rich Man, 
In pleaſing bim, claim the Precedency can ? 
Caf. I claim for my ſelf. And. And, ſo doth the Fool. 
Nan. *7is fooliſh indeed : let me ſet you both to School. 
Firft,- for your Dwarf, be's little and witty, 
And every thing, as it is little, s pritty ; 
Ce oe COT , 
So ſoon as they ſee bim, it's a pretty little Ape ? 
And why a pretty Ape ? but for pleaſing imitation 
eater Mens Attions, in @ ridiculou faſhion. 
Beſide; this feat Body of mine doth not crave 
Half the Meat, Drmk, and Cloth, one of your bulks will have. 
Admit your Fools Face be the Mother of laughter, 
Yet, for bis Brain, it muſt always come after : 
And though that do =_ bim, it's a fk Caſe, 
His - Body is bebolding to ſuch @ bad Face. 

Volp. Who's there ? my Couch, away, look, Nano, fee : 
= RG” D.... _ 
ve me my , firſt——go, enquire. Now, Cup: 
Send it by Moſes, and with fair return. nt” 

Nan. It is the beauteous Madam—Volp. Would-be— is it ? 
Nan. The ſame. Yolp. Now? torment on me ; Squire 
For ſhe will enter, or dwell here for ever. (her in: 
Nay, quickly, that my Fit were paſt. I fear , 

A (cond Hell too, that my loathing this 

Will _=_ expel my Appetite to the other : 

Would ſhe were taking now her tedious leave. 
Lord how it threats me what I am to ſuffer. 


A&t IIL Scene IV. 
Lady, Volpone, Nano, Women. 2. 


I Thank you, good Sir. *Pray you ſignifie 
Unto-your Patron, 1 am here. This Band 
Shews not my Neck enough (I trouble you, Sir, 
Let me requeſt you, bid one of my Women 
Come hither to me) in good faith, I am dreſt 
Moſt favourably, to day ; it is no matter, 

*Tis well n—_— Look, fee, theſe t things ! 

How they have done this! Yolp. 1 do feell the Fever 

Entring in at mine Ears ; O, for a Charm, 

To fright it hence. Lad. Come nearer : is this Curl 

In his right Place ? or this? why is this higher 

Than all the reſt ? you ha* not waſh'd your Eyes, yet ? 

Or do they not ſtand even i your Head ? 

Where's your fellow ? call her. Nan. Now. St. Mark 

Deliver us : anon, ſhe'll beat her Women, 

Becauſe her Noſe is red. Lad. I pray you, view 

This Tire, forlooth : are all things apt or no ? 

Wom. One Hair a lictle, here, ſticks out, forfooth. 
Lad. Dos't fo forfooth? and where was your dear fight 

When it did fo forſooth'? what now ? Bird-ey'd ? 

And you too ? *pray you both approach, and mend it. 

Now: (by that light) 1 muſe, yo'are not afhanr'd ! 

I, that have preach'd theſe things, fo ofr, unto you, 

Read you the Principles, argu'd all the Grounds, 

Diſputed every fitneſs, every grace, 

Calld you to counſel of fo frequent dreflings—— 
(Nan. More carefully, than of your Fame or Honour) 
Lad. Made you —— what an ample Dowry 

The knowledg of cheſe things would be unto you, 
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At your return : ang you thus to neglect it ? 

Beſides, you ſzeing what a curious Nation 

Th* Italians are, what will they ſay of me? 

The Eng/ij Lady cannot dreſs her felt; 

Here's a tine Imputation to our Countrey : 

Well, go your ways, and ſtay i the next Room. 

This fucrs was to0 courſe too, 1t's no matter. 

Good-5>ir, you'll give 'em entertainment ? 

Volp. The Storm comes toward me. Lad. How Qos 

my Volp ? | 

Volp. Troubled with noiſe, I cannot ſleep 3 I dreamt; 
That a ſtrange Fury entred, now, my Houle, 

And, with the dreadful tempeſt of her Breath, 

Did cleave my Roof aſunder. Lad. Believe me, and I 

Had the moſt feartul Dream, could I remember t— 
Velp. Out on my fate; I ha? given her the occaſion 

How to torment me: ſhe will tell me hers. 

Lad. M: thought, the Golden mediocrity 
Police, and delicate—— Vo/p. O, it you do love me, 
No more; I ſweat, and ſuffer, at the mention 
Of any Dream : feell how I tremble yet. 

Lad. Alas, good Soul | the Pafhion of the Heart. 
Szed-pearl were good now, boild with Syrrup of Apples, 
Tin&#ure of Gold, and Corral, Citron Pills, 

Your Elicampane Root, Myrobalanes 
Volp. Ay me, Ihave tane a Graſs-hopper by the Wing. 
Lad. Burnt Silk, and Amber, you have Muſcadel 

Good i” the Houſe —— Volp. You will not drink, and part? 
Lad. No, fear not that. I doubt, we ſhall not get 

Some Engliſh Saffron (half a Dram would ſerve) 

Your fixtcen Cloves, a lictle Musk, dri'd Mints, , , 

Bugloſs, and Barly-meal-— Yelp. She's in again ; 

Bctore I fain'd Diſeaſes, now I have one. : 

Lad. And theſe appli'd, with a righe Scarlet-cloth— 

Volp. Another Flood of words! a very Torrent! 

Lad. Shall I, Sir, make youa Poultiſe? Yelp. No, no, no, 
I'm very well : you need preſcribe no more. 

Lad. I have alictle ſtuddied Phylick ; but now, 

Fm all for Muſick fave, 1' the Forenoons, 

An hour or two for painting. I would have 

A Lady, indeed, © have all, Letters, and Arts, 

Be able codiſcoarſe, to write,” to paint, 

Bue principal (as Plato holds) your Mulick 

(And fo does wiſe Pythagoras, [ eake it) 

Is your true Rapture; when there is conſent 

In Face, in Voyce, and Clothes: and is indeed, 

Our Sexes chicteſt Ornament. Yelp. The Poet, 

As old in time as Plato, and as knowing, 

Says that our higheſt Female grace is filence. 

Lad. Which of your Poets? Petrarch? orTaſſo? or Dante? 
Guerrinit? Arioito ? Aretine ! 

Cicco di Hadria? I have read them all, 

Volg. Is every thing a Cauſe to my deſtruction? 

Lad. I think, I ha'ewo or three of *em about me! 

Vilp. The Sun, the Sea will ſooner both ſtand ſtill, 
Than her eternal Tongue ! nothing can ſcape it. 

Lad. lzre's Patlor Fido— Velp. Profels obſtinate ſilence ; 
Thar's now my ſafelt. Lad. All our Engliſh Writers, 

] mean ſuch as are happy in th' Iralian, 

Will deign to ſteal our of this Author, mainly ; 

Almoſt as much, as from Muntagnie : 

He has fo modern and facile a Vein, - 

Vieting the time, and catching the Courrear ; 

Your Petrarch is more paflionate, yet he, 

In days of ſonnetting, truſting 'em, with much : 

Dante is hard, and few can underſtand him. 

Put, for 4 deſperate wit, there's Aretine ! 

Only, his Pictures are a lictle obſcene 

You mark me not ? Volp., Alas, my Mind's perturb'd, 
Lad, Why, in fuch ſes, we mult cure our ſelves, 

Make uſe of our Philoſophy-— Volp. O'y me. 

Lad. And, as we find our Paſlions do rebel, 
Fncounter 'em with Reaſon or divert 'em, 

By giving {cope unto ſome other Humour 


Of leſſer danger : as, in Politick Bodies, 

There's nothing, more, doth over-whelm the Judgment, 

And clouds the Underſtanding, than too much 

Settling, and fixing, and (as 'twere) ſubſliding 

Upon one Obje&. For the incoporating 

Of theſe ſame outward things, into that part, 

Which we call mental, leaves ſome certain feces, 

That ſtop the Organs, and, as Plato ſays, 

Aſlafſinates our knowledg. Yolp. Now, the Spiric 

Of patience help me. Lad. Come, in faich, I mult 

Viſit you more adays; and make you well : 

Laugh and be luſty. Yolp. My good Angels ſave me. 
Lad. There was but one fole Man in all the V Vorld, 

VVieh whom I ere could ſympathiſe ; and he 

VVould lye you often, three, four Hours together , 

To hear me ſpeak : and be (ſometime) 1o rap't, 

As he would anſwer me quite from'the purpoſe, 

Like you, and you are like him, juſt. I'll diſcourſe 

(And't be but only, Sir, to bring you aſleep) 

How we did ſpend our time, and loves, together, 

For ſome ſix years. Yelp. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh. 
Lad. For we were coetanei, and brought up 
Volp. Some power, ſome fate, ſome Fortune relcue me. 


A& III. Scene V. 
Moſca, Lady, Volpone. 
ſave you, Madam. Lad. Good Sir. Volp. Moſca ? 


G® 
welcom, 
VVelcom to my redemption. Mof. V Vhy, Sir ? Volp. Oh, 
Rid me of this my torture, quickly, there 3 
My Madam, with the oveclafling Voyce : 
The Bells in time of Peſtilence, ne'er made 
Like noiſe, or were in that perpetual motion ! 
The Cock- pit comes not neer it. All my Houſe, 
But now, ſteam'd like a Bath, with her chick Breath. 
A Lawyer could not have been heard ; nor ſcarce 
Another VVoman, ſuch a hail of words 
She has let fall. For Hells ſake, rid her hence. 
Moſ. Has ſhe preſented ? Yolp. O, I do not care, 
Ill take her ablence, upon any price, 
VVich any loſs. Me/. Madam—— Lad. I ha* brought 
your Patron 
A Toy, a Cap here, of minc own work— AMof. Tis well, 
I had forgot to tell you, I ſaw your Knight, 
—_— you'ld little think it Lad. Vhere ? Mo. 
arry, 
V Vhere yet, if you make haſte, you may apprehend him, 
Rowing upon the V Vater in a gondole, 
VVith the moſt cunning Curtizan of Venice. 

Lad. Is't true? Moſ. Purſue 'em, and believe your Eyes: 
Leave me, to make your Gift. I knew, *t would take, 
For lightly, they that uſe themſelves moſt Licence, 

Are ſtill moſt jealous. Yelp. Moſca, hearty thanks, 

For thy quick fiction and delivery of me. 

Now, to my hopes, what ſayſt thou? Lad. Butdo you 
hear, Sir ?— 

Volp. Again, I fear a Paroxiſm. Lad. V Vhich way 
Row'd they together ? Mo. Toward the Rialto, 

Lad, | pray you lend me your Dwarl, Moe/. I pray 

you, take him, 
Your hopes, Sir, are like happy Bloſſoms, fair, 


| And promiſe timely Fruit, if you will ſtay 


Bur che maturing; keep you at your Couch, 
Corbaccio will arrive ſtrait, with the V Vill : 

VVhen he is gone, I] tell you more. Yelp, My Blood, 
My Spirits are return'd ; 1 am alive : 

And like your wanton Gameſter, at Primers, 

VVhoſe thought had whiſper'd to him, not go lek. 

Me thinks I lye, and draw —— for an cncounter, 
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AR II, Scene VI. | 
Moſca, Bonario. 


Ir, here conceal'd, you my hear — _ you 
Have patience, Sir ; the lame's your Father, knocks: 
- ! . One knocks. 
I am compell'd to leave you. Bon. Do fo. Yet, 
Cannot my thought imagine this a Truth. 


Act IV. Scene VII 
Moſca, Corvino, Celia, Bonarw, Volpone. 


Eathon me! you are come too ſoon, what meant you? 
Ds not I ſay, I would ſend? Corv. Yes, but I feard 
You might forger it, and then they prevent us. 

Meſ Prevent? did e&'re Man haſte fo, for his Horns ? 
A Courtier would not ply it fo, for a place. 
Well, now there's no helping it, ſtay here ; 
]'ll peſently return. Corv. Where are you, Celis ? 
You know not wheretore I have brought you hither ? 
Cel. Not well, except you told me, Corv. Now, I will: 
Hark hither. Moſ. Sir, your Father hath ſent word, 


[ To Bonario. 


It will be half an hour ere he come ; 

And therefore, if you pleaſe to walk the while 

Into that Gallery—— at the upper end, 

There are ſome Books, to entertain the time : 

And Ill take care, no Man ſhall come unto you, Sir. 
Bon. Yes I will ſtay there, I do doubt this Fellow, 
Mo. There, he is tar enough 3 he can hear nothing : 

And, for his Father, I can keep him off. 
Corv.Nay,now,there is noſtarting back ; and therefore, 

Reſolve upon it : I have fo decree'd. 

It muſt be done. Nor, would move't afore, 

Becauſe I would avoid all Shifts and Tricks, 

That might deny me, Cel. Sir, let me beſeech you, 

Atfect not theſe ſtrange Trials; if you doubt 

My Chaſtity, why lock me up, for ever: 

Make me the Heir of darkneſs. Let me live, 

Where 1 may pleaſe your fears, if not your Truſt. 
Cory, Believe it, I have no ſuch Humour, I. 

All that I ſpeak, I mean; yet I am not mad : 

Not Horn-mad, fee you ? Go too, ſhew your ſelf 

Obedient, and a Wite. Cel. O Heaven ! Corv. I fay it, 

Do ſo. Cel. Was this the Train? Corv. I have told you 

Reaſons ; 

What the Phyticians have ſet down; how much, 

It may concern me; what my Engagements are; 

My means ; and che neceffity of thoſe means, 

For my recovery : wheretore, if you be 

Loyal, and mine, be won, reſpect my venture. 

Cel. Betore your Honour ? Corv, Honour? tut, a breath ; 

There's no ſuch thing, in Nature: a meer Term 

Invented to awe Fools. What is my Gold 

The worſe for couching? Cloths for being look'd on? 

Why, this's no more. An old decrepit Wretch, 

That has no Senſe, no Sinew ; takes his Meat 

With others Fingers ; only knows to gape, 

When you do ſcald his Gums ; a Voyce ; a Shadow; 

And, what can this Man hurt you? Cel. Lord ! what Spirit 

Is this hath entred him ? Corv. And for your fame, 

That's ſuch a Jig; as it I would go tell it, 

Cry it on the P1azzs |. who ſhall know it; 

Bur he that cannot ſpeak ic ; and this Fellow, 

Whole Lips are i' my Pocket ; fave your felf, 

It you'll proclaim'e, you may. 1 know no other, 

Should come to know ic. Cel. Are Heaven, and Saints 

then nothing ? 

Will they be blind or ſtupid ? Cor. How ? Cel. Good Sir 

Be jcalous (till, emulare them ; and think 

What hate they burn with toward every Sir 


Cory. I grant you: if I thought it were a Sin, 

I would not urge you. Should I offer this 
To ſome young Frenchmen, or hot Tuſcan Blood. 
That had read Arerine, conn'd all his Prints, 

Knew every quirk within Luſts laborinth, 

And were proteſt Critick in Lechery ; 

And I would look up on him, and applaud hit, 

This were a Sin: but here, tis contrary, 

A pious Work, meer Charity for Phylick, 

And honeſt Polity, to afſure mine own. 

Cel, O Heaven canſt thou ſuffer ſuch a change ? 

Volp. Thou art mine honour Moſca, and my pride, 
My joy, my tickling, my delight ! Go, bring”em. 

Mof. Pleaſe you draw neer, Sir. Corv. Come on, what— 
You will not be rebellious? by that Light—+— 

Moſ. Sir, Signior Corvino, here, is come to ſee you. 

Volp. Oh. Mo. And hearing of the conſultation had, 
So lately, for your health, is come to offer, 

Or rather, vir, to proſtitute—Corv. Thanks, ſweet Moſca. 
Mo. (As the true fervent Inſtance of his Love) 

His own moſt fair and proper Wite ; the Beauty, 

Only of price, in Venice— Corv. *Tis well urg'd. 
Myſ. To be your comfortreſs, and to preſerve you. 
Volp. Alaſs, I am paſt already !'pray you, thank him 

For his good care and prompeneſs ; but for that, 

'Tis a vain labour een to fight *gainſt Heaven ; 

Applying Fire to a Stone : (uh, uh, uh, uh.) 

Making a dead Leaf grow again. I take 
His wiſhes gently, though; and you may tell him, 
What ÞT have done for him : marry, my ſtate is hopeleſs! 
Will him to pray for mez and Cuſe his Fortune, 

With reverence when he Gomes to't. AMo/. Do you hear, 

Sir ? 

Go to him, with your Wife. Corw. Heart of my Father ! 

Wilr thou perſiſt thus ? come, I pray thee come. 

Thou ſeeſt *cis nothing, Celia. By this hand, 

I ſhall grow violent. Come, do't, I ſay. 

Cel. Sir, kill me, rather : I will cake down Poyſon, 
Fat burning Coals, do any thing=— Corv. Be damn'd. 
(Heart) 1 will drag thee hence, home, by the Hair ; 
Cry thee a Strumpet through the Streets; rip u 
Thy Mouth, unto thine Ears; and lic thy Noſe, 

Like a raw Rotchee— Do not tempt me, come. 

Yield, I am loth—— (Death) I will buy ſome Slave, 
Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive; 

And at my Window, n—_—_— forth : deviſing 
Some monſtrous Crime, which I, in Capical Letters, 
Will eat into thy Fleſh with Aquaforris, 

And burning Cor'fives, on this ſtubborn Breaſt. 

Now, by the Blood thou haſt incens'd, I'll do'e. 

Cel. Sir, what you pleaſe, you may, I am your Martyr. 

Corw. Be not thus obſtinate, I ha' nor deferv'd it : 
Think who it is intreats you. *Pr'y thee, Sweet ; 
(Good faith) thou ſhale have Jewels, Gowns, Actires, 
What thou wilt think, and ask. Do but go kits him. 
Or touch him, bur.. For my fake. At my ute. 

This once. No? not ? I ſhall remember chis. 

Will you diſgrace me, thus ? do' = thirſt my undoing ? 
| Moſ. Nay, gentle Lady, be advis'd; Corv. No, no. 
She has watch'd her time. God's precious, this is skirvy, 
"Tis very sKirvy : and you are—— Mz. Nay, good, Sir. 

Corv, An errant Locuft,by Heaven, a Locuſt, Whore, 
Crocodile, that haſt thy Tears prepar'd, | 
Rngoling, Wn thou'lt bid 'em flow. AMo/. Nay, pray 

ou, Sir, 

She will confider. Cel. Would my Life would ſerve 

To ſatisfie. Corw. ($'death) if ſhe would but ſpeak co him, 

And ſave my Reputation, *twere ſomewhat ; 

Bur, ſpighetully to affe&t my utter ruin. = 
Mol. I, now you? have pur your Fortune in her Hands. 

Why i'faith, it is her modeſty, I mult quit her ; 

If you were abſent ſhe would be more coming ; 

E know it: and dare undertake for her. 
hat Woman can before her Husband ? *pray young? 
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Let us depart, and leave her, here. Cory. Sweet Celia, 
Thou mayſt redeem all, yer 3 I'll ſay no more : 

If not, eſteem your ſelf as loſt. Nay, ſtay there. 

Cel. O God, and his good Angels ! wherher, whether. 

Is ſhame fled human Breaſts ? that with ſuch eaſe, 
Men dare put off your Honours, and their own 7 

Is that, which ever was a Cauſe of Life, 

Now plac'd beneath the baſeſt Circumſtance ? 

And modeſty an exile made, tor Money ? 

Volp. I, in Corvmo, and ſuch Earth-fed Minds, 
[ He leaps off from his Couch. 

That never taſted the true Heav'n of love. 

Aſſure thee, Celia, he that would fell thee, 

Oaly for hope of gain, and that uncertain, 

He would have fold his part of Paradiſe 

For ready money, had he met a Cope man. 

Why art thou maz'd, to ſee me thus reviv'd ? 
Rather applaud thy Beauties Miracle; » 

"Tis thy great V Vork : that hath, not now alone, 
But ſundry times, rais'd me, in ſeveral ſhapes, 

And, but this Morning, like a Mountebank, 

To lee thee at thy Window, 1, betore 

I would have left my practice, for thy love, 

In varying Figures, I would have contented 

With the blue Proters, or the horned Flood. * 

Now art thou welcom, Cel. Sir ! Volp. Nay, fly me not. 
Nor, let thy falſe imagination | 
That I was Bed-rid, make thee think, I am fo : 
Thou ſhalt not find it. I am, now, as freſb, 

As hor, as high, and in as jovial plight, 

As when (in that fo celebrated Scene, 

At recitation of our Comedy, 

For entertainment of the great Valoy:) 

I acted young Amtinow 3 and atrracted 
\ The Eyes and Ears of all the Ladies, preſent, 

T* admire cach graceful Geſture, Note, and Footing. 


SONG. 

Ome, my Celia, let us prove, 

While we can, the ſports of Love ; 
T ime will not be ours for ever, 
He, at length, our good 2will ſever ; 
Spend not then bis Gifts in vain. 
Suns, that ſet, may riſe again : 
But if once we loſe this light, 
Tis With us perpetual _ 
Why ſhould we defer our Foys ? 
Fame and Rumour are but Toys. 
Cannot we delude the Eyes 
Of a few poor Houſbold ſpies ? 
Or bis eaſier Ears beguile, 
Thus removed by our wile ? 
Tis mo Sin Loves Fruits to ſteal ; 
But the ſweet thefts to reveal : 
To be taken, to be ſeen, 


Theſe have Crimes acconnted been. 


Cel. Some Serene blaſt me, or dire Lightning ſtrike 
This my offending Face. Velp. V Vhy droops my Celia ? 
Thou haſt in place of a baſe Husband, found 
A worthy Lover : uſe thy Fortune well, 

VVith ſecrecy and pleaſure. See, behold, 

VVhat thou are Queen of ; not in expectation, 

As I feed others : but poſſe6'd and crown'd. 

See, here, a Rope of Pearl ; and each, more Orient 
Than that the brave «£2 yp1:an Queen carrous'd : - 
Diſſolve and drink 'em. S2e, a Carbuncle, 

May put out both the Eyes of our St. Mark 

A Diamond would have brought Laullis Paulms, 
VVhen ſhe came in like Star-light hid with Jewels, 
That were the Spoyls of Provinces ; take theſe, 
And wear, and loſe 'em : yet remains an Ear-ring 
To purchaſe them again, and this whole ſtate. 

A Gem but worth a private Patrimony, 


ee 


| 


—_— 
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Is nothing «: we will eat ſuch at a Meal. 
The Heads of Parrots, Tongues of Nightingales, 
The Brains of Peacocks, and of Eſtriches 
Shall be our Food : and, could we get the Phcenix, 
(Though Nature loſt her kind) ſhe were our Diſh. 

Cel. Good Sir, theſe things might move a Mind affected 
VVich fuch delights; but I, whoſe Innocence 
Is all I can think wealthy, or worth th' enjoying, 
And which once loſt, I have nought to loſe beyond it, 
Cannor be taken with theſe ſenſual Baits : 
If you have Conſcience——/0p.”Tisthe Beggers Vertue, 
If thou haſt VViſdom, hear me, Celia. 
Thy Bathes ſhall be the Juice of July-flowers, 
Spirit of Roſes, and of Violets, 

he Milk of Unicorns, and Panthers breath 
Gather'd in Bags, and mixt with Cretan V Vines, 
Our drink ſhall be prepared Gold and Amber; 
VVhich we will take, until my Roof whirl round 
VVith the Vertigo : and my Dwarf ſhall dance, 
My Eunuch ſing, my Fool make up the Antick, 
VVhilſt we, in changed ſhapes, a&t Ovids Tales, 
Thou, like Ewropa now, and I like Fove, 
Then I like Mars, and thou like Erycine: 
So, of the reſt, cill we have quite run chrough, 
And wearied all the Fables of the Gods, 
Then will I have thee in more modern Forms, 
Attired like ſome ſprightly Dame of France, 
Brave Tuſcan Lady, or proud os Beauty ; 
Sometimes, unto the Perſian Sophbies VVite ; 
Or the Grand Signiors Miſtreſs; and, for change, 
To one of our moſt artful Courtizans, 
Or ſome quick Negro, or cold Ruſſian ; 
And I will meet thee in as many ſhapes : 
VVhere we may fo transfuſe our wan ring Souls: 
Out at our Lips, and ſcore up ſums of Pleaſures, 


That the curious ſhall not know 
How to tell them, as they flow 

And the ewvious, when they find 
What their number is, be pind. 


Cel. If you have Ears that will be pierc'd; or Eyes, 
That can be open'd; a Heart may be touch'd ; 
Or any part, that yet ſounds Man about you : 
If you have touch of Holy Saints, or Heaven, 
Do me the Grace to let me ſcape. If not, 
Be bountiful and kill me. You do know, 
I am a Creature, hither ill betray'd, 
By one, whoſe ſhame I would forget it were ; 
It you will deign me neither of theſe Graces, 
Yer feed your V Vrath, Sir, rather than your Luſt ; 
(It is a Vice comes nearer manlineſs) 
And puniſh that unhappy Crime of Nature, 
VVhich you miſ-cal my Beauty : flay my Face, 
Or _ it, with Oynements, for ſeducing 
Your Blood to this Rebellion. Rub theſe Hands, 
VVith what may cauſe an cating Leprofie, 
E'en to my Bones and Marrow : any thing, 
That may disfavour me, ſave in my Honour, 
And I will kneel to you, pray for you, pay down 
A thouſand hourly Vows, Sir, for your health, 
Report, and think you vertuous——elp. Think me cold, 
Frozen and impotent, and 1o report me ? 
That I had Neſftor's Hernia, thou wouldſt think. 
I do degenerate, and abuſe my Nation, 
To play with Opportunity thus long : 
I ſhould have done the act, and then have parlee'd, 
Yield, or I'll force thee. Cel. O ! juſt God. Yelp. In vain— 
Ron. Forbear, foul Raviſher, libidinous Swine, 
Free the forc'd Lady, orchou dy'ſt, Impoſtor. 
[ He leaps out from where Molca bad placed him. 
But that I am loth to ſnatch che Puniſhmene 
Our of the hand of Juſtice, thou ſhouldſt, yet, 
Be made the timely Sacrifice of Vengeance, 
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Before this Altar, and this Drols, thy Idol. 

Lady, let's quit the Place, it is the Ven 

Of Villany ; fear nought, you bave a Guard: 

And he, ere long, ſhall meet his juſt Reward. 
Volp. Fall on me, Roof, and bury me in Ruine 

Become my Grave, that wert my Shelter. O: 

I am unmask'd, unſpirited, undone, 

Betray'd to Beggery, to es 


A& III. Scene VIIL 
Moſca, Volpone, 


Wi: ſhall I run, moſt wretched Shame of Men, 
To beat out my unlucky Brains. Yo!p. Here, here. 
What ! doſt thou bleed ? Moſ.O that bis well-driv'n Sword 
Had been fo covetous to have cleft me down 
Unto the Navel, ere 1 liv'd to fee | 
My Lite, my Hopes, my Spirits, O_—_ all 
Thus deſperately engaged, by my Error. El 
Volp. Wo on thy Fortune. AMoſ. And my Follies, Sir. 
obo Th' haſt made me miſerable. Moſ-And _ 
Who would have thought he would have hear fo? 
Volp.What ſhall we do ? Meſ.I know not ; if my Heart 
Could expiate the Miſchance, Pld pluck it our, 
Will you be pleas'd to hang me, or cut my Throat ? 
And Vl! requite you, Sir. Let's die like Romans, 
Since we have liv'd like Grecians, 
þ7 bey knock without, | 


Volp. Hark, who's there ? 
[ hear ſome Footing ; Officers, the Safi, 
Come to apprehend us ; I do feel the Brand 
Hifling already at my Forehead ; now 
Mine Ears are boring. Mof. 'To your Couch, Sir, you 
Make that Place good however. Guilty Men 
Suſpet what they deſerve ſtill. Signior Corbaccio ! 


A&t II. Scene IX, 
Corbaccio, Moſca, Voltore, Volpone, 


Hy, how now, Moſca ? 

Moſ(. Q, undone, amaz'd, Sir ! 
Your Son (I know not by what Accident) 
Acquainted with your Purpoſe to my Patroh, 
Touching your Will, and making him your Heir, 
Entred our Houle with violence, his Sword drawn, 
Sought for you, call'd you Wretch, unnatural, 
Vow'd he would kill you. | 

Corb, Me? Mof. Yes, and my Patron. 

Corb. "This A ſhall dilinherit him indeed : 

Here is the Will, Meſ. 'Tis well,Sir. Corb. Right and well. 
Be you as careful now for me. Moſ. My Lite, Sir, 
Is not more tender'd. I am only yours. 

Corb, How does he? will he dic ſhortly, think'ſt thou? 

Mof. 1 fear, he'll out-laſt May. 

Corb, To day ? Meſ. No, laſt out May, vir. 

Corb, Could'it thou not gi' him a Dram : 

Ms/. O, by no means, Sir. 

Corb. Nay, I'll not bid you. Volt. This is a Knave, I fee. 

Moſ. How, Signior Vo/rore ! Did he hear me ? 

Volt. Paralite. 

Aoſ. Who's that ? O, Sir, moſt timely welcome — 

Velt. Scarce, to the diſcovery of your Tricks, I fear. 
You are his only ? and mine alſo? are you not ? 

Myſ. Who ? 1, Sir | Volt. You, Sir. What Device is this 
About a Will? 24. A Plot for you, Sir. Volt. Come, 
Pur not your Foitts upon me, I ſhall ſcent *em. 

Mo/. Did you not hear it ? 

Velt. Yes, I hear, Corbaccio 
Hath made your Patron there his Heir. 24{. 'Tis true, 
By my Device, drawn to it by my Plot, 

With hope—— Velr. Your Patron ſhould reciprocate? 
And you have promis'd ? Aof. For your good, I did, Sir. 
Nay more, I told his Son, broughe, hid him here, 
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Where he might hear his Father paſs the Deed ; 

Being perſwaded to it by this Thought, Sir, 

That the unnaturalnefs, firit, of the Ac, 

And then his Father's oft diſclaiming in him, 

(Which I did mean t help on) would ſure enrage him 

To do ſome Violence upon his Parent, 

On which the Law ſhould rake ſufficient hold, 

And you be ſtated in a double Hope : 

Truth be my Comfort, and my Conſcience, 

My only Aim was to dig you a Fortune 

Our of chele ewo old rotren Sepulchers — 

Volt. I cry thee mercy, Moſca.) 
Mof. Worth your Patience, 

And your great Merit, Sir. And ſee the Change ! | 
Volt, Why, what Succeſs ? | 
Moſ. Molt hapleſs | You muſt help, Sir. 

Whilit we a th* old Raven, in comes 

Corvino's Wife, ſent hither by her Husband —— 

Vole, V Vhat, with a Preſent? Mof. No,Sir,on Viſication: 

(T1! cell you how anon) and ſtaying long, 

The Youth he grows impatient, ruſhes forth, 

Seizeth the Lady, wounds me, makes her ſwear 

(Or he would murder her, that was his Vow) 

T' affirm my Pacron to have done her Rape : 

VVhich how unlike it is, you ſee; and hence 

VVith that Prerex he's gone t' accuſe his Father, 

Defame my Patron, defeat you——— 

Volt, VVhere's her Husband ? 

Let him be ſent for ſtreight. Moe Sir, I'll go fetch hin. 
Volt. Bring him to the Scrutines. Mof., Sir, I will. 
Volt. This mult be ſtope. AMoſ. O, you do nobly, Sir. 

Alas, *ewas labour'd all, Sir, for your good ; 

Nor was there wont of Counſel in the Plot : 

Bur Fortune can, at any time o'erthrow 

The Projets of a hundred Learned Clerks, Sir. 

Corb. V Vhat's that ? 

Vote. V VilPe pleaſe you, Sir, to go along ? 

Moſ. Patron, go in, and pray for our Succeſs. 
Volp. Need makes Devotion : Heaven your Labour bleſs. 


A& IV- Scene I. 
Politick, Peregrine; 


I Told You, Sir, it was a Plot; you ſee 
What Obſervation is. You mention'd me 
For ſome Inſtructions : I will cell you, Sir, 
(Since we are met here in this Height of Venice) 
Some few Particulars, I have fer down; 
Only for this Meridien, fic to be known 
Of your crude Traveller ; and they are theſe. 
I will not touch, Sir, at your Phraſe, or Clothgs, 
For they are old. Per. Sir, I have better. Pol. Pardon, 
I meant, as they are Themes. Per. OQ, Sir, procecd : 
Il lander you no more of Wit, good Sir. 

Pol. Firſt, for your Garb, it mult be grave and ſerious, 
Very reſerv'd and lockt ; nor tell a Secret 
On any terms, not to your Father 3 ſcarce 
A Fable, but with caution : Make ſure choice 
Both of your Company, and Diſcourſe ; beware 
You never ſpeak a truth—Per. How. Pol.Not to ftrangers, 
For choſe be they you muſt converſe with moſt : 
Others I would not know, Sir, but at diſtance, 
So as I {till mighe be a Saver in 'em : 
You fthall have Tricks elſe paſt upon you hourly. 
And then, for your Religion, proteſs none, 
Bue wonder at the divertity of all ; 
And, for your part, proteſt, were there no other 
Bur ſimply the Laws of th' Land, you could content you. 
Nic. Machiavel, and Monſieur Bodime, both 
Were of this mind. Then muſt you learn the Uſe 
And handling of your Silver Fork at Meals, 

, your _ : (theſe are main Matters. 
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With your Italian) and to know the Hour _ 
When you muſt eat your Melons and your Figs. | 

Per. Is that a Point of State too? Pol. Here it 1s: 
For your Venetian, if he ſee a Man 
Prepoſterous in the leaſt, he has him ſtrait ; _ 

He wa - he ſtrips him. Vl acquaint you, ir, 

I now have liv'd here (tis ſome fourteen Months:) 
Within the firft Week of my Landing here, 

All cook me for a Citizen of Venice, 

I knew the Forms ſo well—- Per. And nothing elſe. 

Pol. I had read Contarene, took me a Houſe, 

Dealt with my Jews to furniſh it with Movables— 
VVell, if I could but find one Man, one Man 
To mine own Heart, whom I durſt cruſt, I would —— 

Per. VV hat? what, Sir ? 

Pol. Make him rich ; make him a Fortune : 

He ſhould not think again. I would command it. 

Per. As how? Pol. V Vith certain Projects that I have, 
VVhich I may not diſcover. Per. If I had 
Bur one to wager with, I would lay Odds now, 

He tells me inſtantly. Po/. One is, (and that 

I care not greatly who knows) to ſerve the State 
Of Venice with Red Herrings for three Years, 

And at a certain Rate, from Rotterdam, 

VVhere I have Correſpondence. There's a Letter, 
Sent me from one o' th* States, and to n+ wn 
He cannot write his Name, bur that's his Mark. 

Per. He is a Chandler. Pol. No, a Cheeſmonger. 
There are ſome others too, with whom I treat 
About the ſame Negotiation ; 

And I will undertake it : For, 'tis thus, 

T'll do't with eaſe, I have caſt it all : Your Hoy 
Carries but three Men in her, and a Boy ; 

And ſhe ſhall make me three Returns a Year : 

So if there come but one of three, I ſave; 

If ewo, I can defalk : But this is now, 

If my main Project fail. Per. Then you have others? 

Pol. I ſhould be loth to draw the ſubcil Air 
Of ſuch a Place, without my thouſand Aims. 

I'll not diflemble, Sir ; where ere I come, 

[ love to be conſiderative ; and, tis true, 

I have at my free Hours thought upon 

Some certain Goods unto the = of Venice, 

VVhich Ido call my Cautions; and, Sir, which 

I mean (in hope of Penſion) to propound 

To the Great Counſel, then unto the Forty, 

So to the Ten, My Means are made already ———» 

Per, By whom ? 

Pol. Sir, that though his Place b' obſcure, 

Yet he can ſway, and they will hear him. He's 
A Commandadore, Per, What a common __ 4 

Pol, Sir, tuch as they are, put it in their Mouths, 
Whar thay ſhould ſay, ſometimes, as well as greater, 
I think I have my Notes to ſhew you—— Per, Good Sir, 

Pol, But you ſhall {wear unto me, on/your —_ 
Not to anticipate—— Per, I, Sir ? Pol, Nor revea 
A Circumſtance My Paper is not with me, 

Per, O, but you can remember, SIr, Pol. My firlt is 
Concerning Tinder-hoxes. You muſt know, 

No "_ is here without its Box, 

Now, Sir, it being ſo portable a thing, 

Put caſe, that you of 1 wer ill affected 

Unto the State, Sir, with it in our Pockets, 
Might not I go into the Arſenal, 

Or you, come out again, and none the wiſer ? 

Per. Except your ſelf, Sir. Pol. Go to then, I therefore 
Advertiſe to the State, how fit it were, 

That none but ſuch as were known Patriots, 
Sound Lovers of their Country, ſhould be ſuffer d 
T” enjoy them in their Houſesz and even thoſe 
Seal'd at ſome Office, and ar ſuch a bigneſs 

As might not lurk in Pockets. Per. Admirable ! 

Pol. My next is, how © enquire, and be reſoly'd, 
By preſent Demonſtration, whether a Ship, 


Newly arriv'd from Soria, or from 
Any ſuſpeted Part of all the Levant, 
Be guilty of-the Plague : And where they uſe 
Tolie out forty, fifty days ſometimes, 
About the Lazarerto, for their Trial, 
PIl ſave that*Charge and Loſs unto the Merchant, 
And itrf ah Hoyr clear the Doubt. Per. Indeed; Sir ? 
Pol. Or —»-1 will loſe my Labour. 
Per, *My faith, that's much. 
Pol. Nay, Sir, conceive me. *Twill coſt me, in Onions, 
Some thirty Livres—— Per. Which is one Pound Sterling, 
Pel. Belide my Water-works : For this I do, Sir, 
Firſt, I bring in your Ship 'ewixe ewo Brick-walls; 
{Bur thoſe the State ſhall venture) on the one 
I ſtrain me a fair Tarpaulin, and in that 
I ſtick my Onions, cur in halts; the other 
Is full of Loop-holes, out at which I thruſt 
The Nofes of nfy Bellows ; and thoſe Bellows 
I keep, with Water-works, in perpetual Motion, 
(Which is the eaſieſt matter of a hundred. ) 
Now, Sir, your Onion, which doth naturally 
Artract th InfeQion, and your Bellows blowing 
The Air upon him, will ſhew (inſtancly) 
By his chang'd Colour, if there be Contagion, 
O- elſe remain as fair as at the firſt. 
Now *tis known, 'tis nothing, Per. You are right, Sir. 
Pol. I would I had my Note. Per. *Faith, fo would [: 
But you ha'done well for once, Sir. Pol. Were 1 fallc, 
Or would be made fo, I could ſhew you Reaſons 
How I could ſell this State now to the Turk, 
Spite ot their Gallies, or their— Per, Pray you, Sir Pol. 
Pol. I have 'em not about me. Per. That I fear'd. 
They are there, Sir. Pol. No, this is my Diary, 
Wherein I note my Actions of the Day. 
Per, Pray you, let's fee, Sir. What is here? Notandum, 
A Rat had gnawn my Spur-leathers ; notwithſtanding, 
I put on new, and did go forth : but firſt 
I threw three Beans over the Threſhold. Item, 
I went and bought two Tooth-picks, whereot one 
I burſt immediately, in a Diſcourſe 
With a Dutch Merchant, *bout Ragion del Stato. 
From him I went, and paid a Moeccinigo 
For piecing my Silk Stockins; by the way 
I cheapned Sprats ; and at St. Mark's I urin'd. 
'Faith, theſe are Politick Notes | Pol. Sir, I do ſlip 
No Action of my Life thus, but I quote it. 
Per, Believe me, it is wiſe ! Pol. Nay, Sir, read forth. 


A& IV. Scene IL. 
Lady, Nano, Women, Politick, Peregrine. 


Here ſhould this looſe Knight be crow ? Sure he's 
Hous'd, 
Nan. Why, then he's faſt, 
Lad. I, he plays both with me, 
I pray you ſtay, This Heat will do more harm 
To my Complexion, than his Heart is worth, 
[ do not care to hinder, but to take —_ 
ow It comes off! Wow. My Maſtot's yonder. Lad, Where? 
Wow, With a young Gentleman, 
Lad. "That ſame's the Party ! 
In Man's Apparel. 'Pray you, Sir, jog my Knight : 
| will be tender to his Reputation, 
However he demerit. Pol. My Lady | Per. Where? 
Pol. *Tis ſhe indeed, Sir; you hall know her. She is, 
Were ſhe not mine, a Lady of that merit, 
For Faſhion and Behaviour ; and tor Beauty 
I durſt compare—— Per, It ſeems you are not jealous, 
Thar dare commend her. Pol. Nay, and for Diſeourſe— 
Per. Being your Wite,ſhe cannot miſs that. Pol. Madam, 
Here is a Gentleman, 'pray you uſe him fairly ; 
He ſeems a Youth, but he is— La4. None. Pol. Yes, one 
Has put his Face as ſoon into the World —— 
Lad. You 
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Lad. You mean, as early ? but.to day ? Pol. How's this: 
Led. Why in this Habit, Sir, you apprehend-me. 
Well, Maſter Would be, this doth not become you ; 
I had thought, the Odour, Sir, of your good Name 
Had been more precious to you ; that you would not 
Have done this dire Maſſacre on your FTonour, | 
One of your Gravity, and Rank beſides ' Þ 
Bur Knights, I ſee, care lictle for the Oath 
They make to Ladies 3 chiefly, their own Ladies. . | 
Pol. Now,by my Spurs,(the tymbol of myKnighthood) 
(Per. Lord, how his Brain 1s humbled tor an Oath!) 
Pol. I reach you not. Lad. Right, Sir, your Politic 
May bear it through thus. Sir, a Word with you. 


* I would be loth to conteſt publickly 


With any Gentlewoman, or to ſeem 
————_ or violent, (as the Courtier ſays) 
Ir comes too near Ruſticity in a Lady, 
Which I would ſhun by all means ; and however 
I may deſerve from Maſter Wowld-be, yet 
T* have one fair Gentlewoman thus be made 
'Th' unkind Inſtrument to wrong another, 
And one ſhe knows not, I, and to perſevere ; 
In my poor Judgment, is not warranted 
From being a $Solzciſm in our Sex, 
If not in Manners. Per. How is this ! Pol. Sweet Madam, 
Come nearer to your Aim. . Lad. Marry, andI will, Sir. 
Since you provoke me — Impudence, 
And Laughter of your -Syren here, 
Your Sporws, your odite—— Per. What's here ? 
Poetick Fury, and Hiſtorick Storms ! 
Pol. The Gentleman, believe it, is of worth, 
And of our Nation. Lid. I, your White-Friars Nation? 
Come, I bluſh for you, Maſter Would-be, I; 
And am aſham'd you ſhould ha' no more Forehead, 
Thin thus to be the Patron, or St. George, 
To a lewd Harlot, a baſe Fricatrice, 
A Female Devil, in a Male Our-fide. Pol. Nay, 
And you be ſuch a one, I muſt bid Adieu 
To your Delights. The Caſe appears too liquid. 
Lad. 1, you may carry't clear, with your State-face ! 
Bu for your Carnival Concupiſcence, 
Who here is fled for Liberty of Conſcience, 
From furious Perſecution of the Marſhal, 
Her will I diſc'ple. Per. This is fine, i' faith ! 
And do you uſe this often ? Is this part 
Of your Wits Exerciſe, 'gain{t you have occaſion ? 
Madam— Lad. Go to, Sir. 
Per, Do you hear me, Lady ? 
Why, it your Knight have ſer you to beg Shirts, 
Or to invite me home, you might have done it 
A nearer way by far, Lad, "This cannot work you 
Out of my Snare, Per, Why? amlin ir, then? 
Indeed your Husband told me you were Fair, 
And fo you are only your Noſe enclines 
(That Side that's next the Sun) to the Queen-apple, 
Lad, This cannot be endur'd, by any Patience, 


AR IV. Scene IIl, 


Moſea, Lady, Peregrine, 


Hat's the matter, Madam? Lad. If the Senate 
Right not my queſt in this, I will proteſt 'em, 
To all the World, no Ariftocracy. 

Moſ. What is the Injury, Lady ? Lad. Why,the Callet 
You told me of, here I have cane diſguis'd. 

Meſ. Who? this? what means your Ladiſhip? the Crea- 
| mention'd to you, is apprehended, now, (ture 
Before the Senate; you ſhall ſee her—— Lad. Where? 

Me. I'll bring you to her. This young Gentleman, 

I ſaw him land this Morning at the Porr. 

Lad. Is't poſſible! how was my Judgment wander'd ! 
Sir, I muſt, bluſhing, ſay co you, I have err'd ; 

And plead your Pardon? Per. What, more Changes yet? 


| 


— 


Lad. | hope yo" ha' not the malice to remember 
A Gentlewqmans Paſſion. If you ſtay 
In Venice here, pleaſe you to uſe me, Sir — 

Mef. Will you go, Madam 2? 

Lad. *Pray you, Sir, uſe me :; In faith. 

more you ſee me, the more I ſhall conceive 

You have forgot our Quarrel. Per. This is rare! 
Sir Pelitick Would be ? No, Sir Politick Bawd ! 
To bring me thus acquainted wich his Wife ! 
Well, wile Sir Pol, ſince you have pradtis'd thus 
Upon my Freſhman-fhip, Ill ery your Salt-head, 
What Proof it is againſt a Counter-plot. 


AR 1V. - Scene IV. 


Valtore, Corbaccio, Corvino, Moſcas 


WE now you know the Carriage of the Bulinels, 
Your Conſtancy is all that is requir'd 

Unto the Safety of it. Meſ. Is the Lie- 

Safely convey'd amongſt us ? is that ſure ? 


Knows every Man his Burden ? 


Corv. Yes. Moef. Then ſhrink not. | 

Corv. But knows the Advocate the Truth? Moſ. O Sir, 
By no means. I devis'd a formal Tale, 

Thar falv'd your Reputation. Bur be valiant, Sir. 

Corv, I fear no one but him, that this his Pleading 
Should make him ſtand for a Co-heir— Moſ. Co-halter : 
Hang him, we will but uſe his Tongue, his Noiſe, 

As we do Croakers here. Cerv. 1, what ſhall he do ? 

Moſ. When we ha' done, you mean ? 

Cory. Yes. Mof. Why, we'll think : 

Sell him for Mummis, he's half Duſt already. 

Do you not ſmile, to ſee this Buffa' [To Voltore. 
How he doth ſport it with his Head ?—— I ſhould 

If all were well, and paſt. Sir, only you | To Corbaccio. 
Are he that ſhall enjoy the Crop of all, 

And theſe not know tor whom they toil. Corb. I peace. 

Moſ. But you ſhall eat it, To Corvino. 
Much Worſhiptful Sir, [Then to Voltore again. 
Mercury ſit upon! your thundring Tongue, 

Or the French Heveules, and make your Language 
As conquering as his Club, to beat alo 
As with a Tempeſt) flat, our Adverſaries; 
ut much more yours,Sir. Volt. Here they come, ha' doe. 
Moſ. I have another Witneſs, if you need, Sir, 
I can produce. Yolr, Who is it? Mof. vir, I have her. 


A& IV. Scene V. 


Awvvcatori 4. Ronario, Celia, Voltore, Corbaccio, Corwino, 
Moſca, Notario, Commandadori, 


He like of this the Senate never heard of, 
Avoe, 3. 'Twill come moſt ſtrange to them, when 
we report It. 
Avoe, 4, The Gentlewoman has been ever held 
Of unreproved Name. Ave. 3. So the young Man. 
Ave, 4, The more unnatural part that of his Father. 
Av.1, More of the Husband. Av.t. I not know to give 
His A& a Name, it is ſo monſtrous ! 
Ave. 4. But the Impoſtor, he is a thing created 
T exceed Example! Awe. 1. And all atter-times ! 
Awvoc.2. I never heard a true Voluptuary 
Defcrib'd,but him. Avvc.3. Appear yet thoſe were Cited ? 
Nota. All but the old Magnifico, Volpene. 
Arwvoc, 1. Why is not he here ? 
Moſ. Pleaſe your Fatherhoods, 
Here is his Advocate : Himſelt's ſo weak, 
So feeble—— Awvoe. 4. What are you ? 
Bon, His Paraſite, 
His Knave, his Pandar : I beſcech the Court, 
He may be forc'd ro come, that your grave Eyes 


| May bear ſtrong Ne. of his itrange Impoſtures. 
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Volt. Upon 
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Volt, Upon my Faith and Credit, with your Vertues, 
He is not able to endure the Air. 
Aw. 2. Bring him, however. ; 
Av. 4. We will ſee him. Avvo. 4. Fetch him. 
Volt. Your Fatherhoods fit Pleaſures be obey'd ; 
But ſure, the Sight will rather move your Pities, 
Than Indignation : May it pleaſe the Courr, 
In the mean time, he may be heard in me. 
I know this Place moſt void of Prejudice, 
And therefore crave it, ſince we have no reaſon 
To fear our Truth ſhould hurt our Cauſe. 
? Avec. 3. Speak free. 
Volt, Then mo, _ jos + pregame muſt now 
iſcover to your ſtrangely' abu rs 
The moſt 4 igious and moſt frontleſs Piece 
Of ſolid Impudence, and Treachery, 
That ever vicious Nature yet broug t forth 
To ſhame the State of Venice, This lewd Woman 
That wants no artificial Looks, or Tears, 
© help the Vizor ſhe has now put on) 
Hath long been known a cloſe Adultereſs 
To that laſcivious Youth there 4 not ſuſpþedted, 
I ſay, but-known, and taken in the A&t 
With him 4 and by this Man, the eaſie Husband, 
Pardon'd; whoſe timely Bounty makes him now 
Stand here, the moſt unhappy, innocent Perſon 
That ever Man's own Goodneſs made accus'd. 
For theſe, not knowing how to owe a Gift 
Of that dear Grace, but with their Shame; being plac'd 
So? above all Powers of their Gratitude, 
Pager to hate the Benefit ; and, in place 
Ot Thanks, deviſe t' extirp the Memo 
Of ſuch an At : Wherein I ray your Fatherhoods 
T* obſerve the Malice, yea, the Rage of Creatures, 
Diſcover'd in their Evils, and what Heart 
Such take, even from their Crimes. But that anon 
Will more appear. This Geneleman, the Father, 
Hearing of this foul Fat, with many others, 
Which daily ſtruck at his too tender Ears, 
And griev'd in nothing more than that he could not 
Preſerve himſelf a Parent, (his Son's Ills | 
Growing to that ſtrange Flood) at laft decree'd 
To difinherit him. Awvoc. 1. Theſt be ſtrange Turns ! 
Awv.2. The young Mans Fame was ever fair and honeſt. 
Volt. So much more full of danger is his Vice, 
That can beguile fo, under ſhade of Vertue. 
But, as I ſaid, (my honour'd Sires) his Father 
Having this ſerled Purpoſe, (by what means 
To him betray'd, we know not) and this day 
Appointed for the Deed; that Parricide. 
{1 cannot ſtile him better) by Confederacy 
Preparing this his Paramour to be there, 
Entred Velpone's Houſe, (who was the Man, 
Your Fatherhoods muſt underſtand, delign'd 
For the Inheritance) there, ſought his Father : 
But with what purpoſe ſought he him, my Lords ? 
(1 tremble to pronounce it, that a Son 
Unto a Father, and to ſuch a Father, 
Should have ſo foul, felonious intent) 
It was to murder him : When, being prevented 
By his more happy Abſence, what then did he ? 
Not check his wicked Thoughts ; no, now new Deeds; 
(Miſchief doth ever end where it begins) 
An A& of horrour, Fathers ! He dragg'd forth 
The aged Gentleman, that had there lien Bed-rid 
Three years and more, out of his innocent Couch, 
Naked, upon the Floor, there left him ; wounded 
His Servant in che Face, and, with this Strumpert, 
The Stale to his forg'd Practice, who was glad 
To be fo active, -(I (hall here deſire 
Your Fatherhoods to note but my ColleRions, 
As moſt remarkable) thought at once to ſtop 
His Father's Ends, diſcredit his Free Choice 
ln che old Gentleman, redeem themſelves, 


By laying Infamy upon this Man, 

To whom, with bluſhing, they ſhould owe their Lives. 
Arvoe, 1, What Proofs have you of this ? 

Bon, Moſt honour'd Fathers, —_ 
| br. there be no credit given 
To this Man's mercenary Tongue. Avcc. 2. Forbear. 

Bon, His Soul moves in his Fee. 

Arvee, 3, O, Sir. Bon. This Fellow, 

For (ix Souz, more, would plead againſt his Maker. 
Awe. 1. You do forget your felt. 

Volt. Nay, nay, Grave Fathers, 

Let him have {cope : Can any Man imagine 

That he will ſpars his Accuſer, that would not 

Have ſpar'd his Parent ? 

Ave, 1, Well, produce your Proofs. 

Cel, I would I could forget 1 were a Creature. 

Volt, Signior Corbaceis, 

Ave 4. What is he ? Volt, The Father, 

Awoe, 2, Has he had an Oath ? 

Nor, Yes, Corb, What muſt 1 do now ? 

Not, Your Toltlmony's crav'd, 

Corb, Speak to the Knave ? | 
PI! ha' my Mouth firlt Rope with Earth 4 my Heart 
Ablors his Knowledge 1 I diſclaim in him, 

Ave, 1. But for what Cale ? 

Corb, The meer Portent of Nature : 

He is an utter Stranger to my Loins, 

Bon. Have they made you to this ! 

Corb. I will not hear thee, 

Monſter of Men, Swine, Goat, Wolf, Parricide, 

Speak not, thou Viper. Bon. Sir, I will fit down, 

And rather wiſh my Innocence ſhould ſuffer, 

Than I reſiſt che Authority of a Father. 

Vale. Signior Corvino. | 

Avvoc. 2. "This is ſtrange! Awe. 1, Who's this ? 

Nor. The Husband. Awoc. 4. Is he ſworn ? 

Not. He is. Avwoc. 3. Speak then. 

Corw.This woman(pleaſe your Fatherhoods)is a whore, 
Of moſt hot Exerciſe, more than a Partrich, 

Upon Record—— A4voc. 1, No more. 

Cory. Neighs like a Jenner. 

Net. Preſerve the Honour of the Court, Cerv. I ſhall, 
And Modeſty of your moſt reverend Ears. 

And yet I hope that I may fay, theſe Eyes 

Have ſeen her glew'd unto that piece of Cedar, 

That fine well-cimber'd Gallant ; and that here 

The Letters may be read, thorow the Horn, 

That make the Story perfect. Moſ. Excellent ! Sir. 
Corv. There is no Shame in this now, is there ? 
Moſ. None. 

Cory. Or if I ſaid, I hop'd that ſhe were onward 
Toher Damnation, if there be a Hell. 

Greater than Whore, and Woman; a good Catholick 

May make the doubt. 

Avec. 3. His Griet hath made him frantick. 

Awe. 1. Remove him hence. 

Avoc. 2. Look to the Woman. [ She ſwoons. 

Corv. Rare! Prerttily feign'd! again ! 

Avvee. 4. Stand from about her. 

Arwvoc. 1. Give her the Air. 

Avvoe. 3. What can you ſay? Mo. My Wound 
(May'c pleaſe your Wiſdoms) ſpeaks for me, receiv'd / 
In aid of my good Patron, when he miſt 
His ſought tor Father, when that well-raught Dame 
Had her Cue given her, to:cry out, A Rape. 

Box, O, molt laid Impudence | Fathers — 

Avoc. 3. Sir, be ſilene 3 
You had your Hearing free, ſo muſt they theirs. 

Avoe.2, I do begin to doubt th* Impoſture here. 

Avoe. 4. This Woman has too many Moods. 

Volt, Grave Fathers, 

She is a Creature of a moſt profeſt 

And proſtituted Lewdnels. Corv. Moſt impetuous ! 

Unſatisfied, Grave Fathers! Yol, May her a 
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Not take your Wiſdoms : But this day ſhe baited 
A Stranger, a grave Knight, with her looſe Eyes, 
And more laſcivious Kiſſes, This Man ſaw 'em 
Together on the Water, in a Gondols, 

Ms. Here is the Lady her elf, that ſaw 'em too, 
Without ; who then had in the open Streets 
Purſu'd chem, bue tor ſaving her Knight's Honour, 

Awve, 1. Produce that Lady, 

Ave. 2. Let her come. Avve. 4. Theſe things, 
They ſtrike with wonder. woe. 3. I am turn'd a Stone. 


A&t IV. Scene VI. 
Moſca, Lady, Avocatori, &c. 


E reſolute, Madam, Lad, 1, this ſame is the. 
(ur, thou Chamelion Harlot ; now thine Eyes 
Vis Tears with the Hyens : Dart thou look 
Upon my wronged Face ? I ery your Pardons, 
1 fear 1 have (forgerringly) tranſgroſt 
Againſt the Dignity of the Court== 4voe.2, No,Madam, 
44, And boon exorbltant—— 
Ave, 4, You have not, Lady. 
Avec, 4- Theſe Proofs are ſtrong. 
* Lad. Surely, I had no purpoſe 
To ſcandalize your Honours, or my Sexes, 
Awe. 4. We do believe it. 
Lad, Surely, you may believe it. 
Ave. 2, Madam, we do. 
Lad. Indeed you may ; —— Breeding 
Is not ſo courſe— Awvoe. 4. We know it. Lad. To offend 
With Pertinacy— Avoc. 3. Lady. Lad. Such a Preſence! 
No, ſurely. Awoc. 1. We well think it. 
Lad. You may think it. 
Avoc. 1. Let her o'recome. What Witneſſes have you, 
T'o make good your Report ? Bon. Our Conlciences. 
Cel. And Heaven, that never fails the Innocent. 
Awvoc. 4. Theſe are no Teſtimonies. 
Bon. Not in your Courts, 
Where Multitude and Clamour overcomes. 
* Avec, 1, Nay, then you do wax infolent. 
Volt. Here, here, | Volpone « brought in as impotent. 
The Teſtimony comes, that will convince, 
And put to utter dumbneſs their bold Tongues. 
See here, Grave Fathers, here's the Raviſher 
The Rider on Mens Wives, the great Impoltor, 
The grand Voluptuary ! Do you nor think 
Theſe Limbs ſhould affect V ? or theſe Eyes 
Covert a Concubine ? Pray you mark theſe Hands : 
Are they not fit to ſtroke a Ladies Breaſts ? 
Perhaps he doth diſſemble ? Bon. So he does. 
Volt. Would you ha? him torcur'd ? 
Bon. I would have him prov'd. 
Volt. Beſt try him then with Goads, or burning Irons; 
Put him to the Strappado: I have heard 
The Rack hath cur'd the Gout; faith, give it him, 
And help him of a Malady, be courteous. 
I'Il undertake, before theſe honour'd Fathers, 
He ſhall have yet as tnany left Diſcaſes, 
As ſhe has known Adulterics, or thou Serumpets. 
O, my moſt equal Hearors, if theſe Deeds, 
Acts of this bold and molt exorbirane ſtrain, 
May paſs with ſufferance, what one Citizen 
Burt owes the Forttit of his Life, yea, Fame, 
To him that dares traduce him ? Which of you 
Are lafe, my honour'd Fathers ? I would ask 
(Wirh leave of your grave Fatherhood) it cheir Plot 
Have any Face or Colour like to Truth ? 
Or if, unto the dulleſt Noſtril here, 
Ie {mell not rank, and molt abhorred Slander ? 
I crave your Care of chis good Gentleman, 
Whol: Lite is much endanger'd by their Fable ; 
And as for them, 1 will conclude with this, 
That vicious Perſons, when they're hot and fleſh'd* 


An impious Adts, their Conſtancy abounds : 

Damn'd Deeds are done with greateſt Confidence. 
Awxe. 1, Take 'em to Cuſtody, and ſever them. 
Ave, 1. 'Tis pity two ſuch Prodigies ſhould live. 

— Ave. 1. Let the old Gentleman be return'd with dare: 

I'm forry our Credulicy wrong'd him. 

Arvoe, 4. Theſe are two Creatures | 

Ave, 3. I have an Earthquake in me. 

E Are, 2, Their ſhame(even in their Cradles) fled their 

aces. 

Aroe, + You've done a worthy Service to th: State,Sir, 
In their diſcovery. Ave: 1, You ſhall hear, ere night, 
What Puniſhmene the Court decrees upon 'em. 

Volt, We thank your Fatherhoods, 

Vikas ay Feb | _ h Gold for th 

1d ha' your Tong , tipe wit r this; 
1 o > ag the He to = whole City ; " 
reh P ve want erg you want Living ; 

| bound to erect your Status A St, Marks, , 

Signior Corvine, I would have you go 

And ſhow your (elf, that you have conquer'd. Core. Yes. 
Mo/. It was much better that you ſhould profeſs 

Your folf a Cuckold thus, than that the other 

Should have been prov'd, Cory. Nay, I conſider'd that : 

Now it is her fault. Mo. Then it had been yours. 
Corv, True, I do doubt this Advocate ſtill. Mo/c Ifaith 

You need not, Icdare eaſe you of that Care. 

Corv, 1 truſt thee, Moſca. 

Moſ. As your own Soul, Sir. Corb. Moſce. 

Meoſ. Now for your Buſineſs, Sir. 

Corb. How ? ha? you Buſineſs ? 

Mof. Yes, yours, Sir. Corb. O, none elſe? 

Meſ. None elſe, not I. 

Corb. Be careful then. 


Meſ. Reſt you with both your Eyes, Sir. 

Corb. Diſpatch ir. = fnſtantly. 

Corb. look that al 
Whatever, be put in, Jewels, Plate, M 
Houſhold-ſtuft,Bedding,Curtains. Meſ. Curtain-rings,Sic. 
Only the Advocate's Fee muſt be deducted. 

Corb. Pll pay him now ; you'll be too prodigal. 

Mo. Sir, 1 muſt tender it. Corb. Two Cecchines is well. 

Moſ. No, Six, Sir. Corb. "Tis too much. 

Meſ. He talk'd a great while ; 

You muſt conſider that, Sir. Corb, Well, there's Three— 
Moeſ. Tl give it him. Corb. Do fo, and there's for thee. 
Ae. Bountiful Bones | What horrid ſtrange Offence 

Did he commit 'gainſt Nature, in his Youth, 

Worthy this Age? You ſee, Sir, how I work 

Unto your Ends : take you no notice. FYolr. No, 

Pll leave you. Mo. is yours, the Devil and all : 

Good Advocate. Madam, I'll bring you home. 

Lad. No, I'll go fee your Patron. 

Mof. —_— — p 
PIl cell you why. p eiStou 
My Patron to reform i& Will ; and - 

The Zeal you have ſhewn to day, whereas before 

You were but third or fourth, you ſhall be now 

Pur in the firſt ; which would appear as begg'd, 

If you were prelent. Therefore— Lad.Y ou ſhall ſway me. 


A&t V. Scene I. 


Volpone. 


Ell, I am here, and all this brunt is paſt ; 

I ne'er was in diſlike with my Diſguiſe 
Till this fled Moment; here 'rwas good, in private ; 
But in your publick, Cave whilſt I breathe. 
'Fore God, my left Leg 'gan to have the Cramp, 


And I apprehended ſtrait ſome Power had ſtruck ms 
With a Dead Palſic : Well, I muſt be merry, 


And ſhake ic off. - A many of thele Fears 
Would 
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Would pur me into ſome villanous Diſeaſe, 

Should they come thick upon me : Tll prevent 'em. 
Give-me a Bowl of luſty Wine, to frighe 

This humour from my heart;(hum,hum,hum.) | He drinks. 
'Tis almoſt gone already : I ſhall conquer. 

Any Device now, of rare ingenious Knavery, 

That would poſſeſs me with a violent Laughter, 

Would make me up again. So, ſo, fo, ſo. | Drinks again. 
This Hear is Life; *cis Blood by this time : Moſca ? 


A&R V. Scene II. 


Moſca, Volpone, Nano, Caftrone. 


Ow now, Sir? Does the Day look clear again ? 
Are we recover'd, and wrought out of Error, 
Into our Way, to fee our Path before us ? 
Is our Trade free once more ? Volp. Exquiſite Meſca ! 
 Moſ. Was it not carried learnedly ? YVolp. And ſtoutly. 
Good Wits are greateſt in Extremiries. 
Moſ. It were a Folly, beyond thought, to truſt 
Any grand A& unto a cowardly Spirit : 
You are not taken with it enough, methinks. 
Volp. O, more than if I had enjoy'd the Wench : 
The Pleaſure of all Woman-kind's not like it. 
Moſ. Why now you ſpeak, Sir. We muſt here be fixtz 
'Here we muſt reſt ; this is our Maſter-piece : 
We cannot think to go beyond this. Volp. True, 
Thou haſt plaid thy Prize,my precious Moſce. Moſ.Nay vir, 
To gull the Court— Yelp. And quite divert the Torrente 
Upon the Innocent. Moſ. Yes, and to make 
So rare a Muſick out of Diſcords— Volp. Right. 
That yet to me's the ſtrangeſt ! how th' haſt born it! 
That theſe (being fo divided 'mongſt themſelves) 
Should not ſcent ſomewhat, or in me, or thee, 
Or doubt their own Side. Meſ. True, they will not ſee'r. 
Too much Light blinds *em. I think. Each of 'em 
Is fo poſſeſt and ſtuffe with his own Hopes, 
That any thing unto the contrary, 
Neyer fo true, or never ſo apparent, 
Never fo palpable, they will refilt i—— 
Valp. Like a o_—_ of the Devil. Mo/. Right, Sir. 
Merchants may talk of Trade, and your great £ 
Ot Land that yields well ; bur if [aly 
Have any Glebe more fruicful chan theſe Fellows, 
I am deceiv'd. Did not your Advocate rare ? 
Volp. O (My moſt honour'd Fathers, my grave Fathers, 
Under corre&tion of your Fatherhoods, 
What Face of Truth 1s here? If theſe ſtrange Deeds 
May paſs, moſt honour'd Fathers—) I had much ado 
To forbear laug! ing. Me/.”T ſceim'd to me,you ſweat,vir. 
Volp. In troth, I did a little. Mo/. But contels, Sir, 
Were you not daunted ? Yelp. In faith, I was 
A little in a Miſt, but not dey , 
Never but ſtill my ſelf. AMof. I think it, Sir. 
Now (lo Truth help me) I muſt needs ſay this, Sir, 
And out of Conſcience, for your Advocate, 
He has taken pains, in taith, Sir, and deſery'd 
(In my poor Judgment, I ſpeak it under favour, | 
| Not to contrary you, Sir) very richly —— 
Well—to be cozen'd. Yelp. Troth, and I think ſo too, 
By chat I heard him, inthe latter end. * | 
Meſ. O, but before, Sir: had you heard him firſt 
Draw it eo certain Heads, then aggravate, 
Then uſe his vehement Figures —— I look'd ſtill 
When he would ſhift a Shirt; and doing this 
Oar of pure Love, no hope of Gain—— Volp, "Tis night. 
] cannot anſwer him, Moſca, as I would, 
Nat yet 3 but for thy ſake, at thy entreaty, 
1 will begin, ev'n now, to vex em all, 
This very inſtant. 
Azſ. Good, Sir. Volp. Call the Dwarf 
And Eunuch forth. 
Mef. Caſtrone, Nano. Nan. Here: 
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Volp. Shall we have a Jig, now ? 
Moſ. What you pleaſe, Sir. Volp. Go, 
Strait give out about the Streets, you two, 
That 1 am dead ; do it with conſtancy, 
Sadly, do you hear? Impute it to the Grief 
Of this late Slander. 
Meoſ. What do you mean, Sir ? Volp. O, 
I ſhall have inſtantly my Vulture, Crow, 
Raven, come flying hither, (on the News) 
To peck for Carrion, my She-Wolf, and all, 
Greedy, and full of expectation —— 
Moſ. And then to have it raviſh'd from their Mouths? 
Volp. "Tis true; I will ha' thee put on a Gown, 
And take upon thee, as thou were mine Heir ; 
Shew 'em a Will : Open that Cheſt, and reach 
Forth one of thoſe that has the Blanks; I'll ſtrait 
Put in thy Name. AMeſ; It will be rare, Sir. Volp. I, 
When they ev'n gape, and find themſelves deluded —— 
' Moſ. Yes. Volp. And thou uſe them ſcurvily. 
Diſpatch, get on thy Gown. : 

Meſ. But what, Sir, if they ask | 
After the Body ? Volp. Say, it was corrupted. 

Moſ. Vl ſay, it ſtunk, Sir ; and was fain © have ic 
Coffin'd up inſtantly, and ſent away. 

Velp. Any thing, what thou wilt. Hold, here's my Will. 
Get thee a Cap, a Count-book, Pen and Ink, | 
Papers afore thee ; fit as thou wert taking 
An Inventory of Parcels: Tl get up 
Behind the Curtain, on a Stool, and hearken ; 
Sometime peep over, ſec how they do look, 

With what Degrees their Blood doth leave their Faces! 
O, *ewill afford me a rare Meal of Laughter. 

Moſ. Your Advocate will turn ſtark dull upon it. 

Volp. Ie will take off his Oratories edge. 

Moſ. But your Clariſſimo, old Round-back, he 
Will crump you, like a Hog-louſe, with the touch; 

Volp. And what Corvino? Meſ. O Sir, look for him, 
To morrow morning, with a Rope and a Dagger, 

To vitlit all the Streets; he muſt run mad. 

My Lady too, that came into the Court, 

To bear Falſe-witneſs for your Worſhip—— Vp. Yes, 
And kiſs me *fore the Fathers, when my Face 

Flow'd all with Oils. 

Moſ. And Sweat, Sir. V Vhy your Gol 
Is ſuch another Med'cine, it dries up 
All thoſe offenſive Savours : It transforms 
The moſt deformed, and reſtores 'em lovely, 

As 'ewere the ſtrange Poetical Girdle. Fove [ Ceſtes, 
Could not invent t himlſelf.a Shroud more ſybtile 

To paſs Acriſius Guards, Ir is the thing 

Makes all the V Vorld her Grace, her Youth, her Beauty. 

Volp. I think ſhe loves me. Mef. Who ? the Lady, Sir? 
She's jealous of you. Yolp. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 26 Heark, 
There's ſome already. Yolp. Look. Ao/. It is the Vulture ; 
He has the quickeſt Scent. VYolp. I'll co my Place, 
Thou to thy Poſture. Me. I am ſet. Volp. But Moſca, 
Play the Artificer now, torture 'em rarely, 


Act V. Scene III, 
Voltore, Moſca, Corbaecio, Corvino, Lady, Volpone. 


Ow now, my Moſca? Meſ. Turky Carpets, nine— 
Velt. Taking an Inventory ? That is well. 
Moſ. Two Sutes of Bedding, Tilue—— 
Volt. Where's the Will ? 
Let me read that the while. Cerb. So, ſet me down, 
And get you home. Volt. Is he come now, to trouble us ? 
Meſ. Of Cloth of Gold, two more—— 
Corb. Is it done, Moſca ? 
Msſ. Of ſeveral Velvets, eight 
Volt. 11ike his Care. 
Corb. Dolt thou not hear ? 
Cory. Ha ? is the Hour come, Moſcs ? 


Volp. y 


1, 


: 


The Fox. 
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Volp. 1 now they multer. [ Volpone peeps from 

Corv. What does the Advocate here, bebind « Traverſe. 
Or this Corbaccio ? 

; Corb. What do theſe here? Lad. _ ? 
Is his Thred ſpun ? Me/. Eight Cheſts of Linen— Volp.O, 
My Fine Dame Would-be too! Corv. Meſca, the Will, 
That I may ſhew it theſe, and rid *em hence. 

Moſ. Six Cheſts of Diaper, four of Damask——There. 

Corb. Is that the Will ? 

Moſ. Down Beds and Bolſters—— Yolp. Rare : 

Be buſic ſtill. Now they begin to flutter : 
They never think of me. Look, ſee, ſee, ſee! 
How their ſwift Eyes run over the long Deed. 
Unto the Name, and to the Legacies, 

What is bequeach'd them there—— 

Mof. Ten Sutes of Hangings — 

Volp. 1, their Garters, Moſca. Now their Hopes 
Are at the gaſp. Volt. Moſcs the Heir | Corb. What's that ? 

Velp. My Advocate is dumb ; look to my Merchant, 
He has heard of ſome ſtrange Storm, a Ship is loſt, 

He faints; my Lady will ſwoon. Old Glazen eyes, 
He hath not reach'd his Deſpair yet. Corb. All theſe 
Are out of hope; I'm ſure the Man Corv. But Moſca— 

Moſ. Two Cabinets— Corv.ls this in earneſt ? Mo/.One 
Of Ebony—— Corv. Or do you but delude me ? 

Mof. The other, Mother of Pearl——1 am very buſfie. 
Good faith, it is a Fortune thrown upon me—— 

Item, one Salt of Agat— not my ſeeking. 

Lad. Do you hear, Sir ? 

Moſ. A perfum'd Box — *Pray you forbear, 

You ſee I am troubled— made of an Omyx— Lad. How : 

Moſ. To morrow or next day I ſhall be at leiſure 
To talk with you all. Corw. Is this my large Hopes Iſſue? 

Lad. Sit, I muſt have a fairer Anſwer. Mo 
Marry, and ſhall : 'Pray you, fairly quit my Houſe. 
Nay, raiſe\no Tempeſt with your Looks ; but heark you, 
Remember what your Ladiſhip offer'd me 
To yo you in an Heir; go to, think on' : 

And what you ſaid &'en your beſt Madams did 

For Maintenance; and why not you ? Enough. 

Go home, and uſe the poor Sir Pol your Knight well, 
For fear I tell ſome Riddles: Go, be melancholy. 

Volp. O, my fine Devil! Corv. Moſes,” pray you a word. 

Mof. Lord! will not you take your Diſpatch hence yet? 
Methinks (of all) you Gould have been th* Example. 
Why ſhould you ſtay here ? with what choughe,what pro- 
Hear you? do you not know,I know you an Als? (miſe? 
And that you would moſt fain have been a Wittol, 

It Fortune would have let you? that you are 

A declar'd Cuckold, on good Terms ? This Pearl, 
You'll ſay, was yours? Right : This Diamond? 
I'll not deny't, but thank you. Much here elſe ? 

Ir my be 1o. Why, think that theſe good Works 
May help to hide your bad: I'll not betray you 
Although you be but extraordinary 

And have it only in Title, it ſufficeth. 

Go home, be melancholy too, or mad. 

Volp. Rare Moſca ! How his Villany becomes him ! 

Volt. Certain he doth delude all theſe for me. 

Corb. Moſca the Heir ? 

Volp. O his four Eyes have found it. 

Corb. 1 am cozen'd, cheated, by a Paroſite-ſlave ; 
Harlot, t haſt gull'd me. Mo. Yes Sir. Stop your mouth, 
Or I ſhall draw the only Tooth is left. 

Are not you he, that flchy covetous Wretch, 
With the three Legs, that here, in hope of prey, 
Have any time this chree years ſnufft abour, 
VVith your moſt grov'ling Noſe, and would have hir'd 
Me «o the pois'ning of my Patron, Sir ? 
Are not you he that have co day in Court 
Profels'd the dilinhericing of your Son ? 
Perjur'd your felf ; Go home, and die, and ſtink ; 
If you but croak a Syllable, all comes our : 
Away, and call your Porters, £ go, (tink. 

| 


Volp. Excellent Varlet! Volt. Now, my faithful Moſcas 
I find thy Conſtancy. Mo/. Sir? 
Volt. Sincere, Mofſ. A Table 
Of — I marle you'll be thus troublefom. 
Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone. 
Mof. V\hy ? who are you? 
VVhat? who did ſend for you? O, cry you mercy, 
Reverend Sir ! Good faith, I am griev'd for you, 
That any Chance of mine ſhould thus defeat 
Your (I muſt needs ſay) moſt deſerving Travels: 
But I proteſt, Sir, it was caſt upon me, 
And I could almoſt wiſh to be wichout it, 
Bur that the V Vill o th* Dead muſt be oblerv'd. 
Macry, my joy is, that you need it not; 
You have a Gift, Sir, (thank your Education) 
VVill never let you want, while there are Men, 
And Malice, to bteed Cauſes. VVould I had 
But half che like, for all my Fortune, Sir. 
It I have any Sutes (as I do hope, 
Things being ſo eaſie and dire, I ſhall not) 
I will make bold with your obſtreperous Aid, 
(Conceive me) for your Fee, Sir. In mean time, 
You that have ſo much Law, I know ha' the Conſcience 
Not to be Covetous of what is mine, 
Good vir, I thank you for my Place ; *ewill help 
To ſet up a young Man. Good faith, you look 
As you were coſtive; beſt go home and purge, Sir. 
Volp. Bid him eat Lettuce well : My witty Miſchief, 
Let me embrace thee. O that I could now 
Transform thee to a Venw—— Moſca, go, 
Streighte take my Habit of Clariſſimo, 
And walk the s, be ſeen, torment *em more: 
We muſt purſue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have loſt this Feaſt? AMof. I doube it will loſe them- 
Volp. O, my Recov recover all. 
That I could now but think on ſome Diſguiſe 
To meet em in, and ask *em Queſtions: 
How I yy vex 'em ſtill at every turn ? 
Moſ. Sir, I can fit you. 
Volp. Canſt thou? of. Yes, I know {; 
One o' the Commandateri, Sir, ſo like you 3; . 
Him will I {treight make drunk,and bring you his Habit. 
Volp. A rare Diſguiſe, and anſwering thy Brain : 
O, 1 will be a ſharp Diſeaſe unto *'em. 
Mo. Sir, you muſt look for Curſes ——— 
Volp. Till they burſt ; 
The Fox fares ever beſt when he is curſt. 


A& V. Scene IV. 
Peregrine, Mercatori 3. Woman, Politick. 


Poo I enough diſguis'd ? Mer. 1. I warrant you. 
Per, All my Ambition is to fright him only. 
Mer. 2. If you could Ship him away, 'ewere excellent. 
Mer. 3. To Zant, or to Aleppo ? Per. Yes, and ha' his 

Adventures = i' th* Bock of Voyages, 

And his gull'd Story regiſtred for Truth ? 

Well, Gentlemen, when I am in a while, 

And that you think us warm in our Diſcourſe; 

Know your Approaches. Mer. 1. Truſt it co our Care. 
Per. Save you, fair Lady. Is Sir Pol within ? ; 
Wom. I do not know, Sir. Per.Pray you,ſay unto him, 

Here is a Merchant, upon earneft Bulineſs 

Deſires to ſpeak with him. 

Wom. 1 will ſee, Sir. Per. Pray you. 

I ſee the Family is all Female here. | 
Wom. He ſays, Sir, he has weighty Aﬀairs of State, 

That now _ him — ſome o_ time 

You ma him. Per. Pray you tay again, 

If thoſe ar him whole, cheſe will tack hin, 

Whereof I bring him Tidings What mighe be 

His grave Afﬀair of Stats now ? how to make 

Bologiiani Sauſages liere iti Venice, ſparing 
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One Oo th' ingredients. Wor. Sir, he _ he knows 
By your Word, T:dings, that you are no Stateſman, 
And therefore wills you ſtay. 
Per. Sweet, pray you return him; 
I have not read fo many Proclamations, 
And ſtudied them for Words, as he has done ; 
But— Here he deigns to come. Pol. Sir, I muſt crave 
Your courteous Pardon. There hath chanc'd (to day) 
Unkind Diſaſter *twixt my Lady and me, 
And I was perning my Apology 
To give her ſatisfaction, as you came now, 
Per, Sir, I am griev'd, I bring = worſe Diſaſter ; 
The Gentleman you met at th” Pore to days 
That told you, he was newly arriv\d-— Pol. I, was 
A fugitive Punk? Per, No, Sir, a Spy ſet on you 
And he has made relation to the Senate, 
'That you proteſt to him to have a Plot 
To ll the State of Venice to the Turk, 
Pel. O me! 
Per, For which, Warrants are ſign'd by this time, 
To apprehend you, and to ſearch your —_y_ 
For Papers—— Pol. Alas, Sir, I have none, but Notes, 
Drawn out of Play-books— Per. All the better, Sir. 
Pol. And ſome Eſlays. What ſhall I do? Per. Sir, beſt 
Convey your ſelf into a Sugar-cheſt, 
Or, if you would lie round, a Frail were rare, 
And I could fend you aboard. Pol. Sir, I but talk'd fo, 
For Diſcourſe-lake meerly. [ They knock without. 
Per. Heark, they are there. 
Pol. T am a Wretch, a Wretch. 
Per. What will you do, Sir ? 
Ha' you ne'er a Curran-But to leap into ? 
They'll put you to the Rack, you muſt be ſudden. 
Pol. Sir, I have an Ingine—— 
(Mer. 3. Sir Politick Would-be ? 
Mer. 2. Where is he?) | 
Pol. That I have thought upon before-time. 
Per, What is it ? Pol. (I ſhall ne'er endure the Torture.) 
Marry, it is, Sir, of a Tortoiſe-ſhell, 
Fitted for theſe] Extremities : pray you, Sir, help me. 
Here I have a place, Sir, to put back my Legs, 
(Pleaſe you to lay it on, Sir) with this Cap, 
And my black Gloves. Tl lie, Sir, like a Tortoiſe, + 
Till they are gone. Per. And call you this an Ingine ? 
Pc]. Mine own Device—— 
Good Sir, bid my Wites Women 


To burn my Papers. [ They ruſh im. 
Mer. 1. Where's he hid ? Mer. 3. We muſt 
And will ſure find him. 


Mer. 2. Which is his Study ?* Mer. 1. What 
Are you, Sir? Per. I am a Merchant, that came here 
To look upon this Tortoiſe ? 

Mer. 3. How? Mer. 1. St. Mark ! 
What Beaſt is this? Per. It is a Fiſh. 

Mer. 2. Come out here. 

Per. Nay, you may ſtrike him Sir,and tread upon him : 
He'll bear a Carr. 
Mer. 1. What, to run over him ? 
Mer. 3. Let's jump upon him. 
Mer. 2. Can he notgo? Per. He creeps, Sir. 
Mer. 1. Let's fee him creep. 
Per, No, good Sir, you will hurt him. 
Mer. 2. (Heart) I'll ſee him creep, or prick his Guts. 
Mer. 3. Come our here. 
Per. Pray you Sir, (creep a little.) 


Mer. 1. Forth. 
Mer. 2. Yet farther. Per. Good Sir, (creep.) 
Mer. 2. We'll ſee his Legs. [ They pull off the $hell, 
Mer. 3. Gods ſo, he has Garters! and diſcover him. 
Mer. 1. I, and Gloves! Mer. 2. Is this 
Your tearful Tortoiſe ? Per. Now, Sir Pol, we are even 
For your next Project I ſhall be prepar'd: _ 
{ am ſorry tor the Funeral of your Notes, Sir. 
Mer. 1, 'Twere a rare Motion to be ſeen in Fleetſtreet, 


Per. Yes, Sir. 


| 


Mer. 2. I, i' the Term. 
Mer. 1. Or Smithfield, in the Fair. 
Mer. 3. Methinks 'tis but a melancholy Sight, 
Per. Farewel, moſt Politick Tortoiſe. 
Pol. Where's my Lady ? 
Knows ſhe of this? Hom. I know not, Sir. Pol. Enquire. 
O, I ſhall be the Fable of all Feaſts, 
The Freight of the Gazerti, Ship-boys Tale 3 
And, which is worſt, even Talk for Ordinaries. 
Wom. My Lady's come moſt melancholy home, 
And ſays, Sir, ſhe will ſtreight to Sea, for Phyſick, 
Pol. And I, to ſhun this Place and Clime for ever, 
Creeping with Houſe on Back, and think ie well 
To ſhrink my poor Head in my Politick Shell, 


A& IV. Scene V. 


V. olpone, Moſca, 


The firſt in the Habit of a Commandatore ; the other, 
of « Clariſlimo. ] 


AX I then like him ? Moſ. O, Sir, you are he: 
No Man can ſever you. 
_ Good, Moeſ. But what am I ? 
Velp. Fore Heaven, a brave Clariſſimo, thou becom'ſt it. 
Pity thou wert not born one. Moeſ. If I hold 
My made one, 'twill be well. Volp. I'll go and ſce 
hat News firſt at the Court. Moſ. Do ſo. My Fox 
Is out on his Hole, and ere he re-enter, 
PI make him languiſh in his borrow'd Caſe, 
Except he come to Compoſition with me: 
Androgyno, Caſtrone, Nano, All. Here. 
Ms. Go, recreate = ſelves abroad ; go, ſport. 
So, now I have the Js and am poſleſt. 
Since he will needs be dead afore his time, 
I'll bury him, or ggin by him. I am his Heir, 
Ando will keep me, till he ſhare at leaſt. 
To cozen him of all, were but a Cheat 
Well plac'd; no Man would conſtrue it a Sin: 
Let his Sport pay for't ; this is call'd the Fox-trap. 


Act V. Scene VL 
Corbaccio, Corvino, Volpone. 


TH ſay, the Court is ſet. Corv. We muſt maintain 
Our firſt tale good, for both our Reputations. 
, Corb. Why? mine's no Tale: my Son would there 
have kil'd me. 
Corv. That's true, I had forgot ; mine is, I am ſure. 
But for your Will, Sir. Corb. I, FIl come upon him 
For that hereafter, now his Patron's dead. 
Volp. Signior Corvino! and Corbaccio ! Sir, 
Much joy unto you. Cory. Of what ? 
Volp. The ſudden Good 
Dropt down upon you—— Corb. Where ? 
Volp. (And none knows how.) 
From old Velpene, Sir. Corb. Out, errant Knave. 
Volp. Let not your too much Wealth, Sir, make you 
furious. Corb. Away, thou Varlet. | 
Volp. Why, Sir ? Corb. Doſt thou mock me ? 
Volp. You mock the World, Sir ; 
Did you not change Wills ? 
Corb, Out, Harlot. Yelp. O ! belike you are the Man, 
Signior Corvino? *Faith, you carry it well ; 
You grow not mad withal: I love your Spirit : 
You are not over-leaven'd with your Fortune. 
You ſhould ha' ſome would ſwell now, like a Wine-fac, 
With ſuch an Autumn—— Did he gi” you all, Sir? 
Corv. Avoid, you Raſcal. 
Volp. Troth, your Wife has ſhewn 
Her ſelf a very Woman : but you are well, 
You need not care, you haye a good Eſtate, 


an. 
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To bear it out, Sir, better by this Chance : 

Except Corbaccio have a Share ? Corb. Hence, Varler. 
Yolp. You will not be a' known, Sir ; why,'cis wile. 

Thus do all Gameſters, at all Games, diſſemble. 

No Man will ſeem to win. Here comes my Vulture, 

Heaving his Beak up i" che Air, and ſnuffing, 


A&t V. Scene VIL 


Voltore, Volpone, 


Ute-ſtripe thus, by a Paraſite? a Slave ? 
Owou run on Errands, and make Legs for Crumbs? 
Well, what I'll do 
Volp, The Court ſtays for your worſhip, 
I e'en rejoice, Sir, at your Worſhips Happineſs, 
And that it fell into fo learned Hands, 
That underſtand the fingering — 
Volt, What do you mean ? 
Volp. I mean to be a Suitor to your Worſhip, 
For the ſmall Tenement, out of Reparations, 
That at the end of your long row of Houſes, 
By the Piſcaris : It was, in Volpone's time, 
Your Predeceſlor, &'er he grew Diſeas'd, 
A handſom, pretty, cuſtom'd Bawdy-houſe, 
As any was in Venice, (none diſprais'd) 
But fell with him ; his Body and that Houſe 
Decay'd together. 
A Come, Sir, leave your prating. 
Volp. Why, if your orgy hoe me but your Hand, 
That I may ha' the Refuſal, I have done. 
'Tis a meer Toy to you, Sir, Candle-rents, 
As your Learn'd Worſhip knows—— 
olt, What do I know ? 
Volp.Marry,no end of your wealth,Sir;God decreaſe it. 
4 Miſtaking Knave ! what, mock'ſt thou my Mif- 
fortune ? 
Volp.His Blefling on your heart,Sir; would *twere more. 
(Now to my firſt again, at the next Corner.) 


Ac V. Scene VIIL 
Corbaccio, Corvino, (Moſca paſlant) Volpone. 


Ee, in our Habic ! ſee the impudent Varlet ! 

Corv. That I could ſhoot mine Eyes at him,like Gun 
Volp. Bur is this true, Sir, of the Paraſite? (ſtones. 
Corb. Again, Cafflict us? Monſter ! 

Volp. In good faith, Sir, 
I am heartily griev'd, a Beard of your grave length 
Should be {> over-reach'd. I never brook'd 
That Paraſite's Hair ; methongh this Noſe ſhould cozen : 
There ftill was ſomewhat in his Look, did promiſe 
The Bane of a Clariſimo. Corb. Knave— Volp. Methinks 
Yet you, that are fo traded i” the World, 
A witty Merchant, the fine Bird, Corvine, 
That have ſuch mortal Emblems on your Name, 
Should not have {ung your Shame,and dropt your Cheeſe, 
To let the Fox laugh at your Emptineſs. 
Corv. Sirrah, you think the Privilege of the Place, 
And your red ſaucy Cap, that ſeems (to me) 
Nail'd to your Jolr-head, with thoſe two Cecchines, 
Can warrant your Abuſes; come you hither : 
You ſhall perceive, Sir, I do know your Valour well, 
Since you durſt publiſh what you are, Sir. Corv. Tarry, 
Td ſpeak with ybu. Yelp. Sir,Sir, another time—— 
Cory. Nay, now. 
Volp. O God, Sir | I were a wiſe Man, 
Would ſtand che Fury of a diſtracted Cuckold. 
Corb, What, come again ? [ Moſca walks by them. 
Volp. Upon *em, Moſca; ſave me. 

Corb. The Air's inteted where he breaths. 

Corv. Let's fly him. 

Volp. Excellent Baſilisk ! turn upon the Vulture. 
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Ae V. Scene IX. 
Voltore, Moſca, Velpone. 


WE Fleſh-fly, it is Summer with you now 3 
Your Winter will come on. Mo/. Good Advocate, 
Pr'ythee not rail, nor threaten out of place thus ; 
Thou'lt make a Solzci/m (as Madam lays.) 
Get you a Biggen more; your Brain breaks looſe. 

Volt, Well, Sir. 

Volp. Would you ha' me beat the inſolent Slave? 
Throw Dirt upon his firſt good Clothes? Volt, This ſame 
Is doubtleſs ſome Familiar. Yolp, Sir, the Court 
In troth, ſtays for you ; I am mad, a Mule, 
That never read Jufinian, ſhould get up, 
And ride an Advocate. Had yowno Qyirk 
To avoid Gullage, Sir, by ſuch a Creature ? 
I hope you do tielt ; has not don't : 
This's but Confederacy, to blind the reſt. 
You are the Heir ? Volt. A ſtrange, officious, 
TroubleſomKnave ! thou doſt torment me. Volp.l know — 
Ie cannot be, Sir, that you ſhould be cozen'd 
"Tis not within the Wit of Man to do it; 
Youzare ſo wiſe, ſo prudent ; and 'tis fic 
That Wealth and Wiſdom ſtill ſhould go together. 


At V. Scene X. 


Arvocatori 4. Niotario, Commandadeore, Bonario, Celia, 
Corbaccio, Corvino, Voltore, Velpone. 


Re all the Parties here? No#. All but the Advocate. 
Avec. 2, And here he comes. 
Arvoc. 1. Then bring 'em forth to Sentence. 
Volt. O, my moſt honour'd Fathers, let your Mercy 
Once win upon your Juſtice, to forgive—— 
I am diſtracted —— 
(Volp. What will he do now ?) Volt. O, 
I know not which i addreſs my felf to firſt, 
Whether your Fatherhoods, or theſe Innocents — 
(Corv. Will he betray himſelf?) Yor. Whom equally 
I have abus'd, by my falſe Accufation : 
For which, now ſtruck in Conſcience, here I proſtrate 
My ſelf at your offended Feer, for Pardon. 
Avvoc. 1, 2. Ariſe. 
Cel. O Heav*n, how juſt thou art ! Yelp. I am caught 
P my own Nooſe— Corv. Be conſtant, Sir: nought now 
Can help, but Impudence. 
Avec. 1. Speak forward. Com. Silence. 
Vole. It is not Paſſion in me, Reverend Fathers, 
But only Conſcience, Conſcience, my good Sires, 
That makes me now tell Truth. That Paraſite, 
That Knave hath been the Inſtrument of all. 
Ave, Where is that Knave? fetch him. 
Valp. I go. Corv. Grave Fathers, 
This Man's diſtracted ; he confeſt ic now ; 
For hoping to be old Yolpone's Heir, 
Who now is dead—4vvc.3. How ! Awvec.2. IsVolpone dead? 
Cory. Dead ſince, Grave Fathers —— 
Bon. O ſure Vengeance! Avoe. 1. Stay, 
Then he was no Deceiver. Yet. O no, none : 
The Paraſite, Grave Fathers. Cory. He does ſpeak 
Our of meer Envy, 'cauſe the Servant's made 
The thing he gap't for : Pleaſe your Fatherhoods, 
This is the Truth, though Ill not juſtific 
The other, but he may be ſome-deal fauley. 
Volt. I, to your Hopes, as well as mine, Corvine : 
But VIl uſe Modeſty. Pleaſeth your Wikdoms 
To view theſe certain Notes, and but confer them ; 
As I hope Favour, they ſhall ſpeak clear Truth. 
Cory. The Devil has enter'd him | Bon.Or bides in you. 
Avoc. 4. V Ve have done ill, by a Publick Officer 
To fend for him, if he be Heir. Awvoc. 2. For whom? 


A a Awvoc. 4. Him 


PE 


I 7s 


The Fox. 


Av.4. Him that they call the Paraſite. Av.3. Ts true, 
He is a Man of great Eſtate, now letr. 

Awv.4. Go you, and learn his Name, and ſay, the Court 
Intreats his Preſence here, but to the clearing 
Of ſome few Doubts. Awoc. 2. This ſame's a Labyrinth: 

Aw.1.Stand you unto your firſt Report. Corv.My State, 
My Lite, my Fame— 

Bon. (Where is't ?) Corv. Are atthe Stake. 

Av.1. Is yours ſo too? Corb. The Advocate's a Knave, 
And has a forked Tongue— (4v.2. Speak to the Point.) 

Cerb. So is the Patalite too. Awvoc. 1. This is Confuſion. 

Volt. 1 do beſeech your Fatherhoods, read but thoſe. 

Corv. And credit nothing the falſe Spiric hath writ: 
It cannot be, but he is poſſeſt, Grave Fathers. 


A&t V. Scene XI. 
Veolpone, Nano, Androgyno, Caſtrone. 


O make a Snare for mine own Neck! and run 
My Head into it, wiltully : with Laughter ! 
When I had newly ſcap't, was free, and clear ! 
Out of meer Wantonneſs ! O, the dull Devil 
Was in this Brain of mine, when I devis'd it, 
And Moſca gave it ſecond 3 He muſt now 
Help to ſcar up this Vein, or we bleed dead. 
How now ! who Jet you looſe? whither go you now ? 
VVhart, to buy Gingerbread, or to drown Kirlings ? 
Nan. Sir, Maſter Aſca call'd us out of doors, 
And bid us all go play, and took the Keys. And. Yes. 
Volp. Did Maſter Mo/ca take the Keys? why, fo! 
I am farther in. Theſe are my fine Conceits ! 
I muſt be merry, with a miſchief to me! 
VVhat a vile VVietch was I, that could not bear 
My Fortune fſoberly ? I muſt ha' my Crotchets ! 
And my Conundrums ! VVell, go you, and ſeek him: 
His Meaning may be truer than my Fear. 
Bid him, he ſtreight come to me to the Court ; 
Thither will 1, and, if be poflible, 
Unſcrew my Advocate, upon new Hopes: 
VVhen I provok'd him, chen I loſt my ſelf. 


Act V. Scene XII 
Awocatori, CC, 


Heſe things can ne'er be reconcil'd. He here 

T brovfints that the Gentleman was wrong'd, 

And that the Gentlewoman was brought thither, 

Forc'd by her Husband, and there left. Volt. Moſt true. 
Cel, How ready is Heav'n to thoſe that pray ! 

Arvoc. 1. But that 
Vo/pone would have raviſh'd her, he holds 
Utrerly falſe, knowing his Impotence. 

Corv. Grave Fathers, he is poſſeſt ; again, I ſay, 
Poſleſt : Nay, if there be Poſicflion, 

And Obſeflion,he has both. Aw. z.Here comes our Officer. 
Yelp. The Paraſite will ſtreight be here,Grave Fathers. 
Avec.4.Y ou might invent ſome other Name,SirV arlet. 
Arwvoe. 3. Did not the Notary meet him ? 

Volp. Not that I know. 

Awog. 4. His coming will clear all. 

Avvoc. 2. Yet it is milty. 

Volt. May't pleaſe your Fatherhoods—— 

Veolp. Sir, the Paraſite { Volpone whiſpers the 
Will'd me to tell you, that his Maſter lives Adwocate, 
That you are ſtill the Man, your Hopes the ſame ; 

And this was only a Jeſt 
Velt. How ? Volp. Sir, to try 

If you were firm, and how you ſtood affected. 

Volt. Art ſure he lives ? 

Volp. Dol live, Sir? Yor. O me: 

I was too violent. Velp. Sir, you may redeem it : 

They ſaid, you were poſleſt; fall down, and ſeem ſo: 


i 


I'll help to make it good. God bleſs the Man! [Veltore 
(Stop your wind hard, and ſwell) ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee! falls. 
He vomits crooked Pins! his Eyes are ſet, 
Like a dead Hares, hung in a Poulterer's Shop ! 
His Mouth's running away ! Do you ſee, Signior ? 
Now *tis in his Belly. (Corv. I, the Devil !) 
= Now in his Throat, (Corv. I, I perceive it plain.) 
Volp.”Twill out,'twill out,ſtand clear. See where it flics, 
In ſhape of a blue Toad, with Bats VVings ! 
Do you not ſee it, Sir? Corb. VVhat? I think I do. 
Corv. "Tis too manifeſt, 
Volp. Look | he comes himſelf! 
Volt. VV here am I? 
Volp. Take good heart, the worlt is paſt, Sir. 
You are diſpoſleſt, Awve. 1. V Vhat Accident is this ? 
Arvvc.2. Sudden, and full of wonder ! Av.3.1If he were 
Polleſt, as ic appears, all this is nothing. 
Cory. He has been often ſubje to thefe Fits. . 
- Xwvoc.1. Shew him that V Vriting: Do you know it,Sir ? 
= Deny it, Sir, forſwear it, know ir not. 
Volt. Yes, I do know it well, it is my Hand : 
But all that it contains, is falſe. Bon. O Practice ! 
Av.2. What Maze is this! Av.1. Is he notguilty then, 
Whom you there name the Paraſite? Yolt.Grave Fathers, 
No more than his good Patron, old Volpone. 
Awvoc. 4. Why, he is dead ? 
Volt. O no, my honour'd Fathers, 
He lives—— £4vec. 1. How | lives? 
Volt. Lives. Avec. 2. This is ſubtler yet ! 
Avvoc. 4. You ſaid, he was dead. 
Volt. Never. Arwvc. 3. You ſaid fo. 
Corv, I heard ſo. 
Avoc. 4. Here comes the Gentleman, make him way. 
Arwvoe. 3. A Stool. 
Arvee. 4. A proper Man ; and, were Volpone dead, 
A fit Match for my Daughter. Awoc. 3. Give him way. 
Volp. Moſca, I was a*moſt loſt ; the Advocate 
Had betray'd all ; but now it is recover'd : 
All's o* the Hinge again—— Say, I am living. 
Meſ. What buſie Knave is this | Moſt reverend Fathers, 
I ſooner had attended your grave Pleaſures, 
But that my Order for the Funeral 
Of my dear Patron did require me— (Volp. Meſca !) 
Mofſ. Whom I intend to bury like a Gentleman. 
Velp. I, quick,and cozen me of all. 4v.2. Still ſtranger! 
More intricate ! Awoe. 1. And come about again ! 
Avwvoe. 4. It is a Match, Dn is beſtow 'd. 
(Moſ. Will you gi” me ? 
Volp. Firſt Ill be hang'd. Mef. I know 
Your Voice is good, cry not ſo lowd.) Awe. 1. Demand 
The Advocate : Sir, did not you affirm 
Volpone was alive ? Volp. Yes, and he is ; 
This Gent'man told me fo, (thou ſhalt have Half.) 
Moſ. Whoſe Drunkard is this ſame ? 
Speak ſome that know him : 
I never ſaw his Face. (I cannot now 
Afﬀord it you ſo cheap. Yelp. No?) Aw.1. What ſay you? 
Volt. The Officer told me. Volp. I did, grave Fathers, 
And will maintain he lives, with mine own Life, 
And that this Creature told me. (I was born 
With all good Stars my enemies.) - TR grave Fathers, 
If fuch an Inſolence as this muſt pals 
Upon me, I am filent : *Twas not this 
For which you ſent, I hope. Awvc. 2. Take him away. 
(Yap. Moſca !) Arwoc. 3. Let him be whipr. 
(Volp. Wilt thou betray me ? 
Cozen me?) Awe. 3. And taught to bear himſelf 
Toward a Perſon of his Rank. Awoc. 4. Away. 
Meoſ. T humbly thank your Fatherhoods. 
Velp. Soft, ſoft, whipt ? 
And loſe all that I have ? If I confeſs, 
It cannot be much more. Awoc. 4. Sir, are you married ? 
Volp. They'll be ally'd anon ; I muſt be reſolute : 
The Fox ſhall here uncaſs. (Moſ. Patron.) 
V, olp. Nay, 
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The Fox. 


Volp. Nay, now [ He puts off bu 
My Ruins ſhall not come alone ; your Match Diſguiſe. 
VI hinder fure: my Subſtance ſhall nor glew you, 
Nor {crew you into a Family. (Mo. Why, Patron!) 

Volp. I am Volpone, and this is my Knave; 

This, his own Knave : this, Avarice's Fool : 
This, a Chimera of Wittal, Fool, and Knave : 
And, Reverend Fathers, ſince we all can hope 
Noughe bur a Sentence, let's not now deſpair it. 
You hear me briet, | 

Cory. May it pleaſe your Fatherhoods— Com. Silence. 

Avec. 1. 1 he Knot is now undone by Miracle. 

Avec. 2, Nothing can be more clear. 

Awvoc. 3. Or can more prove 
Thelz innocent. Awvc. 1. Give *em their Liberty. 

Bon.Heaven could not long let ſuch groſs Crimes be hid. 

Avec. 2, If this be held the High-way to get Riches, 
May I be poor. Avec.z. This's not the Gain, but Torment. 

Avoc.1. Theſe poilels Wealth, as ſick men poſſeſs Fevers, 
Y Vhich rrulier may be ſaid co poſlels chem. 

Ave. 2. Dilrobe that Paraſite, 

Cory. Moſ. Moſt honour'd Fathers. , 

Av.1.Can you plead ought to ſtay the courſe of Juſtice? 
If you can, ſpeak. 

Corv. Volt. V Ve beg Favour. Cel. And Mercy. 

Awoc.1. You hure your Innocence, ſuing for the Guilty. 
Stand forthz and firſt, the Paraſite. You appear 
T' have been the chiefeſt Miniſter, if not Plotcer, 

In all cheſe lewd Impoſtures ; and now, laſtly, 
Have with your Impudence abus'd the Court, 
And Habit of a Gentleman of Ventce, 

Being a Fellow of no Birth, or Blood : 

For which, our Sentence is, firſt, thou be whipt 3 
Then live perpetual Priſoner in our Gallies. 

Volt. I thank you for him. 

AMoſ. Bane to thy V Volviſh Nature. 

Awe. 1. Deliver him to the Saffs, Thou, Volpone, 

By Blood and Rank a Gentleman, canſt not fall 
Under like Cenfure ; but our Judgment on thee 
Is, That thy Subſtance all be ſtreight confiſcate 

To the Hoſpital ot the Incur abit : 
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And ſince the moſt was gotten by Impoſture, 
By feigning Lame, Gour, Palſie, and ſuch Diſcaſes, 
Thou art to lie in Priſon, cramp with Irons, 
Till thou be'ſt ſick and lame indeed. Remove him. 

Volp. This is call'd mortifying of a Fox. 

Avvoe 1. Thou, Voltore, to take away the Scandal 
Thou halt given all worthy Men of thy Profeflion, 

Art baniſht from their Fellowſhip, and our State. 
Corbaccio, bring him near. We here poſſeſs 

Thy Son of all thy State, and confine thee 

To the Monaſtery of San? Spirito; 

Where, ſince thou knewſt not how to live well here, 
Thou ſhalt be learn'd to die well. Corb. Ha! what faid he? 

Com. You ſhall know anon, Sir. 

Aryoc, 1, Thou, Corwin, ſhalt 
Be ſtreighe imbark'd from thine own Houſe, and row'd 
Round about Venice, through the Grand Canale, 

Wearing a Cap, with fair long Aſſes Ears, 

In ſtead ot Horns ; and fo to mount (a Paper 

Pinn'd on thy Breaſt) to the Berlino— Cory. Y 

And have mine Eyes beat out with ſtinking Fiſh, 

Bruis'd Fruit, and rotten Eggs—— "Tis well. I am glad 
I ſhall notſee my Shame yer. Awoc. 1. And to expiare 
Thy Wrongs done to thy Wife, thou art to ſend her 
Home to her Father, with her Dowry trebled : 

And thele are all your Judgments. 

(Al. Honour'd Fathers.) 

Avoc. 1: Which may not be revok'd. Now you begin, 
When Crimes are done, and paſt, and to be puniſh'd, 
To think what your Crimes are: Away with them. 

Ler all that ſee theſe Vices thus rewarded, 
Take Heart, and love to ſtudy 'em. Miſchiefs feed 
Like Beaſts, cill chey be tat, and then they bleed. 


VOLPONE. 
He ſeaſoning of a Play, us the Applauſe. 
Now, hears the Fox be Foy by - Laws, 
He yet doth hope there i no Suff "ring due, 
For any Fatt which he bath done *gain(# you : 
IF there be, cenſure him ; here be doubtful ftands : 
If not, fare jovially, and clap your Hands. 
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Ut fis tu ſunilis Celt, Byrrhique latronum, 
Non ego ſim Capri, neque Sulci, Cur metuas me * Horat. 


To the truly NOBLE by all TITLES, 
| Sir Francis Stuart. 
SIR, 


Y Hope is not ſo nouriſh by example, as it will conclude, this dumb Piece ſhould pleaſe 
M you, becauſe it hath pleas d others before : but by truſt, that when you have read it, you 
will find it worthy to have diſpleasd none. This makes, that 1 now number you, not 

only in the Names of Favour, but the Names of Juſtice, to what I write ; and do, preſently, call 
30u to the exerciſe of that Nobleſt, and Manlieſt Vertue : as covetng rather to be freed mn my 
Fame, by the Authority of a Judge, than the Credit of an Undertaker, Read therefore, 1 pray 
you, and Cenſure, There is not a Line, or Sillable in it changed from the ſomplicity of the firſt 
Copy. And, when you ſhall conſider, through the certam batred of ſome, how much a Man's Ino- 
cency may be indanger d by an uncertain accuſation ; you will, I doubt not, ſo' begin to hate the Ini- 


quity of ſuch natures, as I ſhall love the Contumely done me, whoſe end was fo honourable, as tc be 
wiped off by your ſentence. 


Your unprofitable, bur erue Lover, 


B + x. Jonuxsox. 
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PROLOGUE. AR I Scone 1 
I Ruth ſays, of old, the Art of making Plays Cleremont, Boy, True-wit. 
Was to content the People ;, and their praiſe 
Was to the Poet Money, Wine, and Bays. A* you got the Song yet perfedt I ga' you, Boy ? 
But in this Age, a Sett of Writers are, ' | He comes out making himſelf ready. 
That, only, for particular likings care, Boy. Yes, Sir. 
And will taſte nothing that is popular. Cler. Let me hearit. 
With ſuch we mingle neither Brains nor Breaſts ; Boy. You ſhall, Sir ; but i? faith let no body elle. 
Our wiſhes, like to thoſe make publick Feaſts, Cler. Why, I pray ? 
Are not to pleaſe the Cooks a = but the Gueſts. _ Boy. It will get you the dangerous name of a Poet 
Tet, if thoſe cunning Palates hither come. in Town, Sir ; beſides, me a perfe& deal of ill will at 
ſhall find Gueſts entreaty, and good room 3 the Manſion you wot of, whoſe Lady is the argumene 
And though all reliſh net, ſure there will be ſome, of it, where now I am the welcomſt thing under a Man 

That, when they leave their Seats, ſhall make "em ſay, that comes there. 

Who wrot that Piece, could [0 have wrot a Play , Cler, I think, and above a Man tOO, if the truth were 
But that, he knew, this was the better way. rackt out of you. 

For, to preſent all Cuſtard, or all Tart, | Boy. No faith, Fil confeſs before, Sir. The Gentle- 
And have no other Meats 10 bear a part, women play with me, and chrow me o' the Bed ; and 
Or to want Bread, and Salt, were but courſe Art. en me into my Lady ; and ſhe kiſſes me with her 

The Poet prays you then, with better thought oil'd Face; and puts a Perruke o' my Head; and asks 
To fit ; and, when bis Cates are all in brought, me an” I will wear her Gown? and I fay, no : andthen 
Though there be none far-fet, there will dear-bought ſhe hits me a blow o'the Ear, and calls me Innocent, 

Be fit for Ladies : ſome for Lords, Knights, Squires ; and lets me go. 

Some for your waiting Wench, and City-wires ; Cler. No maryel, if the Door be kept ſhut againſt 
Some for your Men, and Daughters of White-Friers. your Maſter, when the entrance is fo ealie to you—— 

Nor is it, only, while you keep your Seat well, Sir, you ſhall go there no more, leſt I be fain to 
Here, that bis Feaſt will laſt ; but you ſhall eat ſeek your Voice in my Ladies Ruſhes, a fortnight hence. 
A week at Ordinaries, on bus broken Meat : Sing, Sir. Boy ſings. 

If bis Muſe be true, Tru. Why, here's the Man that can melt away his 
IWho commend her to you. time , and never feels it! what, between his Miſtris 


abroad, and his Engle at home, high Fare, ſoft Lodg- 
ing, fine Clothes, and his Fiddle ; he thinks the Hours 


Another. ha no Wings, or the Day no Poſt-horfſe. Well; Sir Gal- 
lant, were you ſtruck with the Plague this minute, or 
HE ends of all, who for the Scene do write, condemn'd to any capital Puniſhment to morrow, you 
Are, or ſhould be, to Profit, and Delight. | would begin then to think, and value every Particle 
And ftill 't hath been the praiſe of all beft times, o* your time, eſteem it at che true rate, and give all 
So Perſons were not touch'd, to tax the Crimes. fort. Sr dwok 
Then, in this Play, which we preſent to Night, Cler. Why what ſhould a Man do? 
And make the Objett of your Ear, and Sight, Tru. Why, nothing : or that, which whea 'tis done, 
On forfeit of your ſelves, think nothing true : is as idle. Hetng after the next Horſerace, or Hunt- 
Leſt ſo you make the maker to judge you ; ing-match ; lay Wagers, praiſe Puppy, or Pepper-corn, 
For he knows, Poet never Credit gain'd White-foot, Franklin ; fwear upon Whice-mains party ; 
By writing Truths, but things ( like Truths ) well fain'd. | ſpeak aloud, that my Lords may hear you; vifit my 
If any, yet, will ( with particular ſlight 0 Ladies at Night, and be able to give 'em the Character 
of applicaticn ) wreſt what he doth write ;; of every Bowler or Bettor o* the Green. Theſe be the 
And that be meant, or him, or ber, will ſay : things, wherein your faſhionable Men exerciſe them- 
They make a Libel, which be made a Play. ſelves, and I for company. : 
Cler. Nay, 
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Cler. Nay, if I have thy Authority, Tl nor leave yet. 
Come, the other are conſiderations, when we come to 
have grey Heads,and weak Hams,moiſt Eyes,and ſhrunk 
Members. We'll think on 'em then ; then wee'l pray, 
and faſt. 

Tru, I, and deſtine only that time of age to good- 
neſs, which our want of Ability will not let us employ 
in evil ? 

Cler. Why, then 'cis time enough. 

Tru. Yes; asif a Man ſhould ſleep all the term, and 
think to effe& his buſineſs the laſt day, O, Clermont, 
this time, becauſe it is an incorporeal thing, and not 
ſubjet to Senſe, we mock our ſelves the finelieſt out 
of it, with vanity, and miſery indeed: not ſeeking an 
end of wretchedneſs, but only changing the matter 
ſtill. 

Cler.. Nay, thou'lt not leave now —— 

Tru. See but our common Diſeaſe | with whafJuſtice 
can we complain, that great Men will not look upon 
us, nor be at leiſure to give our Aﬀeairs ſuch diſpatch, as 
we expect, when we will never do it to our ſelves : not 
hear, nor regard our ſelves. 

{Cler. Foh, thou haſt read Plutarchs Morals, now, or 
ſome ſuch tedious fellow ; and it ſhows ſo vilely with 
thee : *Fore God, *'twill ſpoil thy wit utterly. Talk me 
of Pins, and Feathers, and Ladies, and Ruſhes, and ſuch 
things : and leave this Srojczrze alone, *cill thou mak'ſt 
Sermons. 

Trs. Well, Sir; If it will not take, I have learn'd to 
looſe as little of my kindnefs, as I can. I'll do good to 
no Man againſt his will, certainly. When were you at 
the Colledge ? 

Cler. What Colledge ? 

Tru. Asif you knew not! 

Cler. No faith, I came but from Court yeſterday. 

Tru. Why, is it not arriv'd there yer, the news? A 
new Foundation, Sir, here 1 the Town, of Ladies, that 
call themſelves the Collegiates, an order between Cour- 
tiers and Country-Madams, that live from their Huſ- 
bands; and give entertainment to all the Wits, and Bra: 
verics © the time, as they call 'em: cry down, or up, 
what they like, or diſlike in a Brain or a Faſhion, with 
molt Maſculme, or rather Hermaphroditical Authority ; 
and eyery day gain to their Colledge ſome new Proba- 
tioner, 

Cler. Who is the Prefident ? 

Tru. The grave and youthful Matron, the Lady 


Haughty. 

Cler. A pox of her autumnal Face, her peic'd Beauty : 
there's no can be admitted till ſhe be ready, now 
adays, till ſhe has painted, and perfum'd, and waſht, and 


ſcour'd, ws hoy here ; and him wy wipes her oil'd 
Lips upon, like a Sponge. I have made a Song, I 
he hear it, o' the ſubject. ad 


SONG. 


Till to be neat, ſtill to be dreſt, 
As you were going to a Feaſt ; 
Still to be powd'red, ſtill perfum'd : 
Lady, it is to be preſum'd, 
b Arti bid cauſes are nat found, 
All is not ſweet, all not ſound. . 


Give me a look, grove me a face, 

That makes fimplicity a grace ; 

Robes looſely flowing, Hair as free : 
Such ſweet negled more taketh me, 
Than all th* Adulteries of Art ; 

They flirike mine Eyes, but not my Heart. 


Tru. And I am clearly o? the other fide : I love a good 
Drefling before any Beauty o' che World. O, a Wo- 
man is then like a delicate Garden ; nor 1s there one 


kind of it : ſhe may vary every hour; take often 

counſel of her Glaſs, and chuſe the beſt. If ſhe have 

good Ears, ſhow 'em ; good Hair, lay it out good Legs, 

wear ſhort Cloathes; a good Hand, diſcover it often ; 
raQiſe any Art to mend Breath, clenſe Teeth, repair 
ye-brows, paint, and profeſs it. 

Cler, How ? publickly ? 

Tru. The doing of it, not the manner : that muſt be 
private. Many things, that ſeem foul i the doing, do 
pleaſe, done. A Lady ſhould, indeed, ſtudy her Face, 
when we think ſhe ſleeps : nor, when the Doors are 
ſhuc, ſhould Men be inquiring 3 all is ſacred within, 
then. Is it for us to ſee their Perrukes put on, their falſe 
Teeth, their Complexion their Eye- brows, their Nails? 
you fee Guilders will not work, but inclos'd. They 
muſt not diſcover, how little ſerves, with the help of 
Art, to adorn a great deal. How long did the Canvas 
hang afore Ald gate? were the People ſuffer'd to ſee the 
Cities Love and Charity, while they were rude Stone, 
before they were painted and burniſh'd ? no: No more 
ſhould Servants approach their Miſtrifles but when they 
are compleat, and finiſh'd. 

Cler. Well faid, my True-wit. 

Tru. And a wiſe Lady will keep a guard always 
upon the place, that ſhe may do things ſecurely. I 
once followed a rude Fellow into a Chamber*where the 
uu Madam, for haſte, and troubled, ſnatch'd at her 

*erruke, to cover her baldneſs: and pur ic on the wrong 
way. 

Cler. O prodigie ! 

Tru. And the unconſcionable Knave held her in com- 
nororgs an Hour with that reverſt Face, when I ſtill 
ook'd when ſke ſhould talk from the tother ſide. 

Cler. Why ? thou ſhouldſt ha? reliev'd her. 

Tru, No faith, I let her alone, as we'll let this argu- 
ment, if you pleaſe, and paſs to another. When ſaw 
you Dauphine Eugene ! 

Cler. Not - theſe three days. Shall we go to him this 
Morning ? he is very melancholick, I hear. 

Tru. Sick o' the Uncle ? is he? I met that ſtiff ptece 
of formality, his Uncle, yeſterday, with a huge Turbane 
of Night-caps on his Head, buckled over his Ears. 

Cler. O, that's his cuſtom when he walks abroad. He 
can endure na noiſe, Man. 

Tru. So T have heard. But is the Diſeaſe fo ridicu- 
lous in him as it is made? they ſay he has been upon 
divers Treaties with the'Fiſh-wives, and Orange-women; 
and Articles propounded between them : marry, the 
Chimney-ſweepers will not be drawn in. 

Cler. No, nor the Broom-men : they ſtand out ſtifly. 
He cannot endure a Coftard-monger, he ſwoons if he 
hear one. 

Tru. Methinks a Smith ſhould be ominous. 

Cler. Or any Hammer-man. A Braſfier is not ſuffer'd 
todwell in the Pariſh, nor an Armorer. He would have 
hang'd a Pewterers 'Prentice once on a Shrove-Tueſdays 
Riot, for being of that Trade, when the reſt were quiet. 

Tru. A Trumpet would tright him terribly, or the 
Hau'boys. | 

Cler. Out of his Senſes. The Waights of the Cit 
have a Penſion of him not to come near that Wa 
This youth practisd on him one Nighe like the Bell- 
man ; and never left till he had brought him down to 
the Door, with a long Sword : and there left him flou- 
riſhing with the Air. 

Bey. Why, Sir? he hath choſen a Street to lie in, fo 
narrow at both ends, that it will receive no Coaches, 
nor Carts, nor any of theſe common noiſes : and 
therefore, we that love him, deviſe to bring him ſuch as 
we may, now and then, for his exerciſe, to breathe him. 
He would grow elſc in his eaſe: his Vertue would 
ruſt without ation. I entreated a Bareward, one day, 
to come down with the Dogs of ſome four Pariſhes 


| that way, and I thank him he did ; and cried his Games 


under 
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under Maſter Moroſe's Window : till he was ſent crying 


: away, with his Head made a moſt bleeding Spectacle ro 


the multitude. And, another time, a Fencer, going to 
his Prize, had his Drum moſt tragically run through, 
for taking that Street in his way, at my requeſt. 

Tru. A good wag. How does he tor the Bells ? 

Cle. O, 1 the Queenstime, he was wont to go out of 
Town every Saturday at ten a Clock, or on Holy-day 
Eves. But now, by reaſon of the ſickneſs, the perpe- 
tuicy of ringing has made him deviſe a Room, with 
double Walls, and treble Cielings 3 the Windows cloſe 
hut and calk'd : and there he lives by Candlelight. He 
curn'd away a Man, laſt Week, tor having a Pair of 
new Shooes that creak'd. And this Fellow waits on 
him now in Tennis-court Socks, or Slippers foald with 
Wooll : and they talk each to other in a Trunk. See, 


who comes here. 


AE LL Scene IL 
Dauphine, True wit, Clerimont, 


Ow now ! what ail you Sirs ? dumb? 
H Tru, Struck into Stone, almoſt, I am here, with 
Tales o' thine Uncle ! There was never fuch a Prodigy 
heard of. 

Dau. 1 would you would once loſe this Subject, my 
Maſters, for my ſake. They are ſuch as you are, that 
have brought me into that Predicament I am with him. 

Tru. How is that ? 

Dau. Marry, that he will dif-inherit me. No more. 
He thinks, I, and my Company are Authors of all the 
ridiculous Acts and Mon'ments are told of him. 

Tru. *Slid, I would be the Author of more to vex 
him ; that purpoſe deſerves it: it gives the Law of 
plagueing him. Fl cell chee whac I would do. I would 
make a falſe Almanack , get it printed : and then ha* 
him drawn out on a Coronation day to the Tower- 
wharf, and kill him with the noyſe of the Ordnance. 
Diſinherit thee ! he cannot, Man. Art not thou next of 
Blood, and his Siſters Son ? 

Das.l,but he will thruſt me out ofit,he vows,and marry. 

Tru. How ! that's a more portent. Can he endure no 
noyſc, and will venture on a Wite ? 

Cle. Yes, why thou art a ſtranger, it ſeems, to his 
beſt erick, yer. He has imploy'd a Fellow this half year, 
all over England, to harken him out a dumb Woman ; 
be ſhe of any Form, or any Quality, To ſhe be able to 
bear Children : her ſilence is Dowry enough, he ſays. 

Tru. But I truſt tro God he has found none. 

Cle. No, but he has heard of one that's lodg'd i the 
next Street to him, who is exceedingly foft ſpoken ; 
thrifty of her Speech 3 chat ſpends bur tix words a day, 
And her he's about now, and ſhall have her. 

Tru, Is poſlible ! who is his Agent i the buſineſs ? 

Cle. Marry a Barber ; an honeſt Fellow, one that 
tells Daupb:ne all here. 

Tru, Why you oppreſs me with wonder ! A Woman, 
and a Barber, and love no noile! 

Cle. Yes faith. The Fellow trims him filently, and 
as not the knack with his Sheers or his Fingers: and 
that continency in a Barber he thinks ſo eminent a Ver- 
tue, as it has made him chief of his Counſel. 

Tru. Is the Barber to be ſeen ? or the Wench ? 

Cle. Yes that they are. 

Tru. 1 pr'y thee Duuphine, let's go thither. 

Dau. | have ſome buſineſs now : I cannot i” faith. 

1r7u. You ball have no buſineſs ſhall make you neg- 
let this, Sir : we'll make her talk, believe ir 3 or if (he 
will not, we can give out, at leaſt fo much as ſkall in- 
terrupe the ereaty : we will break it. Thou are bound 
in Conſcience, when he ſufpetts thee without cauſe, to 
torment him. 

Dau. Not I, by any mcans. Ill give no ſuffrage to'r. 
He ſhall never ha'that Plea againſt me, that I oppos'd 


the leaſt Phant'ſie of his. Let it lye upon my Stars to 


Tru. Yes, and be poor, and beg do, Innocent : when 
ſome Groom of his has got him an Heir, or this Barber, 
it he himſelf cannot. Innocent. I pr'y thee, Ned, 
where lies ſhe ? ler him be innocent ſtill, 

Cle, Why right over againſt the Barbers; in the 
Houſe where Sir fobn Daw lyes. 

Tru. You not mean to confound me ! 

Cle, Why ? 

Tru. Does he that would marry her know ſo much? 

Cle. I cannot cell. ' 

Tru. "T were enough of imputation to her with him. 

Cle. Why ? 

Tru. The only talking Sir i the Town ! Fack Daw | 
Ange teach her not to ſpeak, God b' w' you. I have 
ſome bufineſs too. 

Cle, Will you not go thither then ? 

Tru. Not with the danger to meet Daw, for mine Ears: 

Cle. Why ? I chought you two had been upon very 
good Terms. 

Tru. Yes, of keeping diſtance. 

Cle. They ay, he is a very good Scholler. 

Tru. I, and he fays it firſt. A pox on him, a Fellow 
that pretends only to Learning, buys Titles, and no- 
thing elſe of Books in him. 

Cle. The. World reports him to be very learned. 

Tru. | am ſorry, the World ſhould fo conſpire to be- 
lye him. 

Cle, Good faith, I have heard very good things come 
trom him. 

Tru, You may. There's none ſo deſperately ignorant 
to deny that : would they were his own,, God b* w 
you Gentleman. 

Gle, This is very abrupt ! 


A& L Scene III. 
Dauphine, Clerimont, Boy. 


Ome, you are a ſtrange open Man, to tell every 
thing thus. 

Cle. Why, believe it Daupbine, True wits a very honeſt 
Fellow. ; 

Das. I think no other : but this frank nature of hisis not 
for ſecrets. 

Cle. Nay then, you are miſtaken Dauphine : I know 
where he has been well ruſted, and diſcharg'd the truſt 
very truely, and heartily. 

Das. I contend not, Ned ; but, with the fewer a bu- 
fineſs is carried, ic is ever the ſafer. Now we are alone, 
if you'll go chicher, I am for you. 

Cle. When were you there ? 

Dau.Laſt night : and ſuch a decameron of ſport fallen our, 
Boccace never thought of the like. Daw does nothing bur 
court her : and the wrong way. He would lye with her, 
and praiſes her modeſty 3 deſires that ſhe would talk, and 
be free, and commends her filence in Verſes; which he 
reads, and ſwears, are the beſt that ever Man made. Then 
rails at his Fortunes, Stamps, and Murtines, why he is not 
made a Counſellor, and call'd to affairs of State. 

Cle. I pr'y chee ler's go. 1 would fain partake this. Some 
Water, Boy. 

Das. We are invited to Dinner together, he and I, by 
one that came thither to him, Sir La: Feole. 

Cle. O, that's a precious Mannikin, 

Dau. Do you know him ? 

Cle. I, and he will know you too, if ere he ſaw you but 


once, though you ſhould meer him at Church in the midſt 
of Prayers. He is one of the Braveries, though he be none 


o the Wits. He will ſalute a Judge upon the Bench, and a 
Biſhop in the Pulpit, a Lawyer when he is pleading at the 
Bar, and a Lady when ſhe is dancing in a Maſque, and 


put her out. He does give Plays, and uppers, and invites 
B b his 
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his Gueſts to.*em,aloud out of his Window,as they ride by 
in Coaches. He has a Lodging in the Strand for the pur- 
ſe : or to watch when Ladies are gone to the China 
Houſes, or the Exchange, that he may meet em by 
chance, and give 'em Preſents, ſome 'Two or three hun- 
dred Pounds worth of Toys, to be laught at. He is never 
without a ſpare-banquet, or Sweet-meats in his Chamber, 
their Women to alight at, and come up to for a Bait. 

Dar. Excellent | He was a fine Youth laſt night,but now 
he is much fincr! whatis his Chriſten Name ? I ha' torgot. 

Cle. Sir Amorons La-foole. 

B:y. The Gentleman is here that owns that Name. 

Cle. Heart, he's come to invite me to Dinner, I hold 
my Lite. oo 

Dar. Like enough : pr'y thee let's ha him up. 

Cle. Boy, marſhal him. 

Boz. With a Truncheon, Sir ? 

Cle. Away, I beſeech you. I'll make him tell us his 
Pedegree, now; and what Meat he has to Dinner; and 
who are his Gueſts ; and, the whole courſe of his For- 
tunes with a breath. | 


A& I Scene IV. 


La-Foole, Clerimont, Dauphine. 


Ave dear Sir Dauphine, honour'd Maſter Clerimont. 
Cle. Sir Amorozs | you have very much honelted my 
Lodging, with your preſence. 

La-F. Good faith, it is a fine Lodging ! almoſt, as de- 
licate a Lodging as mine. 

Cle. Not fo, Sir. 

La-F. Excuſe me, Sir, if it were! the Strand, I af- 
fure you. I am come, Maſter Clerimont, to intreat you 
wait upon two or three Ladies, to Dinner, to day. 

Cle, How Sir ! wait upon 'em? did you ever ſee me 
carry Diſhes 7 

La F. No, Sir, diſpence with me ; I meant, to bear 
**n1 company. | 

Cle. O, that I will, Sir : the doubtfulneſs o' your 
Phraſe, believe it, Sir, would breed you a quarrel once 
an hour, with the terrible Boys, if you ſhould keep 
*em fellowſhip a day. 

LF. It ſhould be extreamly againſt my Will, Sir, if 
I conteſted with any Man. 

Cle. I believe ir, Sir ; where hold you your Feaſt ? 

La-F Art Tem Otters, Sir. 

Dau. Tom Otter ? what's he ? 

La-F. Captain Otter, Sir ; he is a kind of Gameſter, 
but he has had command both by S:a and by Land. 

» Dau. O, then he is animal amphibium ? 

La-F. 1, Sir: his Wife was the rich China-woman, 
that the Courtiers viſited fo often ; that gave the rare 
Entertainment. She commands all at home. 

Cle. Then, ſhe is Captain Orrer. 

La F. You ſay very well, Sir ; ſhe is my Kinſwoman, 
2 La-Foole by the Mother-fide, and will invite, any great 
Ladies, for my ſake. 

Dau. Not of the La-Fooles of Eſſex ? 

La F. No, Sir, the La-Fooles of London. 

Cle. Now, he's in. 

La-F. They all come out of our Houle, the La- Fooles 


Dol Mavis ——and they come a? purpole, to ſee the ſilent 
Gentlewoman, Miſtris Fpiczne, that honeſt Sir Fcbn 
Daw has promis'd to bring thither and then, Mi- 
{tris Truſfy, my Ladies Woman, will be- there too, and 
this honourable Knight, Sir Dawphine, with your ſelf 
Maſter Clerimont— and we'll be very merry, and have 
Fidlers, and dance——1 have been a mad Wag, in my 
time, and have ſpent ſome Crowns ſince I was a Page in 
Court, to my Lord Lefty, and atter, my Ladies Gentle- 
man Uſher, who got me knighted in Ireland, ſince it 
pleas'd my elder Brother to dye I had as fair a Gold 
Jerkin on that day,as any was worn in the Ifland-Voyage, 
or at Cadiz,, none diſprais'd, and I came over in it hither, 
ſhow'd my ſelf to my Friends in Court, and after went 
down to my Tenants in the Countrey, and ſurvei'd my 
Lands, let new Leaſes, took their Money, ſpent it in the 
Eye o the Land here, upon Ladies— and now I can 
take up at my pleaſure. 

Dau. Can you take up Ladies, Sir ? 

Cle, O, let him breath, he has not recover'd. 

Dau. Would I were your halt, in that commodity. 

Cle. No, Sir, excuſe me : I meant Money, whijeh can 
take up any thing. I have another Gueſt, or two, to 
invice, and ſay as much to, Genelemen. Ill take my leave 
abruptly, in hope you will not fail—-Your Servant. 

Dau. We will not fail you, Sir precious La Foole ; but 
ſhe ſhall, that your Ladies come to ſee: if I have credit, 
atore Sir Daw. 

Cle. Did you ever hear-ſuch a Wind-ſucker, as this ? 

Dau. Or tuch a Rook as the other ! that will betray 
his Maſter to be ſeen, Come, *is tim? we prevented it. 

Cle. Go. 


Act II. Scene I. 
Moroſe, Mute. 


An not I, yet, find out a more compendious Method, 

than by this Trunk, to ſave my Servants the la- 
bour of Speech, and mine Ears the diſcord of ſounds? 
Let me ſce : all Diſcourſes but mine own afflict me, 
they ſeem harſh, impertinent, and irkſom. Is jt not 
pofſible, that thou ſhouldſt anſwer me by Signs, and I 
apprehend thee, Fellow ? ſpeak not though I queſtion 
you. You have taken the Ring oft trom the 
Street Door, as I bade you ? anſwer me not 
by ſpeech, but by filence ; unleſs it be other- 
wile (——) very good. And, you have: fa- 
ſtened on a thick Quilt, or Flockbed, on the 
out-ſide of the Door ; that if they knock 
with their Daggers, or with Brickbats, they can make 
no noyſe ? bur wich your Leg, you anſwer, unleſs ic 
be otherwiſe (——) very good. This is not only fit 
modeſty in a Servant, but good ſtate and difcretion in 
a Maſter. And you have been with Cutberd che Barber, 
to have him come to mes (——) good. And, he will 
come preſemly ? an{wer me not but with your Leg, un 
leſs it be otherwiſe: if ic be otherwiſe, ſhake your 
Head, or ſhrug. (——) $So. Your Italian, and Spainard, 
are wiſe in theſe ! and ic is a frugal and comely Gravity. 
How long will it be ere Cutherd come ? ſtay, it an hour, 


At the brea. 
ches ſtill the 
Fellow 
mabes Legs 
or S1gns, 


o the North, the La-Focles.of the Weſt, the La- Fooles of 


hold up your whole Hand; if half an hour, ewo Fingers 3 


the Eaſt and South—we areas ancient a Family as any is 
in Europe—bur I my felt am deſcended lincally of che 
French La-Focles—and, we do bear our Coat yellow, or 
Or. checker'd ze, and Gules, and ſome three or four 
Colours more, which is a very noted Coat, and has, 
ſometimes, been ſolemnly worn by divers Nobility of our 
Houſe—bur let that go, antiquity isnot reſpe&ted now— 
I had a Brace of fat Does ſent me, Gentlemen, and half a 
dozen of Pheaſants,a dozen or two of Godwits,and ſome 
other Fowl, which I would have eaten, while they are 
good, and in good Company—there will be a great La- 
dy, or two, my Lady Hanghty, my Lady Centaure, Miltris 


if a quarter, one; ( ) good : half a quarter ? ti 
well- And have you given him a Key, to come in with- 
out knocking? (—) good. And, is the Lock oyl'd, and 
the Hinges to day ? (——) good. And rthe quilting of ce 
Stairs no where worn out and bare ? (——) very good. 

ſee, by much Doctrine, and Impullion, it may be effecte(: 
ſtand by. The Turk, in this divine Diſcipline, is admira- 
ble, exceeding all the Potentates of the Earth ; ſtill wait 
ed on by Murtes; and all his Commands fo executed ; y22, 
even in the War, (as I have heard) and in his marchcs, 
moſt of his Charges and Dire&ions given by Signs, 


and with filence; an exquitite Art! and I am hey 
ey 
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tily aſhamed, and angry oftentimes, that the Princes of 
Chriſtendom, ſhould ſuffer a Barbarian, to tranſcend *em 
in ſo high a point of Felicity. I will practife it, here- 
after. How now? oh! oh ! what Villain 2 what Pro- 
digy of Mankind is that? look. Oh! cut his Throat, 
cut his Throat : what Murderer, Hell-hound, Divel can 
this be? | One winds a Horn without again. 
Mut. It is a Poſt from the Court 
Mor. Out Rogue, and muſt thou blow thy Horn, too ? 
Mut. Alas, it is a Poſt from the Court, Sir, that 
ſays, he muſt ſpeak you, pain of Death—— 
Mor. Pain of thy Lite, be filent. 


A&t II. Scene II. 


True-wit, Moroſe, Cutherd. 


Y your leave, Sir, I am a ſtranger here : is your 

Name Maſter Moroſe? is your Name Maſter Mo- 
ro/e ? Fiſhes | Pythagoreans all ? this is ſtrange. What 
ſay you, Sir, nothing? Has Harpocrates been: here with 
his Club, among you? well Sir, I will believe you cc 
be the Man at this time : I will venture upon you, Sir. 
Your Friends at Court Commend *em to you, Sir—— 

(Mer. O Men ! O Manners ! was there ever ſuch an 
impudence ?) 

Tru. And are extreamly ſollicicous for you, Sir. 

Mer. Whoſe Knave are you ! 

Tru. Mine own K nave, and your Compeer, Sir. 

Mor. Fetch me my Sword 

Tru. You ſhall taſte the one halt of my Dagger, if 
you do, (Groom) and you the other, if you ſtir, Sir: 
be patieht, I charge you, in the Kings name, and hear 
me without inſuare&tion. They ſay, you are to marry ? 
to marry | do you mark, Sir ; 

Mor. How then, rude Companion ! 

Tru. Marry, your Friends do wonder, Sir, the Thames 
being ſo neer, wherein you may drown, fo handſom- 
ly ; or London Bridge, at a low tall, with a fineleap, to 
hurry you down the Stream ; or, fuch a delicate Steeple 
i” the Town, as Bew, to vault from ; or, a braver 
height, as Pauls; or, if you affeRed to do it nearer 
home, and a ſhorter way, an excellent Garret Window 
into the Street; or, a Beam, in the ſaid Garret, with 

this Halter, which they have {t, and deſire, 
He ſhews that you would ſooner commit your Grave 
him a Hal» Head to this Knot,than to the Wedlock Nooſe, 
-_ or, take a little Sublimate, and go out of the 
World, like a Rat; or, a Fly (as one faid) with a 
Straw i* your Arfe: any way, rather than to follow 
this goblin Matrimony. Alas, Sir, do you ever think to 
find a chaſte Wife, in theſe times? now? when there 
are ſo many Maſques, Plays, Puritan Parlees, mad Folks, 
and other ſtrange ſights to be ſeen, daily, private and 
publick 2 if you had liv'd, in King Ertbelred's time, Sir, 
or Edward the Conteſlors, you might, perhaps, have 
found in ſome cold Countrey Hamlet, then, a dull 
troſty Wench, would have been contented with one 
Man : now, they will as ſoon be pleasd with one Leg, 
or one Eye. TÞ'll tell you, Sir, the monſtrous hazards 
you ſhall run wich a Wite. 

Mvr. Good Sir | have I ever cozer'd any Friends of 
yours of their Land ? bought their Poſleflions ? taken 
torfeit of their Mortgage? begd a Reverſion from 
'm? baſtarded their Iilue ? what have I done, that 
may deſerve this ? 

Tru. Nothing, Sir, that I know, but your Itch of 
Marriage. 

Mor. Why ? if I had made- an aſflaflinate -upon 
your Father ; vitiated your Mother : raviſhed your 
diſter ——— | 
40 I would kill you, Sir, I would kill you, if you 


Mor. Why? you do more in this, Sir : it were a ven- | 


: 
. 
. 


geance centuple, for all facinorous Ads; that could be 
nam'd, to do that you do— 
Tre. Alafs, Sir, I am but a Meſſenger : I but tell you, 
what you muſt hear. It ſeeems, your Friends are care- 
ful afrer your Souls health, Sir, and would have you 
know the danger (but you may do your Re pn 
for all them; I perſwade not, Sir) if, after you are 
married, your Wife do run away with a Vaulter, or the 
Frenchman that walks upon Ropes, or him that dances 
the Jig, or a Fencer, for his skill at _his Weapon ; why 
it 15 not their fault ; they have diſcharged their Con- 
ſciences : when you know what may happen. Nay, fuf- 
ter valiantly, Sir, for I muſt tell you, all the Perils 
that you are obnoxious to. If ſhe be fair; young, and 
vegetous, no Sweet-meats ever drew more Flies; all the 
yellow Doublets, and great Roſes i* the Town will be 
chere. If foul and crooked, ſhe'll be with them, and 
buy thoſe Doublers and Roſes, Sir. If rich, and that 
you marry her Dowry, not her ; ſhe'll raign in your 
Houſe, as imperious as a Widdow. If noble, all her 
kindred will be your Tyrans. If fruitful, as proud as 
Mays and humorous as April ; ſhe muſt have her Do- 
ctors, her Midwives, her Nurſes, her Longings every 
hour : though it be for the deareſt Mortel of Man. 
If learned, there was never ſuch a Parrat ; all your 
Patrimony will be too little for the Gueſts that muſt 
be invited, to hear her ſpeak Latin and Greek : and 
you mult lye with her in thoſe Languages too, if you 
will pleaſe her. If preciſe, you muſt Raſt all the fi- 
lenc'd Brethren, once in three days; falute the Siſters : 
entertain the whole Family, or Wood of em; and 
hear long- winded Exerciſes, Singings, and Catechilings, 
which you are not given to, ſow 1 muſt give for ; to 
pleaſe the zealous Matron your Wife, who, for the 
holy Cauſe, will cozen you over and above. You be- 
gin to ſwear, Sir? but this is not half, i” faith: you 
may do your pleaſure notwithſtanding, as I ſaid betore, 
I come not to perſwade you, Upon my faith, Maſter 
Serving-man, 1f you do ſtir, I will beat you. 


The Mute 1s ſtealing away. : 


Mor. O, What is my Sin ! what is my vin ? 

Tru. Then, if you love your Wite, or rather, dote 
on her, vir : O, how ſhe'll torture you! and take plea- 
ſure i' you Tormenes! you ſhall lye with her but when 
ſhe liſts ; ſhe will not hurt her Beauty, her Compnlexion ; 
or it muſt be for that Jewel, or that Pearl, when ſhe does; 
every half hours pleaſure muſt be boughe anew : and 
with the ſame pain, arid charge, you woo'd her at firft, 
Then, you muſt keep what Servants ſhe pleaſe ; whar 
Company ſhe will ; that Friend muſt nor viſit you with- 
out her Licenſe ; and him ſhe loves moſt, ſhe will ſeem 
to hate eagerlieſt, to decline your jealouſie ; or, faign 
to be jealous of you firſt; and for that cauſe go live 
with her ſhe-friend, or Couſin at the Colledge, that can 
inſtruct her in all the Myſteries of writing Letters, cor- 
rupting Servants, taming Spies; where ſhe muſt have 
that rich Gown for ſuch a great day; a new one for the 
next a richer for the third; be 1erv'd in Silver ; have 
the Chamber .filld with a ſucceffion of Grooms, Foot- 
men, Uſhers, and other Meſſengers3 befides Embroide- 
rers, Jewellers, Tire-women, Semſters, Feather-men, Per- 
fumers ; while ſhe feels not how the Land drops away ; 
nor the Acres melt ; nor foreſees the change, when the 
Mercer has your Woods for her Velvets ; never weighs 
what her Pride coſts, Sir : ſo ſhe may kiſs a Page, or 
a ſmooth Chin, that has the deſpair ot a Beard ; be 
a Stateſwoman, know all the news, what was done 
at Salubury, what at the Bath, what at Court, what in 
Progrels ; or, ſo the may cenſure Poets, and Authors, 
and . Stiles, and com *em, Daniel with Spencer, 
Fobnſen with the t'other Youth, and fo forth; or be 
chought cunning in Controverſies, or the very Knots 
of Divinicy 3 and have often in her Mouth, the ſtace of 
the Queſtion : and _ _ to the ——_ 
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and Demonſtration and Anſwer, in Religion to one 3 in 
State to another ; in Baud'ry to a Third, 

Mor. O, O'! 1, 

Tru. All this is very true, Sir. And then her going in 
diſguiſe ro that Conjurer, and this cunning Woman : 
where the firſt queſtion is, how ſoon you ſhall dye ? 
next,if her preſent Servant love her ? next that if ſhe ſhall 
have a new Servant? and how many? which of her 
Family would make the belt Baud, Male, or Female ? 
what precedence ſhe ſhall have by her nexe match? and 
ſets down the Anſwers, and believes 'em above the 
Scriptures. Nay, perhaps ſhe'll ſtudy the Art. 

Myr. Gentls Sir, ha* you done? ha* you had your 
* Pleaſure o' me ? Ill think of theſe things. 

Tru. Yes Sir : and then comes reeking home of Vapour 
and Swear, with going a foor, and lics ina Month of a 
new Face, all Oyl, and Birdlime ; and riles in Aﬀes 
Milk, and is clens'd with a new fucrzs : God b* w* you, 
Sir. One thing more (which I had almoſt torgot.) "This 
too, with whom you are to marry, may have made a 
conveyance of her Virginity atore hand, as your wiſe 
Widdows do of their States, beture they marry, in truſt 
to ſome Fiiend, Sir: who can tell? or it ſhe have not 
done it yet, ſhe may do, upon the Wedding day, or the 
night before, and antidate you Cuckold. Thelike has 
been heard of in Nature. *Tisno devis'd impoflible thing, 
Sir. God b* w* you: Ill be bold toleavechis Rope with 
you, Sir, for a remembrance. Farewel Mute. 

Mor. Come, ha' me to my Chamber: but firſt 
The Hom (ut the Door. O, ſhut che Door, ſhut the 
6;ain. -_" 
Door : Is he come again 7 

Cut. *Tis I, Sir, your Baiber. 

Mor. O Cuthberd, Cutberd, Cutberd ! here has been a 
Cur-throat with me : help me in co my Bed, and give 
me Phyſick with thy Counſel, 


A& IL. Scene IIL. 


Daw, Clerimont, Dauphine, Epicene. 


Ay, an' ſhe will, let her refuſe, at her own Char- 
ges: 'tis nothing to me, Gentlemen. But ſhe will 

not be inyited to the like Feaſts or Gueſts every day. 
They di- Cle. O, by no means, ſhe may not retuſe— 
ber, to {tay at home, it you love your Reputa- 
141 wc *>light,you are inviced thither o* purpoſe 
tobe ſeen, and laught at by the Lady ot the 
Colledge, and her Shadows. This Trumpeter hath pro- 

claim'd you. 

Dax. You ſhall not go ; let him be laught at in your 
ſtead, for not bringing you : and put him to his extem- 
ral faculty of tooling, and talking loud to fatisfie the 


mpany. 

Cle He will ſuſpe& us, talk aloud. *Pray Miſtris Epi- 
exne, let's fee your Verſes, we have Sir Fob» Daw's 
leave : do not conceal your Servants Merit, and your 
own Glories. 

Epi. They'll prove my Servants Glorics, if -you have 
his leave 1o foon. 

Dau. His vain Glories, Lady ! 

Daw. Shew *em, ſhew em, Miſtris, I dare own 'em. 

Epi. Judge you, what Glories ? 

Daw. Nay, Vil read *em my ſelf, too: an Author 
muſt recite his own works. Ir is a gin, $a of modeſty. 

Modeſt, and fair, for fair and goed are meer 
Neighbours, bow ere,—— 

Dan. Very good. 

Cle. I, If not? 

Daw. No noble wertue ever was alone, 

But two in one. 

Das. Excellent ! 

Cle, That again, I pray Sir _ 

Dau, It has ſomething in't like rare Wit and Senſe. 

Cle. Peace. 


No noble Vertue ever was alone, 
But two in one. 
Then, when I praiſe ſweet modeſty, I praiſe 
Bright Beauties Kais : 
And having praii'd both Beauty and Modeſtee, 


I have praii'd thee. 

Dau. Admirable ! | 

Cle. How it chimes, and crys tink i” the cloſe, di- 
vinely ! 

Das. I, *tis Seneca. 

Cle. No, I think. 'tis Plutarch. 

Daw. "The Dor on Plutarch and Seneca, I hate it: they 
are mine own Imaginations,-by that light. I wonder 
thoſe Fellows have ſuch credic with Gentlemen! 

Cle. They are. very grave Authors. 

Daw. Grave Aſles | meer Eſſajiſts | a few looſe Senter- 
ces, and that's all. A Man would talk fo, his whole 
Age 3 I do utter asgood things every Hour, if they were 
collected and obſerv'd, as either of 'em. 

Dau, Indeed! Sir Fohn ? 

Cle, He mult needs, living among the Hts and Bra- 
Veries 000. 

Das. I, and being Preſident of *em, as he is. 

Daw. There's Ariſtetle, a meer Common-place Fel- 
low ; Plato, a diſcourſer; Thucidides, and Livie, tedi- 
ous and dry; Tacitws, an entire knot : ſometimes worth 
the untying, very ſeldom. 

Cle. What do you think of the Poers, Sir Fobn ? 

Daw. Not worthy to be nam'd for Authors. Homer, 
an old tedious prolix Af, talks of Curriers, and Chines 
of Beef. YVirg:l, of Dunging of Land, and Bees. H:- 
race, of I know not what. 

Cle. I chink 1o. 


Daw, And ſo Pindarus, Lycopbron, Anacreon, Catullus, 
Seneca the Tragaedian, Lucan, Propertins, Tibullus, Mar- 
tial, Tuvenal, Auſonins, Statins, Politian, Valerins Flac- 
cs, and the reſt 

Cle. What a Sack full of their names he has got ! 

Das. And how he pours'em out ! Politian, with V aler; 
us Flaccus ! 

Cle, Was not the Charadter right of him ? 

Dau. As could be made, i' faith. 

F Daw. And Perſiws, a crabbed Cockſcom, not to be en- 
ur'd. 


Dau. Why ? whom do you account for Authors, Sir 
TFobn Daw ? 
Daw. Syntagma Furis civilis, Corpus Furis civil, Cor- 
pus Furis canonici, the King of Sparns Bible. 
Das. Is the King of Spains Bible an Auchor ? 
Cle. Yes, and Symagms. 
Dau. What was that Syntagmay vir ? 
Daw. A civil Lawyer, a Spahiard. 
Daw. Sure, Corpus was a Dutch man. 
Cle. I, both the Corpuſſes, I knew *em : they were ve- 
ry corpulent Authors. 
Daw. And, then there's Vatablus, Pomponatins, Syman- 
cha z the other are not to be receiv'd, within the thought 
of a Scholler. 
Das. *Fore God, you have a ſimple learn'd Servant, 
Lady, in Titles. 
Cle. I wonder that he is not called ro the Helm, and 
made a Councellor ! 
Das. He is one extraordinary. 
Cle, Nay, but in ordinary ! to ſay truth, the State 
wants ſuch, 
. Dau, Why, that will follow. 
Cle, I muſe a Miſtris can be fo filent to the dotes of 
ſuch a Servant. 
Daw. Tis her Vertue, Sir. 
of her ſilence too, 
Dau, In Verſe, Sir Fobn ? 
Cle. What elſe ? , 
Dau, Why ? how can you juſtifie your own being 
of a Poet, that fo flight all the old Poers ? 


Daw. 


I have written ſomewhat 


em 


Daw. Why ? 
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Daw. Why, every Man that writes in Verſe, is not a 
Poet ; you have of the Wits that write Verſes, and yet 
are no Poets: They are Poets that live by it, the poor 
Fellows thart live by ir. : 

Dau. Why, would not you live by your Verſes, Sir 
Fobn ? 

4 Cle, No, *rwere pity he ſhould. A Knight live by his 
Verſ:s! He did not make 'em to that end, I hope. 

Dau. And yet the Noble Sidney lives by his, and the 
Noble Family nor atham'd. 

Cle. I, he profeſt himſelf ; but Sir Fob» Daw has more 
Caution : He'll not hinder his own riſing i the State fo 
much! Do you think he will ? Your Verſes, good Sir 
are no Poems. 

Jaw. Silence in Woman, u like Speech in Man ; 
Deny't who can. 
Das. Not I, believe it : your Reaſon, Sir. 
Daw. Nor it a Tale, 
That Female Vice ſhould be a Vertue Male, 
Or Maſculme Vice a Female Vertue be : 
You ſhall it ſee 
Prov'd with increaſe ; 
I know to ſpeak, and ſhe to bold her peace. 
Do you conceive me, Gentlemen ? 

Dau. No, faith ; how mean you with increaſe, Sir 
Fobn ? 

Daw. Why, with increaſe is, when I court her for the 
Common Cauſe of Mankind, and the ſays nothing but 
conſentire videtur ; and in time is gravida. 

Dau. Then this is a Ballad of Procreation ? 

Cle. A Madrigal of Procreation ; you miſtake. - 

Epi. *Pray give me my Verſes again, Servant. 

Daw. If you'll ask 'em aloud, you ſhall. 

Cle. See, here's True-wit again ! 


A&t II. Scene IV, 
Clerimont, True-wit, Dauphine, Cutberd, Das, Epicene. 


VW Here haſt thou been, in the name of Madneſs ! 
thus accoutred with chy Horn ? 

Tru, Where the Sound of it might have pierc'd your 
Senſes with Gladneſs, had you been in Ear-reach of ir. 
Dauphine, tall down and worſhip me ; I have forbid the 
Banes, Lad : I have been with thy vertuous Uncle, and 
have broke the Match. 

Dau. You ha' not, I hope. 

Tru. Yes, faith ; an* thou ſhould'ſt hope otherwiſe, I 
ſhould repent me : This Horn got me entrance; kiſs ir. 
| had no other way to get in, but by feigning to be a 
Poſt 3 but when I got in once, I prov'd none, but ra- 
ther the contrary,turn'd him into a Poſt, or a Stone, or 
whar is ſtiffer, with chundring into him the Incommodi- 
tics of a Wife, and the Miſerics of Marriage. If ever 
Gorgon were leen in the ſhape of a Woman, he hath 
ſeen her in my Deſcription. I have put him off of thar 
ſcent for ever. Why do you not applaud and adore 
me, Sirs? why ſtand you mute? Are you ſtupid ? You 
are not worthy o' the Benehr. * 

Das. Did not | cell you ? Miſchief! 

* 42 I would you had plac'd this Benefit ſomewhere 
elle. 

Tru, Why o ? 

Cle. *Slight, you have done the moſt inconſiderate, 
raſh, weak thing, that ever Man did to his Friend, 

Dau, Friend | If the moſt malicious Enemy I have, 
had ſtudied to infli& an Injury upon me, it could not be 
a greater. 

Tru. Wherein, for Gods-ſake? Gentlemen, come to 
your ſelves again. 

Dau, But [ preſag'd thus much afore to you. 

Cle, Would my Lips had been folder'd when I ſpake 
on't. "Slight, what mov'd you to be thus impertinent ! 

Tru. My Maſters, do not put on this ſtrange Face to 


- 
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pay my Courteſte : off with this Vizor. Have good 
turns done you, and thank 'em this way ? 

Des.'Fore Heav'n, you have undone me. That which 
I haye plotted for, and been maturing now theſe four 
Monchs, you have blaſted in a Minute: Now I am loſt, 
I may ſpeak. This Gentlewoman was lodg'd there by 
me 0' purpoſe, and, to be put upon my Uncle, hath pro- 
teſt this obſtinate Silence tor my ſake, being my encire 
Friend, and one that for the requital of ſuch a Fortune 
as to marry him, would have made me very ample 
Conditions ; where now, all my Hopes are utrerly miſ- 
carried, by this unlucky Accident. 

Cle. Thus 'tis, when a Man will be ignorantly offici- 
ous, do Services, and not know his Why : I wonder what 
courreous Itch poſleſt you! You never did abſurder 
Part i' your life, nor a greater Treſpaſs to Frienſhip or 

umanicy. 

Das. Faith, you may forgive it beſt ; 'ewas your Cauſe 
principally. 

Cle. I know it, would it had nor. 

Dau, How now Cutberd ? what News ? 

Cur. The beſt, the happieſt that ever was, Sir. There 
has been a mad Gentleman wich your Uncle this morn- 
ing, (1 chink this be the Gentleman) that has almoſt 
ealk'd him out of his Wits, with threatning him from 
Marriage 

Das. On, I pr'y thee. 

Cur. And your Uncle, Sir, he thinks *rtwas done by 
your procurement ; therefore he will ſee the Party you 
wor of preſently ; and if he like her, he ſays, and thac 
ſhe be ſo inclining to dumb, as I have told him, he 
{wears he will marry her to day ,inſtantly, and not defer 
it a minute longer. \ 

Das. Excellent ! beyond our expeRation! 

Tru. Beyond our expectation ! By this Light, I knew 
it would be thus. 

Dau. Nay, {weet True-wit, forgive me. 

Tru. No, I was ignorantly officious, impertinent : this 
was the abſurd, weak Part. 

Cle. Wilt thou aſcribe that to Merit now, was meer 
Fortune ? 

Tru. Fortune! meer Providence. Fortune had not a 
Finger in't. I ſaw it muſt neceſſarily in Nature fall our 
ſo: My Genizs is never falſe ro me in thele things. Shew 
me how it could be otherwiſe. 

Dau. Nay, Gentlemen, contend not, 'tis well now. 

Tru. Alas, I let him go on wich inconliderate, and 
raſh, and what he pleas'd. 

Cle. Away, thou itrange Juſtiſier of thy ſelf, co be 
wiſer than thou wert, by the Event. 

Tru. Event | By this Light, thou ſhalt never perſwade 
me, but I foreſaw it, as well as the Stars themſelves. 

Dau. Nay, Gentlemen, 'tis well now : Do you two 
entertain Sir Fob» Daw with Diſcourſe, while I tend her 
away with Inſtructions. 

Tru. I'll be acquainted with her firſt, by your favour. 

Cle. Maſter True wit, Lady, a Friend ot ours. 

Tru. I am ſorry I have not known you ſooner, I ady, 
to celebrate this rare Vertue of your Silence. 

Cle. Faith, an' you had come ſooner, you ſhould ha” 
ſeen and heard her well celebrated in Sir Fobn Daw's 
Madrigals. 

Tru. Jack Daw, God fave you ; when ſaw you La- 
Fool ? 

Daw. Not lince laſt night, Maſter Trae wir. 

Tru. That's a Miracle | I chought you two had been 
inſeparable. 

Daw. He's gone to invite his Gueſts. 

Tru. Gods fo! 'tis true | What a falſe Memory have I 
towards that Man! I am one: I met him ev'n now, 
upon that he calls his delicate fine black Horſe, rid into 


a Foant, with poſting from place to place, and Perſon to 
Perſon, to give 'em the Cuer—— 
Cle. Lelt chey ſhould forget ? 
Tru. Ye: 
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Trs. Yes: There was never poor Captain took 
more pains at a Muſter to ſhew Men, than he, at this 
Meal, to ſhew Friends. 

Daw. It is his Quarter-Feaſt, Sir. 

Cle. What | do you lay fo, Sir Fobn ? 

Tru. Nay, Fack Daw will not be out, at the beſt 
Friends he has, to the Talent of his Wit: V Vhere's his 
Miltriſfs, to hear and applaud him? Is ſhe gone ? 

Daw. Is Miſtrils Epiczne gone ? 

Cle. Gone atore, with Sir Da»phine, IT warrant, to the 
Place. 

Tru. Gone afore | That were a manifeſt Injury, a 
Diſgrace and a halt; to refuſe him ar fuch a Feltival- 
eine as this, being a Bravery, and a Wit too. 

Cle. Tur, he'll ſwallow it like Cream : He's better 
read in ure Civil, than to eſteem any thing a Diſgrace 
is offer'd him trom a Miſtrils. 

Daw. Nay, let her c'en go 3 ſhe ſhall ſit alone, and be 
dumb in her Chamber a Weck together, for Fob» 
Daw, I warrant her : Does ſhe refuſe me. 

Cle. No, Sir, do not take it ſo to heart : ſhe does not 
retuſe you, but a little neglect you. Good faith, True- 
it, You were to blame, to put it into his Head, that 
ſhe does retuſe him. 

Tre. Sir, ſhe does refuſe him palpably, however you 
mince it, An' I were as he, I would ſwear to ſpeak 
ne'cr a word to her to day for'. 

Daw. By this Light, no more I will not. 

Tru. Nor to any body elſe, Sir. 

Daw. Nay, I will not ſay fo, Gentlemen. 

Cle. It had been an excellent happy Condition for the 
Company, it you could have drawn him to it. 

Daw. T'll be very melancholick, i faith. 

Cle. As a Dog, it I were as you, Sir Fobn, 

- Tru. Or a Snail, or a Hog-louſe : I would roll my ſelf 
up for this dav in troth, they ſhould not unwind 
me. 

Daw. By this Pick-tooth, ſo I will. 

Cle. *Tis well done: He begins already to be angry 
with his Teeth. 

Daw. Will yon go, Gentlemen ? 

Cle, Nay, you muſt walk alone, if you be right me- 
lancholick, Sir 7cbn. 

Tru. Yes, Sir, we'll dog you, we'll follow you afar off. 

Cle, Was there ever ſuch a two Yards of Knighthood 
meaſir'd out by Time, to be fold to Laughter 7 

Tra. A mixer talking Mole ! hang him: No Muſhrom 
was ever fo freſh. A Fellow fo utcily nothing, as he 
knows not what he would be. 

Cle. Let's follow him : but firſt, les's go to Dauphine, 
he's hovering about the Houle, to hear what News. 

Tru. Content. 


AR HL Scene V. 
Meroſe, Fpiczne, Cutberd, Mute. 


7 Elcome Cutberd draw near with your fair 
Charge : and in her Ear, fotcly intreat her to un- 

mask ( ) So. Is the Door ſhut? (——) Enough. 
Now, Cutberd, with the ſame Diſcipline 1 uſe co my Fa- 
mily, I will queſtion you. As 1 conceive, Cutberd, this 
Gentlewoman is ſhe you have provided, and brought, in 
hope ſhe -will fic me in the Place and Perſon of a Wite ? 
Anſwer me not but with your Leg, unleſs it be other- 
wiſe: ( ). Very well done, Cutberd. I conceive be- 
fides, Cutberd, you have been pre-acquainted with her 
Birth, Education, and Qualities, or elſe you would not 
preter her ro my Acceptance, in the weighty Conſe- 
quence of Marriage. (——) This I conceive, Cutberd. 
Anſwer me not but with your Leg, unleſs it be other- 
wiſe. (——) Very well done, Eutberd. 
Give alice now a little; and leave me 
to examine her condition, and aptitude 


He goes about her, 
and views her, 


to my Aﬀection. She is exceeding fair, and of a ſpe- 
cial good Favour; a fweer Compoſition, or Harmony 
of Limbs; her temper of Beauty has the true height 
of my Blood. The Knave hath exceedingly well fit- 
eed me without: I will now try her within. Come 
near, fair Gentlewoman; let not my Behaviour ſeem 
rude, though unto you, being rare, it may Y 
haply appear ſtrange. (——) Nay, Lady, cartfies. 
you may ſpeak, though Cutberd and my Man might 
not ; for of all Sounds, only the ſweet Voice of a tair 
Lady has the juſt length of mine Ears. I beſeech you, 
lay, Lady, out of the firſt Fire of meeting Eyes (the 
lay) Love is ſtricken : Do you feel any ſuch Motion ſu. 
denly ſhot into you,. from any Part you ſee in 
me? ha, Lady ? (——) Alas, Lady, theſe An- Cunt. 
{wers by ſilent Curtſies from you, are too courtleſs and 
ſimple. I have ever had my Breeding in Court; and 
ſhe that ſhall be my Wife, muſt be accompliſhed with 
_—y and audacious Ornaments. Can you ſpeak, 
ady : 

Epi. Judge you, Forſooth. [ She ſpeaks [oftly. 

Mor. What ſay you, Lady ? Speak out, I beſeech you. 

Epi. Judge you, Forſooth. 

Mor. O' my Judgment, a Divine Softneſs! But can 
you naturally, Lady, as I enjoin theſe by Dodrine and 
Induſtry, refer your ſelf to the ſearch of my Judgment, 
and (not taking pleaſure in your Tongue, which is a 
Womans chiefeſt Pleaſure) think it plaulible to anſwer 
me by tilent Geſtures, fo long as my Speeches 
jump right with what you conceive ? (—— Caraffs 
Excellent! Divine ! If it were poflible ſhe ſhould hold 
out thus ! Peace Cwutberd, thou art made for ever, as thou 
haſt made me, if this Felicity have laſting : bur I will 
ery her turther. Dear Lady, I am courtly, I tell you, 
and I muſt have mine Ears Banquetced with pleaſant 
and witty Conferences, pretty Girds, Scoffs, and Dalli- 
ance in her, that I mean to chuſe for my Bed-pheere. 
The Ladies in Court think it a moſt deſperate impaic to 
their quickneſs of Wit, and good Carriage, if they can- 
not give occaſion for a Man to court 'em ; and when an 
amorous Diſcourſe is ſet on foot, miniſter as good Mat- 
ter to continue it, as himſelf: . and do you alone fo 
much differ from all chem, that what they ( with fo 
much circumſtance) affe& and toil for, to ſeem learn'd, 
to ſeem judicious, to ſeem ſharp and conceited, you can 
bury in your ſelf with filence, and rather truſt your 
Graces to the fair Conſcience of Vertue, than to the 
Worlds or your own Proclamation. 

Eps. I ſhould be forry elle. 

Mer. What ſay you, Lady ? Good Lady, ſpeak out. 

Eps. 1 ſhould be ſorry elſe. 

Mor. That Sorrow doth fill me with Gladnefs. O 
Moroſe ! thou art happy above Mankind! Pray that thou 
maiſt contain thy felt. I will only put her to it once 
more, and it ſhall be with the utmoſt Touch and Teſt 
of their Sex. But hear me, fair Lady ; I do alſo love 
to ſee her whom I ſhall chuſe for my Heiter, to be che 
firſt and principal in all Faſhions, precede all the Dames 
at Court by a Fortnight, have her Council of Taylors, 
Linneners, Lace-women, Embroiderers, and fit with 'cm 
ſometimes twice a day upon French Intelligences, and 
then come forth varicd like Nature, or oftner than ſhe, 
and better, by the help of Art, her emulous Servant. 
This do I affte&t : And = will you be able, Lady, with 
this frugality of Speech, to give the manifold (but ne- 
ceſlary) Inſtructions, for that Bodies, theſe Sleeves, thoſe 
Skirts, this Cut, that Stitch, this Embroidery, that Lace, 
this Wyre, thoſe Knots, that Ruff, thoſe Roles, this Gir- 
dle, that Fan, the tother Scart, thele Gloves ? Ha! 
what ſay you, Lady ? 

Epi. I'll leave it to you, Sir. 

Mor. How, Lady *? = you riſe a Note. 

Epi. I leave it to Wiſdom, and you, Sir. 

Mor. Admirable Creature | I will trouble you no 


more : 
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more: I will not fin againſt fo ſweet a Simplicity. Let me 
now be bold to print on thoſe divine Lips the Seal of be- 
ing mine.Cutherd,l give thee the Leaſe of thy Houle free; 
thank me not, but with thy Leg. ( ) I know what 
thou would'ſt ſay, She's poor, and her Friends deceaſed ; 
ſhe has brought a wealthy Dowry in her Silence,Cutherd ; 
and in reſpect of her Poverty, Catherd, I ſhall have her 
more loving and obedient, Cutberd. Go thy ways, and 
get me a Miniſter preſently, with a ſoft low Voice, to 
marry us; and pray him he will not be impertinent, but 
brief as he can; away : ſoftly, Cutherd. Sirrah, con- 
du& your Miſtriſs into the Dining-room , your now- 
Miſtriſs. O my Felicity ! How ſhall I be reveng'd on 
mine infolent © and his Plots, to fright me from 
marrying ! This Night I will get an Heir, and thruſt 
him out of my Blood, like a Stranger. He would be 
Knighted, forfooth, and thought by that means to reign 
over me, his Title muſt do it : No, Kinſman, I will now 
make you bring me the tenth Lords, and the ſixteenth 
Ladies Letter, Kinſman ; and ir ſhall do you no good, 
Kinſman. Your Knighthood it ſelf ſhall come on its 
Knees, and it ſhall be rejeed ; it ſhall be ſued for its 
Fees to Execution, and nor be redeem'd ; it ſhall chear 
at the Twelve-penny Ordinary, it Knighthood, for its 
Diet all the Term-ctime, and tell Tales for it in the Va- 
cation to the Hoſteſs ; or it Knighthood ſhall do worſe, 
take Sanctuary in Coleharbor, and faſt. Ir ſhall fright 
all it Friends with borrowing Letters ; and when one 


of the fourſcore hath brought ic Knighthood Ten fſhil- | 
lings, it Knighthood ſhall go to the Cranes, or the Bear | 
at the Bridg-foot, and be drunk in fear ; it ſhall not have | 


Cut. And that ſhall be within this halt hour, uwon mY 
dexterity, Gentlemen. Contrive what you can in the 
mean time, bong aw bs. 
Cle. How the Slave doth Latin it ! 
Tru. It would be made a Jeſt ro Poſterity, Sirs, this 
days Mirth, if ye will. 
Cle. Belbrew his Heart that will not, I pronounce. 
Dau. And for my part. What ist? 
' Tru. To tranſlate all Lz Foo!'s Company, and his Feaſt 
hither, to day, to cclebrate this Bridc-ale. 
Dau. I marry ; but how will't be done ? 
Tru. Il undertake the dire&ing of all the Lady-gueſts 
thither, and then the Mcat muſt follow. 
Cle. For God's ſake, let's effect it ; it will be an excel- 
lent Comedy of Atidtion, fo many {zveral Noil:s. 
Dau. Bur are they not at the other place alrcadv, 
think you ? | 
| Tru, PII warrant you for the\College-honours : one 
o their Faces has not the Priming-Colour laid on yer, 
nor the other her Smock ſleck'd. 
Cie. O, but they'll riſe earlier than ordinary to a 
Feaſt. 
Tru. Beſt go ſee, and aſſure our ſelves. 
C/e. Who knows the Houle ? 
Tru. T'll lead you 3 were you never there yet ? 
Das. Not I. 
Cle. Nor I. 
Tru. Where ha' you liv'd then? Not know Tom Otter ! 
Cle, No : For Gods fake, what is he ? 
Tru. An excellent Animal, equal wich your Daw or 
La- Fool, it not tranicendent ; and does Latin it as much 


Money to diſcharge one Tavern-Reckoning, to invite | as your Barber : He is his Wites Subjc&, he calls her 


the old Creditors to forbear it Knighthood, or the new, | 


that ſhould be) to truſt it Knighthood. 


Princeſs, and at ſuch times as theſe follows t:2r up and 


It ſhall be the | down the Houſe like a Page, with his Hat off, partly 


tenth Name in the Bond, to take up the Commodity of | for Heat, partly for Reverence. Ae this inſtant he is 


Pipkins and Stone-Jugs ; and the part thereof ſhall not 
furniſh it Knighthood forth for the attempting of a Ba- 
kers Widow, a Brown Bakers Widow, Ir ſhall give it 
Knighthoods Name, for a Stallion, to all gameſom Citi- 
zens Wives, and be retus'd, when the Malter of a Dan- 


marthalling of his Bull, Bear, and Horſe. 

Dau. What be thoſe, in the Name of Sphinx ? 

Tru. Why, Sir, he has been a great Man at the Pear- 
garden in his time ; and trom that fubcles Sport has tang 


; the witty Denomination of his chiet carowling Cups. 


cing-School, or (How do you call him) the worſt Re- | One he calls his Bull, another his Bear, another his 


veller in the Town is taken : It ſhall want Clothes, and | 


by reaſon of that, Wir, to fool to Lawyers. Ir ſhall not 
have hope to repair it ſelf by Conſt antinople,Ireland,or Vir- 
ginia; but the beſt and laſt Fortune to it Knighthood 
thall be, ro make Dol Tear ſheet or Kate Common a Lady, 
and fo it Knighthood may eat. 


Act Il. Scene VI. 


True-wit, Dauphine, Clerimont, Cutberd, 


Re you ſure he is not gone by 2 
Das. No, I ſtaid in the Shop ever ſince. 

Cle. But he may take the other end of the Lane. 

Dau, No, I told him I would be here at this end: I 
appointed him hither. 

Tru. What a Barbatian it is to ſtay then ! 

Dau, Yonder he comes. 

Cle. And his Charge lett behind him, which is a very 
good Sign, Dauphine. 

Dau. How now, Cutberd, ſucceeds it, or no ? 

Cut, Paſt imagination, Sir, omna ſecunda ; you could 
not have pray'd to have had it fo well : Salrat ſenex, as it 
is i the Proverb, he does triumph in his Felicity, ad- 
mires the Paity | He has given me the Leaſe of my 
Houſe too! and I am now going for a filent Miniſter 
to marry 'em, and away. 

Tre. 'Slight, get one o' the Silenc'd Miniſters; a zea- 
lous Brother would torment him purely. 

Cut, Cum privilegio, Sir. 

Dau. O, by no means; let's do nothing to hinder it 
now: When 'tis done and finiſhed, I am for you, for any 
Device of vexation. 


Horſe. And then he has his lefler Glafles, that he calls 
his Deer and bis Ape; and ſeveral Degrees of them too; 
and never is well, nor thinks any Entertainment perfect, 
till ctheſz be brought out, and fer o' the Cupboard. 

Cle. For God's love | we ſhould mils this, if we ſhould 
not go. 

Tru. Nay, he has a thouſand things as good, that will 
{peak him all day. He will rail on his Wite, with certain 
Common Places, behind her back ; and to her Face—— 

Dau. No more of him. Ler's go ſee him,I petition you. 


Act Ill. Scene IL. 


Otter, Mrs. Otter, True-wit, Clerimont, -Daupbine, 


Ay, good Princeſs, hear me panca werba. 

Mrs. Ott. By that Light, I'll ha' you chain'd up, 
with your Bull-dogs and Bear-dogs, it you bg not civil 
the ſooner. Il fend you to Kennel, i faith. You were 
belt baic me with your Bull, Bear, and Horſe ? Never a 
time that the Courtiers or Collegiates come to the 
Houſe, but you make it a Shrove-rue/day ! I would have 
you get your Whirſontide-Velver-Cap, and your Staff ! 
your Hand, toentertain 'em : yes in troth, do. 

Ott. Not fo, Princeſs, neither ; but, under correRion, 
{weer Princeſs, gi” me leave—— Theſe things I am 
known to the Courtiers by : Ir is reported to them for 
my Humour, and they receive it fo, and do expect it. 
Tem Otter's Bull, Bear, and Horſe, is known all over 
England, in rerum natura. 

Mrs. Ott. '*Fere me, I will 2a ture 'em over to Pars- 


| garden, and nature you thither too, it you pronounce 
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'em.again. Is a Bear a fir Beaſt, or a Bull, co mix in fo- 
ciety with great Ladies? Think 'i your Diſcretion, in 
any good Polity. 

Ott. The Horſe then, good Princefhs. 

Mrs. Ott. Well, I am contented for the Horſe ; they 
love to be well hors'd I know : I love it my felt. 

Ott, And it is a delicate fine Horſe, this Poetarum Pe- 
gaſus. Under correftion, Princeſs, Fupiter did turn 
himſelf into a Taurns, or Bull, under correction, 
good Princeſs. : 

Mrs. Ott. By my Integrity, I'll ſend you over to the 
Bank-ſide, I'll commit you to the Maſter of the Garden, 
it I hear bur a Syllable more. Muſt my Houſe or my 
Roof be polluted with the ſcent of Bears and Bulls, 
when it is perfum'd for great Ladies? Is this according 
to the Inſtrument, when I married you ? That I would 
be Princeſs, and reign in mine own Houſe; and you 
would be my Subje&t, and obey me? What did you 
bring me, ſhould make you thus peremptory ? Do 1 al- 
low you your Half-crown a day, to ſpend where you 
will, among your Gameſters, to vex and torment me 
at ſuch times as theſe? Who gives you your Mainte- 
nance, I pray you? Who allows you your Horle-meat 
and Mans meat ? your three Sutes of Apparel a Year ? 
your four pair of Stockins, one Silk, three Worlted 7 
your clean Linnen, your Bands and Cuffs, when I can 
get you to wear 'em ? "Tis marle you ha* 'em on now. 
Who graccs you with Courtiers, or great Perlonages, to 
ſpeak co you out of their Coaches, and come home 
to your Houſe ? Were you ever ſo much as look'd upon 
by a'Lord, or a Lady, betore I married you, but on the 
Eaſter or Whitſcn Holy-days? and then out at the Ban- 
quetting-houſe Window, when Ned IWhiting or George 
Stone were at the Stake ? 

Tru. (For God's ſake, let's go ſtave her off him.) 

Mrs. Ott. Anſwer me to that. And did not I take 
you up from thence, in an old greafie Buff Doubler, with 
Points, and green Velvet Sleeves, out at the Elbows ? 
You torget this. : 

Tru. (She'll worry him, if we help not in time.) 

Mrs. Ott. O, here are ſome o the Gallants! Go to, 
behave your {elf diſtintly, and with good Morality ; 
or, I proteſt, Ill take away your Exhibition. 


Act III. 


True wit, Mrs. Otter, Cap. Otter, Clerimont, Dauphine, 
Cutberd. 


BY your leave, fair Miſtrifs Orter, I'll be bold to en- 
ter theſe Gentlemen in your Acquaintance. 

Mrs. Ott. It ſhall not be obnoxious, or difficil, Sir. 

Tru. How does my Noble Captain 7 Is the Bull, Bear, 
and Horſe in rerum natura ſtill ? 

Orr. Sir, Sic viſum ſuperis. 

Mrs. Ott. I would you would but intimate 'em, do. 
Go + nol ways in, and get Toſts and Butter made for 
the Woodcocks: That's a fit Province for you. 

Cle. Alas, what a Tyranny is this poor Fellow mar- 
ried to ! 

Tru. O, but the ſport will be anon, when we get him 
looſe. 

Dau. Darcs he ever ſpeak ? 

Tra. No Anabaptiſt ever rail'd with the like Licenſe : 
bue mark her Language in the mean time, I beſcech you. 

Mrs. Ort. Gentlemen, you are very aptly come. My 
Coulin, Sir Amorors, will be here briefly. 

Tru. In good time, Lady. Was not Sir Jobn Daw 
here, to ask for him, and the Company ? 

Ars.Otr. I cannot aſſure you, Mr. True-wit. Here was 
a very melancholy Knight in a Ruff, that demanded my 
Subject for ſome body, a Gentleman, I think. 

Cle. I, that was he, Lady. 


Scene IL 


Mrs. Orr. But he departed ſtreight, I can reſolve you. | 


———— 


Dau. What an excellent choice Phraſe this Lady ex- 
preſles in ! 

True. O, Sir! ſhe is the only authentical Courtier, 
that 15 not naturally bred one, in the City. 

Mrs.Ott. You have taken that report upon truſt, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Tru. No, I aſſure you, the Court governs it fo, Lady, 
in your behalt. ; 

Mrs.Ott. I am theServant of the Court and Courtiers, 
vIIC, 

Tru. They are rather your Idolaters, 

Mrs. Ott. Not lo, Sir. 

Dau. How now, Cutberd? Any Croſs ? 

Cut. O no, Sir, Omma bene. *T was never better o* the 
Hinges, all's fure. I have fo pleas'd him with a Curate, 
that he's gone to't almoſt with the delight he hopes for 
loon. 

Dau. What is he for a Vicar ? 

Cut. One that has catch'd a Cold, Sir, and can ſcarce 
be heard ſix Inches off ; as if he ſpoke out of a Bulruſh 
that were not pickt, or his Throat were tull of Pirch : 
a fine quick Fellow, and an excellent Barber of Prayers. 
I came to tell you, Sir, that you might omnem movere 
lapidem (as they lay) be ready with your Vexation. 

Dau. Gramercy, honeſt Carberd ; be thereabouts with 
thy Key to let us in. 

Cut. I will not fail you, Sir : Ad manum. 

Tru, Well, Ill go watch my Coaches. 

Cle. Doz and well fend Daw to you, if you meet 
him nor. 

Mrs. Ott. Is Mc. True-wit gone ? 

Das. Yes, Lady, there is ſome unfortunate Bulineſs 
fallen out. 

Mrs. Ott. So I judg'd, by the Phitiognomy of the 
Fellow that came in; and I had a Dream laſt Nighe 
too of the new Pageant, and my Lady Mayorefs, which 
is always very ominous to me. I told it my Lady 
Haughbty Cother day, when her Honour came hither to 
ſe ſome China Stuffs; and ſhe expounded it out of Ar- 
temidorus, and I have tound it fince very true. It has 
done me many Aftronts. 

Cle. Your Dream, Lady ? 

Mrs. Ott. Yes, Sir, any thing I do but dream © the 
City. Ir ſtain'd me a Damask Tablecloth , coſt me 
eighteen Pound, at one time ; and burne me a black 
Satten Gown, as I ſtood by che Fire, at my Lady Cen- 
taure's Chamber, in the College, another time. A third 
time, at the Lord's Maſque, it dropt all my Wyre and 
my Ruff with Wax candle, that I could not go up to 
the Banqnet., A fourth time, as I was taking Coach 
to go to Ware, to meet a Friend, it daſhd me a new 
Sute all over (a Crimſon Satten Doublert, and black 
Velver Skirts) with a Brewers Horſe, that I was fain 
to go in and ſhift me, and kept my Chamber a Leaſh of 
Days for the anguiſh of it. 

Dau. Theſe were dire Miſchances, Lady. 

Cle. I would not dwell in the City, an *twere fo fatal 
to me. 

Mrs. Ort. Yes, Sir; but I do take Advice of my Do- 
or, to dream ot it as little as I can. 

Dau. You do well, Miſtrifs Orter. 

Mrs. Orr. Will it pleaſe you to enter the Houſe fars 
ther, Gentlemen ? 

Dau. And your Favour, Lady : But we ſtay to ſpeak 
with a Knight, Sir Fobn Daw, who is here come. We 
ſhall follow you, Lady. 

Mrs. Ott. At your own time, Sir. It is my Coulin Sir 
Amoroms his Fealt —— 

Dau. I know it, Lady. 

Mrs. Ott. And mine together. But it is for his Ho- 
nour, and therefore I take no Name of it, more than of 
the Place. 

Dau, You are a bounteous Kinſwoman. 

Avs. Ort. Y our Servant, Sir. 
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A& II. Scene IE 
Clerimont, Daw, La-Fool, Dauphine, Otter. 


, do you know it, Sir Jobn Daw ? 
=_— No,1 am a Rook if I do. 

Cle. Ill rell you then; ſhe's married. by this time. And 
whereas you were pur rv <«* Head, that ſhe was gone 
with Sir Daupbine, [ aſſure you, Sir Dauphine has been the 
nobleſt, honeſteſt Friend to you, that ever Gentleman 
of your Quality could boaſt of. He has diſcover'd the 
whole Plot, and made your Miſtris ſo acknowledging, 
and indeed, fo aſhamed of her Injury to you, that ſhe 
deſires you to forgive her, and but grace her Wedding 
with your preſence tro day—— She is to be married to 
a very good Fortune, ſhe ſays, his Unckle old Aforoſe : 
and the will'd me in private to tell you, that ſhe ſhall 
bs able to do you more Fayours, and with more ſecuri- 
ty now than betore. 

Daw. Did ſhe ſay fo, i faith ? 

Cle. Why what do you think of me, Sir Fobn! ask Sir 
Danphbine. | 

Dau. Nay, I believe you. Good Sir Dauphine, did 
ſhe defire me to forgive her ? : 

Cle. 1 aſſure you, Sir Fobn, ſhe did. 

Daw. Nay then,I do withall my heart,and PII be jovial. 

Cle. Yes, for look you Sir, this was the injury to you. 
La Fecle intended this Feaſt ro honour her Bridal day, 
and made you the Property to invite the College La- 
dies, and promiſe to bring her : and then at the 
time- ſhe would have a 'd (as his Friend) to have 
given you the Dor. Whereas now, Sir Dawphine has 
brought her to a feeling of it, with this kind of fatisfacti- 
on, that you ſhall bring all che Ladies to the place where 
ſhe is, and be very jovial ; and there, ſhe will have a 
Dinner, which ſhall be in your name : and fo diſappoine 
La-Foole, to make you good again, and (as it were) a 

ſave: i the Man. : 

Daw. As I am a Knight, I honour her, and forgive 
her hartily. LE 

Cle. About it then preſently. True-wit is gone before 
to confront the Coaches, and to acquaint you with fo 
much, if he meet you. Joyn with him, and 'tis well. 
See, here comes your Antagoniſt, but take you no no- 
tice, but be very jovial. 

La-F. Are the [adies come, Sir Fob» Daw, and your 
Miſtris ? Sir Dauphine | you are exceeding welcom, 
and honelt Maſter Clerimont. Where's my Coutin ? 
did you fee no Collegiars, Gentlemen ? 

Das. *Collegiats | Do you not hear, Sir Ameoroxs, how 
you are abus'd ? 

La F. How Sir: | 

Cle. Will you ſpeak ſo kindly to Sir Fobn Daw, that 
has done you ſuch an affrone 

La-F. Wherein, Gentlemen ? let me be a ſutor to you 
to know, I beſeech you: 

Cle, Why Sir, his Miſtris is married to day to Sir Dau- 
phins Uncle, your Couſins Neighbour, and he has di- 
verted all che Ladies, zand all your Company thither, 
to fruſtrate your Provition, and ſtick a diſgrace upon 
you. He was here, now, to have intic'd us away from 
you too: but we told him his own I chink. 

La-F. Has _ Daw wrong'd me fo inhumanly? 

Dau. He has done it, Sir Amorous, molt — 
and treacherouſly : but if you'll be rull'd by us, you ſhall 
quit him i'faich. 

La-F. Good Gentlemen ! I'll make one, believe it. 
How I pray ? 

Das. Marry Sir, get me your Pheaſants, and your 
Godwits, and your beſt Meat, and diſh it in Silver Diſhes 
of your Coulins preſently, and ſay nothing, but clap me 
a clean Towel about you, like a Sewer ; and bare-head- 
ed, march aforc ic with a good Confidence ('tis but o- 
ver the way, hard by) and we'll ſecond you, whiere 


you ſhall ſer it o' the Board; and bid 'em welcom to't 
which ſhall ſhow 'tis yours, and diſgrace his prepara- 
tion utterly : and for your Couſin, whereas ſhe ſhould 
be troubled here at home with care of making and gi- 
ving welcom, the ſhall transfer all that labour thither, 
and be a principal Gueſt her ſelf, fic rank'd with the Col- 
ledge Honors, and be honour'd, and have her health drunk 
as often, as bare, and as loud as the beſt of 'em. 

£ SS Ill go tell her preſently. Ic ſhall be done, that's 

oly'd. 


Cle. I thoughthe would not hear it out, but *ewould 
take him. 


Dau. Well, there be Gueſts, and Meat now, how ſhall 
we do for Muſick 2 

Cle. The ſinell of the Veniſon, going through the 
Street, will invite one noiſe ot Fidlers or other. 

Das. I would it would call the Trumpeters hither. 

Cle. Faith, there is hope, they have intelligence of 
all Feaſts. There's good correſpondence berwixt them and 
the London Cooks. *Tistwenty to one but he have 'em. 

Dau, "Twill be a molt folemn day for my Uucle, and 
an excellent fir of Micth for us. 

Cle. I, if we can hol4 up the emulation betwixt Feole 
and Daw, and never bring them to expoſtulate. 
| Das. Tut, flatter'em both (as Trae-wit ſays) and you 
may take their Underſtandings in a Purſe net. They'll 

believe themſelves to be juſt ſuch Men as we make 'em, 
neither more nor lets. They have nothing, not the uſe 
of their Senſes, but by Tradition. 

Cle. See! Sir Amurous has his Towel on already. Have 
you pertwaded your Couſin ? | He enters like a Sewer. 

La-F. Yes, *tis veiy feafible : ſhe'll do any thing, ſhe 
lays, rather than the La Fooles ſhall be diſgrac'd. 

Das. She is a noble Kinſwoman. Ir will be ſuch a 
peltling device, Sir Amoroxs ! It will pound all your E- 
nenues Practiſe to Powder, and blow him up with his 
own Mine, his own Train. 

La-F. Nay, we'll give Fire I warrant you. 

Cle. Bur you muſt carry it privately, without any noiſe, 
and take no notice by any means 

Oct. Gentlemen, my Princeſs ſays you ſhall have all 
her Silver Diſhes, feſtinate : and ſhe's gone to alter her 
Tire a lictle, and go with you—— | 

Cle. And your ſelf coo, Captain Otter. 

Das. By any means, Sir. 

Orr. Yes Sir, I do mean it : but I would entreat my 
Couſin Sir Amorows, and you Gentlemen, to be ſutorseo 
my Princeſs, that I may carry my Bull and my Bear, 
as well as my Horſe. 

Cle. That you ſhall do, Captain Orzer. 

La F. My Coulin will never conſent, Gentlemen. 

Day. She muſt conſent, Sir Amorozs, to reaſon. 

La-F. Why, ſhe ſays they are nodecorwm among Ladies. 

Ore. But they are decora, and that's better, Sir. 

Cle. I, ſhe muſt hear Argument. Did not Paſiphae, 
who was a Queen, love a Bull? and was not Cal:fo, 
the Mother ot Arcas, turn'd into a Bear, and made a 
Star, Miſtris Ur/a/a, i* the Heavens ? 

Ore. O God ! that I could ha? faid as much ! I will 
have theſe Stories painted i” the Bear-garden, ex Ovidii 
Metamorphoſi. | 

Dau. Where is your Princeſs, Captain ? pray* be our 
Leader. 

Orr. That I ſhall, Sir. 

Cle. Make haſte, good Sir Amorozs. 


Act IL Scene IV. 
Moroſe, Epicene, Parſon, Cutberd. 


gh there's an Angel for your ſelf, and a brace of Angels 

for your Cold. Muſe not at this manageof my Bounty. 

Ic is fit we ſhould chank Fortune, double to Nature, for any 

| benefit ſhe confers upon us; belidesit is your ImperfeRion 

but my Solace. [The yy Sales baving a Col - 
c Par. 
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Par. I thank your Worſhip ; ſo it is mine, now. 

Mor. What Ge he, Cutberd ? . 

Cat. He ſays, preſto, Sir, whenſoever your Worſhip 
needs him, he can be ready with the like. He got this 
Cold with fitting up late, and ſinging Catches with 
Cloth-workers. 

Mor. No more. I thank him. 

Par. God keep your Worſhip, and give you much 
joy with your fair Spouſe. (Umh, umh.) | He coughs. 

Mor. O, O, ſtay Cutherd | let him give me Five Shil- 
lings of my Money back. As it is bounty to reward 
Benefits, fo is it equity to mulct Injuries. I will have it. 
What ſays he 2? 

Cut. He cannot change it, Sir. 

Mor. It muſt be chang'd. 

Cut. Cough again. 

Mer. What ſays he ? 

Cut. He will cough out the reſt, Sir. | 

Par. (Umh, umh, umh.) [ Again. 

Mor. Away, away with him, ſtop his Mouth, away, 
I forgive it, —— P 

Epi. Fye, Maſter Moroſe, that you will uſe this vio- 
lence to a Man of the Church, 

Mor. How !' | 

Epi. It does not become your Gravity, or Breeding, 
(as you pretend in Court) to have offer'd this outrage 
on a Water-man, or any more boiſtrous Creature, much 
lefs on a Man of his civil Coat. 

Mir. You can ſpeak then ! 

Epi. Yes, Sir, 

Mor. Speak out I mean. ; 

Epi. I Sir, Why, did you think you had married a 
Statue ? or a Motion only ? one of the French Puppets, 
with the Eyes turn'd with a Wire ? or ſome Innocent 
out of the Hoſpital, that would ſtand with her Hands 
thus, and a Plaiſe-mouth, and look upon you. 

Mor. O Immodeſty | a maniteſt Woman ! what Cutberd ? 

Epi. Nay, never quarrel with Cutherd, Sir, it is too 
late now. I confeſs it doth bate ſomewhat of the Mo- 
deſty I had, when I writ ſimply Maid : but I hope I ſhall 
make it a ſtock ſtill competent to the Eſtate and Digni- 
ty of your Wife. 

Mor. She can talk ! 

Epi. Yes indeed, Sir. 

Mor. What, Sirrah. None of my Knaves, there ? 
where is this Impoſtor, Cutberd ? 

Epi. Speak to him, fellow, ſpeak to him. Tl have 
none of this coated, unnatural dumbneſs in my Houſe, 
in a Family where I Govern. 

Mor. She is my Regent already ! I have married a Pen- 
theſilea, a Semirams, fold my Liberty to a Diltaff ! 


A& III. Scene V. 
True-wit, Moroſe, Epicene. 


Here's Maſter Moroſe ? 
Mor.Is he come again! Lord have mercy upon me. 

Tre. 1 wiſh you all joy, Miſtris Epiczne, with your 
grave and honourable Match. 

Epi. I return you the thanks, Maſter True-wit, fo 
friendly a wiſh deſerves. 

Mor. She has Acquaintance too ! 

Tru. God fave you, Sir, and give you all contentment 
in your fair Choice, here. Before I was the Bird of 
Night to you, the Ow! ; but now I am the Meſſenger 
of Peace, a Dove, and bring you the glad wiſhes of ma- 
ny Friends to the celebration of this good Hour. 

Mor. What Hour, Sir ? 

Tru. Your marriage Hour, Sir. I commend your re- 
ſolution, that (notwithſtanding all the dangers I laid a- 

you, in the voice of a N ight:crow) would yet go 
on, and be your ſelf. It ſhews your are a Man con- 
ſtant to your own Ends, and upright to your Purpoſes, 


— 


that would not be put off with Left-handed Cries. 

Ar. How ſhould you arrive at the knowledge of ſo 
much ! |: 

Tru. Why, did you ever hope, Sir , committing the 
ſecrecy of it to a Barber, that leſs than the whole Town 
ſhould know it ? you might as well ha? told it the Con- 
duit, or the Bake-houſe, or the Infant'ry that follow 
the Court, and with more ſecurity. Could your Gra 
vity forget ſo old and noted a Remnant, as, lippis & ron- 
ſoribus notum ? Well Sir, forgive it your ſelf now, the 
Fault, and be communicable with your Friends. Here 
will be three or four faſhionable Ladies from the Col. 
ledge to viſit you preſently, and their Train of Mini- 
ons and Followers. 

Mor. Bar my Doors ! bar my Doors! where are all my 
Eaters? my Mouthes now? bar up my Doors, you 
Varlets. 

Epi. He is a Varlet that ſtirs to ſuch an office. Let 
'em ſtand open. I would ſee him that darcs move his 
Eyes toward it. Shall I have a barricado made againſt 
my Friends, to be barr'd of any pleaſure they can bring 
in to me with honourable Vifſitation 2 

Mor. O Amazonian tmpudence ! 

Tre. Nay faith, in this, Sir, ſhe ſpeaks but reaſon: 
and me thinks is more continent than you. Would you 
go to Bed ſo preſently, Sir, afore Noon ? a Man of your 

ead and Hair, ſhould owe more to that Reverend 
Ceremony, and not mount the Marriage-bed, like a 
Town-bull, or a Mountain-goat ; but ſtay the due 
Seaſon ; and aſcend it then with Religion and Fear. 
Thoſe delights are to be ſteep'd in the Humour, and i- 
lence of the Night? and give the day to other open 
Pleaſures, and Jollities of Feaſting, of Muſick, of Re- 
vels, of Diſcourſe : wo'll have all, Sir, that may make 
your Hymen high and happy. 

Mor. O, my torment, my torment ! 

Tru, Nay, if you indure the firſt half hour, Sir, fo 
tediouſly, and with this irkſomneſs; what comfort, or 
hope, can this fair Gentlewoman make to her ſelf here- 
after, in the conſideration of ſo many years as are to 
COMC— 

Mor. Of my afflition. Good Sir, depart, and let 
her do it alone. 

Tru. I have done, Sir. 

Mor. That curſed Barber ! 

Tru. (Yes faith, a curſed Wretch indeed, Sir.) 

Mor. 1 have married his Cittern, that's common to 
all Men- Some Plague, above the Plague — 

Tru. (All egypts ten Plagues) 

Mor. Revenge me on him. 

Tru. *Tis very well, Sir. If you laid on a Curſe or 
two more Pl afſure you he'll bear *em. As, that he 
may get the Pox with ſeeking to cure it, Sir 2 Or, that 
while he is curling another Mans Hair, his own may 
drop off? Or, for burning ſome Male-bauds Lock, he 
may have his Brain beat our with the Curling-iron ? 

Mor. No, let the Wretch live wretched. May he get 
the Itch, and his Shop ſo loufic, as no Man dare come 
at him, nor he come at no Man. 

Tru. (l, and it he would ſwallow all his Balls for Pills, 
let not them purge him. ) 

Mor. Let his Warming-pan be ever cold. 

Tru. (A perpetual Froſt underneath it, Sir.) 

Mor. Let him never hope to ſee Fire again, 

Tru. (But in Hell, Sir.) 

Mor. His Chairs be always empty, his Scifſars ruſt, aud 
his Combs mould in their Caſes. 

Tru. Very dreadful that | (And may he loſe the in 
vention, Sir, of carving Lanterns in Paper) 

Mor. Let there be no Baud carted that year, to employ 
a Baſon of his : but let him be glad co eat his Sponge 
for Bread. 

. Tres. Anddrink /otium to it, and much good do him. 


Mor. Or, tor want of Bread-——- 
Tru, Eat 
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Tru. Eat Ear-wax, Sir. T'll help you. Or, draw his 
own Teeth, and add them to the Lute-ſtring. 

Mor. No, bcat the old ones to Powder, and make 

chem. 
be make Make Meal o* the Mill ſtones.) 

Mor. May all the Botches and Burns that he has cur'd 
on others, break out upon him. R 

Tru. And he now forget the cure of 'em in himſelf, 
Sir; or, it he do remember it, let him ha ſcrap'd all 
his Linnen into Lint for't, and have not a Rag let him 
or to ſet up with. 

y Mor. 3=4 him never ſet up again, but have the Gout 
in his hands for ever. Now, no more, vir. 

Tru. O that laſt was too high ſet ! you might go lels 
with him i'faith, and be reveng'd enough : as, that he 
be never able to New-paint his Pole—— 

Mor. Good Sir, no more. I forgot my elf. 

Tru. Or, want credit to take up with a Comb- 
maker 
Mor. No more Sir. : 

Tru. Or, having broken his Glaſs in a former deſpair, 
fall now into a much greater, of ever getting an- 
other 

Mor. I befeech you, no more. 

Tru, Or, that he never be truſted with triming of a- 
ny bur Chimney-Sweepers 

Mor. Sir— 

Tru. Or, may he cut a Colliers Throat wich his Ra- 
for, by Chance-medley, and be hang for't. 

Mor. 1 will forgive him, rather than hear any more. 
| beſeech you, Sir. 


A&t III. Scene VI. 
Daw, Moreſe, True-wit, Havghty, Centaure, Mavis, Truſty, 


His way, Madam. : 
T Mor. O, the Sea breaks in upon me ! another 
Flood! an Inundation ! I ſhall be orewhelm'd with noiſe. 
le beats already at my Shores. I teell an Earthquake 
in my ſelf, for't. 

Daw. *Give you joy, Miſtris. 

Mor. Has ſhe Servants too ! 

She Liſeethem | D421 have brought ſome Ladies here to 
ſveralh as be ſee, and know you. My Lady Haughty, 
preſents them, ©his my Lady Centaure, Miſtris Dol Mawis, 

Miſtris Trufty my Lady Havghties Woman. 
Where's your Husband * let's ſee him : can he en 
dure no noiſe ? let me come to him. 

Mor. What nomenclator is this | 

Tru, Sir John Daw, Sir, your Wives Servant, this. 

Ar. A Daw, and her Servant! O, 'tis decreed, *cis 
decreed of me, an' ſhe have ſuch Servants. 

Tru. Nay Sir, you mult kiſs the Ladies, you muſt not 
go away, now ; they come toward you to ſeek you our. 

Havu. I faith, Maſter Moroſe, would you ſteal a Mar- 
riage thus, in the midſt of fo many Friends, and not 
acquaint us ? Well, I'll kifs you, notwithſtanding the 
juitice ot my Quarrel : you ſhall give me leave, Miſtris, 
to ule a becoming familiarity with your Husband. 

Epi. Your Ladiſhip do's me an honour in it, to let 
me know he is ſo worthy your favour : as, you have 
done both him and me grace, to viſit ſo unprepar'd a 
pair to entertain you. 

Mor. Complement ! Complement ! 

Eps. But I mult lay the burden of that upon my Ser- 
yant here. 

Has. It ſhall not need, Miſtris Meroſe ; we will all 
bear, rather than one ſhall be oppreſt. 

Mer. I xnow it: and you will each her the faculty, if 
ſhe be.to learn ir. 

Has. Is this the filent Woman ? 

Cen, Nay, ſhe has found her Tongue fince ſhe was 
married, Maſter True-wit ſays, 


Hau. O, Maſter True wit | *ſave you. What kind of 
Creature is your Bride here ! ſhe ſpeaks me thinks! 

Tru. Yes Madam, believe ir, ſhe is a Gentlewoman of 
very abſolure Behaviour, and of a good Race. 

Hau. And Fac Daw told us, ſhe could not ſpeak. 

Tru. So it was Carried in Plot, Madam, to put her up- 
on this old Fellow, by Sir Dauphine, his Nephew, and 
one or two more of us: but ſhe is a Woman of an ex- 
cellent aflurance, and an extraordinary happy Wir and 
Tongue. You ſhall ſee her make rare ſport with Daw 
ere night. 

Hau. And he brought us to laugh at her ! 

Tru. That falls out often, Madam, that he that thinks 
himſelf the Maſter-wit, is the Maſter Fool. 1 affure 
your Ladiſhip ye cannot laugh ar her. 

Hau. No, we'll have her co the Colledge : an' ſhe 
have Wir, ſhe ſhall be one of us ! ſhall ſhe not Centaure ? 
we'll make her a Collegiate. 

Cen. Yes faith, Madam, and Mavs, and ſhe will ſet 
up a fide. 

Tre. Believe it Madam, and Miſtris Mavis, ſhe will 
ſuſtain her parr. 

Mav. Ill tell you that, when I have talk'd with her, 
and try'd her. 

Has. Ule her very civilly, Mavis. 

Mav. So I will, Madam. 

Mor. Bleſſed minute! that they would whiſper thus ever! 

Tru. In the mean time, Madam, would but your Ladi- 
ſhip help to vex him a little : you know his Diſcaſe, calk 
to him about the Wedding Ceremonies, or call for your 
Gloves, or 

Hau. Let me alone. Centaure help me. Maſter 
Bridegroom, where are you ? 

Mer. O, it was too miraculouſly good to laſt ! 

Hau. We fee no Enſigns of a Wedding here 3 no 
Character of a Bride-ale : where be our Skarves and our 
Gloves? I pray you, give *em us. Let's know your 
Brides Colours, and yours at leaſt. | 

Cen. Alas, Madam, he has provided none. 

Mor. Had I known your Ladiſhips Painter I would. 

Has. He has given it you, Centaure, 1” faith. But do 
you hear, M. Moroſe, a Jeſt will not abſolve you in this 
manner. You that have fuck'd the Milk of the Court, 
and from thence have been brought up to the very 
{trorig Meats and Wine of it; been a Courtier from 
the Biggen to the Night-cap : (as we may ſay) and you 
co offend in ſuch a high Poitit of Ceremony as this ! 
and let your Nuptials want all Marks of Solemnity ! How 
much Plate have you loſt to day (if you had but re- 
garded your Profit,) what Gifts, what Friends, through 
your meer ruſticiry ? 

Mor. Madam —— 

Has. Pardon me, Sir, I muſt infinuate-your Ecrours 
to you, No, Gloves? no Garters ? no Skarves ? no Epi- 
thalamuum ? no Maſque ? 

Daw. Yes, Madam, Ill make an Epithalamium, I pro- 
miſe my Milſtris, I have begun it already : will your La- 
diſhip hear it? - 

Has. I, good Jack Daw. 

Mor. Will it pleaſe your Ladiſhip command a Cham- 
ber, and be private with your Friend ? you ſhall have 
your choice of Rooms to retire to after: my whole 
Houſe is yours. I know it hath been your Ladiſhips Er- 
rand, into the City at other times, however now you 
have been unhappily diverted upon me : but I ſhall be 
loth to break any honourable Cuſtom of your Ladilhips. 
And theretore, good Madam 

Epi. Come, you are a rude Bridegroom, to entertain 
Ladies of Honour in this faſhion. 

Cen, He is a rude Groom indeed. 
Tru. By that light you deſerve to be grafted, and have 
your Horns reach from one fide of the Ifland to the 0- 
ther. Do not miſtake me, Sir, I but ſpeak this to give 


the Ladies ſome heart again, not for any malice to you. 
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for. Is this your Bravo Ladies ? 

[ma - God help me, if you utter ſuch another word, 
Fll cake Miſtris Bride in, and begin to you 1n a very 
ſad Cup; do you ſee? Go too, know your Friends, 
and ſuch as love you. 


A& II. Scene VII 


Cleriment, Moroſe, True-wit, Dauphine, La- Foole, Otter, 
Miſtris Otter, XC. 


»Y your leave Ladies. Do you want any Muſick * 
[ have brought you variety of noyles. Play, Sirs, 
all ot you. [ Muſick of ſorts. 

Mor. O, a Plot, a Plot, a Plot, a Plot, upon me : 
This day I ſhall be their Anvile to work on, they will 
grate m2 aſunder. 'Tis worſe than cho noiſe of a Saw. 

Cle. No, they are Hair, Roſin, and Guts, I can give 
you the Receipt. 

Tru. Peace, Boys. 

Cle. Play, I fay. 

Tru. Peace, Raſcals. You fee who's your Friend now, 
Sir ? Take courage, put on a Martyrs reſolution. Mock 
down all their attemptings with patience. 'Tis but a 
day, and I would ſuffer heroically. Should an Afs ex- 
ceed me in Forticude? No. You betray your Inficmity 
with your hanging dull Ears, and make them inſule : 
bear up bravely, and conſtantly. Look you here, Sir, 
what honour is. done you unexpected, by your Ne- 
phew ; a Wedding Dinner come, and 2 Knight-ſewer 
before it, for the moce Reputation : and fine Mrs. Orter, 
your Neighbour, in the Rump or Tail of it. 

[ La-Foole paſſes over ſewing the Meat. 


Mor. Is that Gorgon, that Meduſa come: Hide me, 


hide me. ; 

Tru. I warrant you, Sir, ſhe will not transform you. 
Look upon her with a good Courgge, Pray you enter- 
tain her, and condnet your Gueſs No, Miltris Bride 
will you entreat in the Ladics ? your Bridegroom is ſo 
ſhame-fac'd, here = 

Epi, Will it pleaſe your Ladiſhip Madam? _ 

Has. With the benefic of your Company, Miſtris. 

Epi.. Servant, pray you perform your Duties. 

Daw. And glad to be commanded, Milſtris. 

Cen. How like you her Wit, Mavis ? 

Mav. Very prettily, abſolutely well. 

M. Or. 'Tis my Place. FR 

Mav. You ſhall pardon me, Milſtris Orter. 

AM. Ot. Why I am a Collegiate. 

Mav. But not in ordinary. 

AM. Or. But I am. 

Mzav. Well diſpure that within. 

Cle. Would this had laſted a little longer. 

Tre. And that they had feac tor the 
tain Otter, what News. 

Ott. I have brought my Bull, Bear, and Horſe, in 
private, and yonder are the Trumpeters without, and 
the Drum Gentlemen, 

Mor. O, O, O. [ The Drum and Trumpets ſoand. 

Ot. And we will have a rouſe in cach of them, anon, 
for bold Britons 1 faith. 

Mor. Q, QO, C). 

All. Follow, follow, follow. 


ao 
———_— 


Act IV. Scene I. 
True-wit, Clerimont, Dauphine. 


As there ever poor Bridegroom fo tormented ? or 
Man indeed ? ; 
Cle. I have not read of the like in the Chronicles of 
the Land. 
Tru. Sure, he cannot but go to place of reſt, after all 


this Purgatory. 


— 


Cle. He may preſume it I ehink. 
Tru. The Spitting, the Coughing, the Laughter, 
the Neeſing, the Farting, Dancing, noiſe of the Mulick, 
and her maſcu'ine and loud Commanding, and urging 
the whole Family, makes him think he has married 
a Fury, 

Cle. And ſhe carries it up bravely. 

Tru. I, ſhe takes any occaſion to ſpeak : that's the 
height ow. 

Cle. And how foberly Dazphine labours to ſatisfic him, 
that it was none of his Plot ! 

Tru. And has almoſt brought him to the faith, i” the 
Article. Here he comes. Where is he now ? what's 
become of him Dauphine ? 

Dau. O, hold me up a little, I ſhall go away i' the 
Jeſt elſe. He has got on his whole neſt of Night-caps, and 
lock'd himſelf up i' the top o? the Houſe, as high as c- 
ver he can climb trom the noiſe. I peep'd in at a Crany, 
and ſaw him ſitting over a croſs Beam o' the Roof, like 
him o' the Sadlers Horſe in Fleerftreer, upright : and he 
will ſleep there. 

Cle. Bur where are your Collegiates ? 

Das. Wich-drawn with the Bride in private: 

Tru. O, they are inſtruQing her i” the Colledge-Gram- 
mar. It ſhe have grace with them, ſhe knows all their 
ſecrets inſtantly. 

Cle, Me thinks, the Lady Haughty looks well to day, 
for all my diſpraiſe of her i che Morning. I think, I ſhall 
come about to thee again, True-wit. 

Tru. Believe it, I told you right, Women ought to 
repair the loſles, time and ycars have made i their Fea- 
tures, with dreflings. And an intelligent Woman, if 
ſhe know by her {elt the leaſt defe&t, will be moſt cu- 
rious, to hide it: and it becomes her. If ſhe be ſhort, 
let her fit much, leſt when ſhe ſtands, ſhe be thought to 
fit. If he have an ill Foot, let her wear her Gown the 
longer, and her Shooe the thinner. If a fat Hand, and 
(cald Nails, let her carve the leſs, and a& in Gloves. * If 
a ſowre Breath let her never diſcourſe faſting ; and al- 
waystalk at her diſtance. If ſhe have black and rugged 
Teeth, let her offer the leſs at laughter, eſpecially it ſhe 
laugh wide and open. 

Cle. O, you ſhall have ſome Women, when they 
laugh, you would think they bray'd, it is ſo rude and— 
Tru, 1, and others, that will ſtalk i* their Gate like 
an Effrich, and take huge ſtrides. I cannot endure fuch 
a fight. I love meaſure i” the Feet, and number i the 
Voyce: they are gentleneſſes, that oftentimes: draw no 


leſs than the Face. 


Dau, How cam'ſt thou to ſtudy theſe Creatures ſo ex- 
atly ? I would thou wouldſt make me a Proficient. 
Tru, Yes, but you muſt leave to live i' your Chamber 


zralds. Cap- |then a Month together upon. Amadis de Gaule, or Den 


Quixote, as you are wont 3 and come abroad where the 
matter is frequent, to Court, to Tiltings, publick Shows, 
and Feaſts, to Plays, and Church ſometimes : thicher 
they come to ſhew their new Tyres too, to ſee, and to 
be ſeen. In theſe Places a Man ſhall find whom to love, 
whom to play with, whom to touch once, whom to hold 
ever. The variety arreſts his Judgment, A Wench to 
leaſe a Man comes not down dropping from the Ceil- 
ing, as he lies on his back droning a Tobacco-pipe. He 
muſt go where ſhe is. 

Dan. Yes, and be never the neer. 

Tre. Out Heretick. That difference makes thee wor- 
thy ic ſhould be ſo. 

Cle. He ſays true to you, Dauphine. 

Dau. Why ? 

Tru. A Man ſhould not doubt to over-come any Wo- 
man. 'Think he can vanquiſh 'em, and he ſhall : tor 
though they deny, their deſire is to be tempted. Pene- 
lope her ſelf cannot hold out long. Offend, you ſaw, 


was taken at laſt. You muſt perſevere, and hold co your 
purpoſe. 
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purpole, They would follicire us, blic that they are a- 
traid. Howſoever, they with in their Hearts we ſhould 
{ollicite them. Praiſe 'em, flatter 'em, you ſhall never 
want Eloquence or Truſt : even the chaſtelt delight to 
feell themielves that way rub'd. With Praiſes you muſt 
mix Kiſſes roo. If they take them, they'll take more. 
Though they ſtrive, they would be overcome. 

Cle. O, but a Man muſt beware of Force. 

Tru. It is to them an acceptable Violence, and has 
oft-rimes the place of the greateſt Courteſie, She that 
might have been forc'd, and you let her go free without 
touching, though then ſhe ſeem to thank you, will ever 
hate you after ; and glad i che Face, is afſuredly fad at 
the Hearr. 

Cle. But all Women are not to be taken always. 

Tru. *Tis true z no more than all Birds, or all Fiſhes. 
[f you appear learned to an ignorant Wench, or jocund 
to a ſad, or witty to a fooliſh, why ſhe preſently begins 
to miſtruſt her ſelf. You muſt approach them i their 
own Height, their own Line 3 for the contrary makes 


many that fear to commit themſelves ro Noble and ' 


Worthy Fellows, run into the Embraces of a Raſcal. If 
ſhe love Wit, give Veiſes, though you borrow 'em of a 
Friend, or buy *em, to have good. If Valour, talk of 
your Sword, and be frequent in the mention of Quar- 
rels, though you be ſtaunch in fighting. If Activity, be 
ſeen o' your Barbary often, or leaping over Stools, for 
the credic of your Back. It ſhe love good Clothes or 
Drefling, have your Learned Council about you every 
morning, your French Taylor, Barber, Linnener, &c. 
Let your Powder, your Glaſs, and your Comb be your 
deareſt Acquaintance. Take more care for the Orna- 
ment of your Head, than the Safety ; and wiſh the 
Commonwealth rather troubled, than a Hair about you. 
That will cake her. Then it ſhe be coverous and cra- 
ving, do you promiſe any thing, and perform ſparing- 
ly ; fo ſhall you keep her in appetite ſtill. Seem as you 
would give,but be like a barren Field,that yields lictle; or 
unlucky Dice to fooliſh and hoping Gameſters. Let your 
Gifts be ſlight and dainty, rather than precious. Let Cun- 
ning be above Coſt. Give Cherries at time of Year, or 
Apricots; and ſay, they were ſent you out o* the Coun- 
try, tho* you bought *em. in Cheapſide. Admire her Tires ; 


like her in all Fathions ; compare her in every Habit to | 


ſome Deity ; invent excellent Dreams to flatter her, and 
Riddles ; or, if ſhe be aGreat one, perform always the Se- 
cond Parts to her; like what ſhe likes, praiſe whom ſhe 
praiſes, and fail not to make the Houſhold and Servants 
yours, yea the whole Family, and falute *em by their 
Names, ('tis but light Coſt, it you can purchaſe *em fo) 
and make her Phylician your Penſioner, and her chief. 
Woman. Nor will it be out of your gain to make 
Love to her too, ſo ſhe follow, not uſher her Ladies 
Pleaſure. All Blabbing is taken away, when ſhe comes 
to be a part of the Crime. 

Das. On what Courtly Lap haſt thou late ſlept, to 
come forth ſo ſudden and abſolute a Courtling ? 

Tru. Good faith, I ſhould rather queſtion you, that 
are ſo hearkning atter theſe Myſteries. I begin to fſu- 
ſpe& your Diligence, Davpbine. Speak, art chou in love 
in earneſt ? 

Dau. Yes by my troch am I; "were ill diſſembling 
before thee. 

Tru. With which of 'em, I pr'y thee? 

Dau, With all the Collegiates. 

Cle. Out on thee. We'll keep you at home, believe 
it, 1 the Stable, an' you be ſuch a\>allion. 

Tru. No; I like him well. ould love wiſely, 
and all Women; ſome one for the Face, and let her 
pleaſe the Eye ; another for the Skin, and let her pleaſe 
the Touch; a third for the Voice, and let her pleaſe 
the Ear 3 and where the Objects mix, let the Senſes 1o 
too, Thou would'ſt think it ſtrange, if I ſhould make 
*em all in love with thee afore Night ! 


n Omm—ER—Ey .. ww 


Das. I would fay, thou hadſt the beſt Philrre i* the 
World, and couldſt do more than Madam Medea , or 
Dotor Foreman. 

Try. It 1 do not, let me play the Mountchank for my 
Meat while | live, and che Bawd for my Drink. 

Dau. So be it, I lay. 


A&t IV. Scene II. 


Otter, Clerimont, Daw, Dauphine, Miroſe, True-wit, 
La Fole, Mrs. Otter. 


O Lord, Gentlemen, how my Knights and I have 
miſt you here ! 

Cle. Why, Captain, what Servic2? what Service? 

, = To ſee me bring up my Bull, Bear, and Horſe to 
ghe. 

Daw. Yes faith, the Captain ſays we ſhall be his Dogs 
to bait 'em. 

Das. A good Employment. 

Tru, Come on, let's ſee a Courſe then. 

La-F. I am atraid my Coutin will be offended, if ſhe 
come. 

Ore. Be afraid of nothing. Gentlemen, I have plac'd 
the Drum and the Trumpets, and one to give 'em the 
Sign when you are ready Here's my Bull for my felt, 
and my Bear for Sir Fob» Daw, and my Horſe for Sir 
_— Now ſet your Foot to mine, and yours to his, 
an 

La-F. Pray God my Couſin come not. 

Ott. Saint George and Saint Andrew ! Fear no Couſins. 
Come, found, found. Er rauco ftrepuerunt cornua cantw. 
: = Well ſaid, Captain, 7 faith ; well fought at the 

ull, 

Cle. Well held at the Bear. 

Tru. Low, low, Captain. 

Daz. O, the Horſe has kickt off his Dog already. 

La F. I cannotdrink it, as I am a Knight. 

Tru. Gods (o, off with his Spurs, ſome body. 

La-F. It goes againſt my Conſcience. My Couſin will 
be angry with it. 

Daw. | ha' done mine. 

Tru. You fought high and fair, Sir Fobn. 

Cle. Ac the Head. 

Das. Like an excellent yt. 

Cle, You take no notice of the Buſineſs, I hope. 

Daw. Not a word, Sir; you ſee we are jovial. 

Ort. Sir Amorous, you muſt not equivocate. It muſt 
be pull'd down, tor all my Couſin. 

Cle. *Stoor, it you take not your Drink, they'll think 
you are diſcontented with ſomething 3 you'll berray all, 
if you take the leaſt notice. 

La-F. Not I, Ill both drink and talk then. 


Oct. You mult pull the Horſe on his Knees, Sir 4mo- 


rows ; fear no Coulins. 'Fatta eff alea. 

Tru. O, now he's in his Vein, and bold. The leaſt 
hine given him of his Wife now, will make him rail 
deſperately. 

Cle. Speak to him of her. 
Tru. Do you, and PIl ferch her to the hearing of it. 

Dau. Captain: He Otter, your She Otter is coming, 
your Wite. 

Ort. Wife! Buz. Titivilitium. There's no ſuch thing 
in Nature. I confeſs, Gentlemen, I have a Cook, a 
Laundreſs, a Houſe-drudge, that ſerves my yecetlary 
turns, and goes under that Title : Bur he's ar Afs thar 
will be ſo uxorious to tie his AﬀeRions to one Cirgle. 
Come, the Name dulls Appetice. Here, repleniſh again ; 
another Bout. Wives are naſty flutciſh Animals. 

Das. O, Captain. 

Orr. As ever the Earth bare, tribzs verbs. Where's 
Maſter True-wit ? 

Daw. He's lipt aſide, Sir. 

Cle. Bur you mult drink and be jovial. 

Daw. Yes, 
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Daw. Yes, give it me. 

La-F. And me too. 

Daw. Let's be jovial. 

La F. As jovial as you will. 

Orr. Agreed. Now you ſhall ha* the Bear, Coulin, 
and Sir Fob» Daw the Horſe, and Tl ha' the Bull ſtill. 
Sound Tritons Oo the Thames. Nunc eſt bibendum, nunc 

de libero—— 

Mor. Villains, Murderers, Sons of the Earth, and Trai- 
tors, what do you there ? + 

[ Morole [peaks from above, the Trumpets [ounding. 

Cle. O, now the Trumpets have wak'd him, we ſhall 
have his Company. 

Orr. A Wite is a ſcurvy Clegdegdo, an unlucky thing, 
a very foreſaid Bear-whelp, without any good Faſhion or 
Breeding 3 mala beſtia. 

[ His Wife « brought out to hear him. 

Dau. Why did you marry one then, Captain? 

Ort. A pox—— I married with Six thouſand pound, 
T. I was in love with that. I ha* not kiſt my Fury theſe 
forty Weeks. | 

Cle, The more to blame you, Captain. 

Tru. Nay, Mrs..Otter, hear him a little firſt. 

Ort. She has a Breath worſe than my Grandmothers 
Prefefto. 

Mrs. Ott. O treacherous Liar. Kiſs me, ſweet Maſter 
True-wit, and prove him a flandering Knave. 

Tru. 1'll rather believe you, Lady. 

Orr. And ſhe has a Perruke, that's like a pound of 
Hemp, made up in Shoe-threds. 

Mrs. Ott. O Viper, Mandrake ! 

Ort. A moſt vile Face! and yet ſhe ſpends me Fo 
pound a Year in Mercury and Hogs Bones. All her Teet 
were made i” the Black-Friers, both her Eye-brows i' the 
Strand, and her Hair in Silver-#treet. Every part o the 
Town owns a piece of her. 

Mrs. Ott. 1 cannot hold. 

Ort. She takes her ſelf aſunder ſtill when ſhe goes to 
Bed, into ſome twenty Boxes; and about next day 
Noon is put together again, like a great German Clock ; 
and ſo comes torth, and rings a tedious Larum to the 
whole Houſe, and then is quiet again for an Hour, but 
for her Quarters. Ha* you done me right, Gentlemen ? 

Mrs. Ort. No, Sir, I'll do you right with my Quarters, 
with my Quarters. [ She falls upon him, and beats him. 

Oct, O, hold, good Princels. 

Tru. Sound, ſound. 

Cle. A Bartel, a Battel. 

Mrs. Ott. You notorious ſtinkardly Bcarward, docs 
my Breath {ſmell ? 

Ort. Under Correftion, dear Princeſs. Look to my 
Bear and my Horſe, Gentlemen. 

Ars. Oit. Do I want Teeth, and Eye-brows, thou 
Bull-dog ? 

Tru. Sound, ſound till. 

Ot. No, I proteſt, under corretion—— 

Ars. Ott. 1, now you are under correction, you pro- 
teſt : but you did not proteſt before Correion, Sir. 
Thou Fudas, to offer to betray thy Princeſs ! I'll make 
thee an Example 


| Moroſe deſcends with a long Sword. 

Mor. T will have no ſuch Examples in my Houſe, La- 
Cy Otter. 

Ars. Ott. Ah 

Mor. Mrs. Mary Ambreey, your Examples are dange- 
rous. Rogues, Hell-hounds, Stentors, our of my Doors, 
you Sons of Noiſe and Tumult, begot on an ill May-day, 
vr when the Gally-foilt is afloat to Weſtminſter ! A Trum- 
; pc<ter could not be conceiv'd but then. 

Dau. Whar ails you, vir ? 

Mor. They have rent my Roof, Walls, and all my 
Windows alunder, with their Brazen 'Throats. 

Tru. Belt follow him, Danphine. 

Das. S0 I will, 


_—_—_—— 


Cle. Where's Daw and La- Fool ? 

Ort. They are both run away, Sir. Good Gentle- 
men, help to pacifie my Princeſs, and ſpeak to the 
great Ladies for me. Now muſt I go lie with the Bears 
this Fortnight, and keep out o' the way, till my Peace 
be made, tor this Scandal ſhe has taken, Did you not 
ſee my Bull head, Gentlemen ? 

Cle. It not on, Captain ? 

Tru. No; but he may make a new one, by that is on, 

Orr. O, here "tis. An' you come over, Gentlemen, 
and ask for Tom Otter, we'll go down to Ratcl:ff, and 
have a Courſe i' faith, for all theſe Diſaſters. There is 
bona [pes left. 

Tru. Away, Captain, get «ff while you are well. 

Cle. Tam glad we are rid of him. 

Tru. You had never been, unleſs we had put his Wife 
upon him. His Humour is as cedious at laſt, as it was 
ridiculous at ſtrſt. 


A& IV. Scene III. 


Haughty, Mrs. Otter, Mavs, Daw, La Fool, Centaure, 
Epicene, True-wit, Cleriment. 


E wonder'd why you ſhrick'd fo, Mrs. Otter. 
Mrs. Ott. O God, Madam, he came down with 
a huge long naked Weapon in. borh his Hands, and 
look'd fo dreadfully! Sure he's beſide himſclt. 

Mav. Why, what made you there, Mrs. Orter ? 
 44rs.Ott. Alas, Mrs. Mevs, 1 was chaſtiling my Sub- 
ject, and thought nothing of him. 

Daw. Faith, Miltris, you muſt do ſo roo. Learn to 
chaſtiſe. Milſtris Otter corrects her Husband fo, he daics 
not ſpeak, but under correction. 

La-F. And with his Hat off to her ; *twould do you 
good to ſee. 

Has. In ſadnefs, 'tis gocd and mature Counſel ; pra- 
Riſe it, Moroſe. I'll call you Moroſe itill now, as 1 call 
Cemtaure and Mavis; we tour will be all one. 

Cen. And you'll come to the College, and live with 
us ? 

Hau. Make him give Milk and Honey. 

Mav. Look how you manage him at firſt, you ſhall 
have him over after. 

Cen. Let him allow you your Coach and four Horſes, 
your Woman, your Chambermaid, your Page, your 
Gentleman-Uſher, your French Cook, and four Grooms. 

Has. And go with us to Bedlam, to the Chima-houles, 
and to the Exchange. 

Cen, Ic will open the Gate to your Fame. 

Has. Here's Centawre has immortaliz'd her fclf, with 
taming of her wild Malc. 

Mav. 1, ſhe has done the Miracle of the Kingdom. 

Epi. But Ladies, do you count it lawful to have ſuch 
plurality of Servants, and do 'em all Graces 7 

Hau. Why not? Why ſhould Women deny their Fa- 
yours to Men ? Are they the poorer, or the worle ? 

Daw. Is the Thames the lels for the Dyers Water, 
Miſtris ? 

La-F. Or a Torch, for lighting many Torches ? 

Tru. Well ſaid, La Fol ; what a new one he has got ? 

uy They are empty Loſtes Women tear in this 
kind. 

Han. Beſides, Ladics ſhould be mindful of the ap: 
proach of Age, and let no time want his due Ulz. 
The beſt of our Days pals firſt. 

Mav. We are Rivers, that cannot be call'd back, Ma- 
dam : She that now excludes her Lovers, may live to 
lie a forſaken Beldam, in a trozen Bed. 

Cen. 'Tis true, Mawvs : And who will wait on us to 
Coach then ? or wrice, or tell us the News then ? make 
Anagrams of our Names, and invite us to the Cockpit, 
and kiſs our Hands all the Play-ctime, and draw cheic 
Weapons for our Honours ? 

Hau. Not 
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Hau. Not one. __ 

Daw. Nay, my Miſtris is not altogether unintelligene 
of theſe things 3 here be in preſence have taſted of her 
Favours. | 

Cle, What a neighing Hobby-horſe is this! 

Epi. But not with intent to boaſt *em again, Servant. 
And have you thoſe excellent Receits, Madam, to keep 
your ſelves from bearing of Children? 

Hau. O yes, Moroſe : How ſhould we maintain our 
Youth and Beauty elſe ? Many Births of a Woman 
make her Old, as many Crops make the Earth Barren, 


Act IV. Scene IV. 


Moroſe , Dauphine , True wit , Epicene , Clerimont , Daw, 
Haugbty , La Foole, Centaure , Mavs , Mrs. Otter , 
Truſt y. 


Oo My curſed Angel, that inſtruted me to this Fate : 
Das. Why, vir ? ; 

Mor. That I ſhould be ſeduc'd by fo fooliſh a Devil 
as a Barber will make ! 

Dau. I would I had been worthy, Sir, to have parta 
ken your Counſel ; you ſhould never have truſted it to 
luch a Miniſter. | 

Mor. Would I could redeem it with the loſs of an 
Eye (Nephew), a Hand, or any other Member. 

Day. Marry, God forbid, Sir, that you ſhould geld 
your ſelf, ro anger your Wite. 

Mor. So it would rid me of her ! and, that I did fu 
pererogatory Penance in a Belfry, at Wefminſter-ball, 
1 the Cockpit, at the fall of a Stag, the Tower-wharf, 
(what Place is there elſe?) Lowdow bridge, Parw-garden, 
Belins gate, when the Noiſes are at their height, and 
lowdeſt. Nay, I would fit out a Play, that were no- 
thing but Fights at Sea, Drum, Trumpet, and Target ! 

Das. I hope there ſhall be no ſuch need, Sir. Take 
Patience, good Uncle. This is but a Day, and 'tis well 
worn r00 now. 

Mor. O, 'twill be ſo for ever, Nephew, I foreſce it, for 
ever. Strife and Tumule are the Dowry that comes 
with a Wife. 

Tre. I told you fo, Sir, and you would not believe 
me. 

Mor. Alas, do not rub thoſe Wounds, Maſter True- 
wit, to blood again ; *rwas my negligence. Add not 
Affliction to Aﬀflition. I have percciv'd the Effect of 
it, too late, in Madam Orrer. 

Epi. How- do you, Sir ? 

Mor. Did you ever hear a more unneceſlary Queſti- 
on? As if ſhe did not fee ! Why, I do as you fee, Em- 
preſs, Emprels. 

Epi. You are not well, Sir ! you look very ill ! Some- 
thing has diſtemper'd you. 

Mor. O horrible, monſtrous Impertinencies! Would 
not one of theſe have ferv'd, do you think, Sir 2 Would 
not one of theſe have ferv'd ? 

Tru. Yes, Sir; but theſe are but Notes of Female 
Kindneſs, Sir ; certain Tokens that ſhe has a Voice, Sir. 

Mir. O, ist ſo? Come, and be no otherwiſe 
What ſay you ? 

Epi. How do you feel your felt, Sir ? 

Mor. Again that ! 

Tru. Nay, look you Sir, you would be Friends with 
your Wife upon unconſcionable Terms ; her Silence— 

Epi. They ſay you are run mad, Sir, 

Mor. Not for love, I aſſure you, of you ; do you ſee ? 

Eyi. O Lord, Gentlemen! Lay hold on him, for 

's fake. What ſhall I do ? Who's his Phyfician (can 
you tell) chat knows the State of his Body beſt, that I 
might ſend for him ? Good Sir, ſpeak ; I'll fend tor one 
of my Dodtors elſe. 

Mor. What, to poiſon me, that I mighe die Inteſtate, 
and leave you polteſt of all ? 


: 
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Epi. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his Eyes 
ſparkle ! He looks green about the Temples! Do you 
ee what blue Spots he has ? 

Cle. I, it's Melancholy. 

_ Epi. Gentlemen, for Heavens fake, counſel me. La 
dies! Servant, you have read Pliny and Parace!ſns ; ne'ee 
a word now to comfort a poor Genelewoman ? Ay me! 
what Fortune had T, to marry a diſtracted Man 2 

Daw. T|l tell you, Miſtris—— 

Tru. How rarely ſhe holds it up! 

Mor. What mean you, Gentlemen ? 

Epi. What will you tell me, Servant ? 

Daw. The Dileaſe in Greek is called Mavia, in Latin, 
Inſania, Furor , wel Ecſtaſis Melancholica, that is, Epreſſio, 
when a Man ex melanthbolico evadit fanaticas. 

Mor. Shall T have a Lecture read upon me alive ? 

Daw. But he may be but Phreneticus yer, Miſtris ; and 
Phrenetis is only Delirium, or 1o. 

Epi. I, that is for the Diſeaſe; Servant; but what is 
this to the Cure ? We are ſure enough of the Diſeaſe. 

Mor. Let me go: 

Tru, Why, we'll entreat her to hold her peace, Sir. 

Mor. O, no; labour not to ſtop her. She is like a 
Conduit-pipe, that will guſh our with more torce when 
ſhe opens again. 

_ Hau, I'll cell you, Aforoſe, you mult talk Divinity to 
him altogether, or Moral Philoſophy. 

La F. 1, and there's an excellenc Book of Moral Phi- 
loſophy, Madam, of Raynard the Fox, and all the Beaſts, 
call'd Done's Philoſophy. 

Cen. There is indeed, Sir Amoroxs La- Foole. 

Mor. O miſery ! 

La-F. I have read it, my Lady Centaure, all over to 
my Couſin here. 

Mrs. Ott. I; and 'tis a very good Book as any is, of 
the Moderns. 

Daw. Tut, he muſt have Seneca read to him, and Plu- 
tarch, and the Ancients; the Moderns are not + tor this 
Diſeaſe. 

Cle. Why, you diſcommended them too, to day, Sir 
obn. 

J Daw. I, in ſome Caſes ; but in theſe they are beſt, and 
Ariſtotle's Ethicks. 

Mav. Say you fo, Sir Fobn? I think you aredeceiv'd; 
you took it upon truſt, 

Hau, Where's Truſty, my Woman ? Il end this Dit- 
ference. I pr'y thee, Otter, call her. Her Father and 
Mother were both mad, when they put her to me. 

Mor. I think ſo. Nay, Gentlemen, I am tame. This 
is but an Exerciſe, I know, a Marriage-Ceremony, which 
I muſt endure. 

Has. And one of them (I know not which) was cu- 
red with the Sick Man's Salve; and the other with 
Green's Groats worth of Wit. 

Tru, A very cheap Cure, Madam. 

Has. I, it's very teaſible. 

Mrs. Ott. My Lady call'd for you, Milſtris Trafty : 
you muſt decide a Controverlie. 

Hau. O, Truſty, which was it you ſaid, your Father 
or your Mother, that was curd with the Sick Aan's 
Salve ? | 

Truſ. My Mother, Madam, with the Salve. 

Tru. Then it was the Sick Woman's Salve, 

Truſ. And my Father with the Groats worth of Wit. 
But there was other Means usd : We had a Preacher 
that would preach Folk aſleep ſtill; and fo they were 
preſcrib'd to go to Church, by an old Woman thac was 
their Phyſician, thrice a week—— 

Epi. To lleep? 

Til Yes, torſooth : and every niglit they read them- 
ſelves aſleep on thoſe Books. 

Epi. Good faith, ic ſtands with great reaſon. I would 
I knew where to procure thoſe Books. 
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La-F. 1 can help you with one of *em, Miſtris Moro/e, 
the Groats-worth of Wit. ; 

Epi. ButI ſhall disfurniſh you, Sir Amorons : Can you 

re it ? ; 
7 we O yes, for a Week, or ſo; I'll read it my ſelf 
to him. 

Epi. No, I muſt do that, Sir ; that muſt be my Office. 

Mor. Oh, oh ! : 

Epi. Stre he would do well enough, if he could ſleep. 

Mer. No, I ſhould do well enough, if you could ſleep. 
Have I no Friend, that will make her drunk, or give her 
a little Ladanum, or Opium? . 

Tru. Why, Sir, ſhe talks ten times worle in her ſleep. 

Mor. How! ; 

Cle. Do you not know that, Sir ? never ceaſes all 
night. 

Tru. And ſnorcs like a Porepiſce. 

Mor. O, redcem me, Fate; redeem me, Fate. For how 
many Cauſes may a Man be divorc'd, Nephew ? 

Dau. 1 know not, truly, Sir. 

Tr. Some Divine muſt refolve you in that, Sir, or 
Canon-Lawyer. 

Mor. 1 will not reſt, T will not think of any other 
Hope or Comfort, till I know. 

Cle. Alas, poor Man! Cos 

Tru, You'll make him mad indeed, Ladies, it you pur- 
ſue this. 

Hau. No, we'll let him breathe now, a quarter of an 
hour, or ſo. 

Cle. By my Faith, a large Truce. 

Haw. Is that his Keeper, that is gone with him? 

Daw. It is his Nephew, Madam. 

La-F. Sir Dauphine Eugenie. 

Cen. He looks like a very pitiful Knight—— 

Daw. As can be. This Marriage has put him out of all. 

La-F. He has not a Penny in his Purſe, Madam — 

Daw. He is ready to cry all this day. 

Fa-F. A very Shark ; he ſet me i th nick Cother night 
at Primero, 

Tru. How theſe Swabbers talk ! 

Cle. I, Otter's Wine has {well'd their Humours above 
a Spring tide. : 

Hau. Good Moroſe , let's go in again. I like your 
Couches exceeding well ; we'll go lie and talk there. 

Epi. I wait on you, Madam. 

Tru. *Slight, I will have *em as filet as Signs, and 
their Poſt too, e*'re I ha* done. Do you hear, _ 
Bride ? I pray thee now, as thou art a noble Wench, 
continue this Diſcourſe of Dauphine within ; but praiſe 
him exceedingly ; magnific kim with all the height of 
Aﬀedcion thou canſt ; (I have ſome purpoſe in't) and 
but beat off theſe two Rooks, Fack Daw, and his Fel- 
low, with any Diſcontentment hither, and I'll honour 
thee for ever. 

Epi. 1 was about it here. It angred me to the Soul, 
to hear *cm begin to talk ſo maleperr. 

Tru. Pray thee perform it, and thou winn'it me an 
Idolater to thee everlaſting. 

Epi. Wjll you go in, and hear medo it ? 

ru. No, Vil ſtay here. Drive *em out of your Com- 
pany, *cis all I ask ; which cannot be any way better 
done, than by extolling Dawphine, whom they have fo 
ſlighted. 
: Eys. I warrant you ; you ſhall expe& one of *em pre- 
ently. 
4 What a Caſt of Caſtrils are theſe, to Hawk after 
Ladies thus ? - 

Tru. 1, and ſtrike at ſuch an Eagle as Dauphine. 

Cle. He will be mad, when we tell him. Here he 
comes. 


A@& IV. Scene V. 


Clerimont, True-wit, Dauphine, Daw, La-Foole. 


Sir, you are welcom, 
Tru, Where's thine Uncle ? 

Das. Run out o doors in's Night-caps, to talk with a 
Caſuift about his Divorce. It works admirably. 

Tru. Thou would'ſt ha' ſaid fo, an' thou hadſt been 
here ! The Ladies have laugh'd at thee moſt comically, 
ſince thou went'ſt, Dauphine. 

Cle. And askt, if thou wert thine Uncle's Keeper. 

Tru. And the Brace of Baboons anſwer'd, Yes; and 
ſaid, thou werr a pitiful poor Fellow, and didit live upon 
Poſts, and hadſt nothing but three Sutes of Apparel, and 
ſome few Benevolences that the Lords ga* thee to fool 
to 'cm, and ſwagger. 

Dau. Lee me not live, I'll beat 'em ; I'll bind em both 
to Grand Madams Bed-poſts, and have 'em baited with 
Monkeys. 

Tru. Thou ſhale not need, they ſhall be beaten to thy 
hand, Dauphine. T have an Execution to ſerve upon 'em, 
I warrant thee ſhall ſerve; truſt my Plot. 

Dax. I, you have many Plots! So you had one, to 
make all the Wenches in love with me. 

Tru. Why, if I do it not yet afore night, as near as 
*ris, and that they do not every one invite thee, and be 
ready to ſearch [4 

Cle. *Fore God, I'll be his Witneſs ; thou ſhalt have it, 
Dauphine : "Thou ſhalt be his Fool for ever, if thou doſt 
not. 

Tru. Agrecd. Perhaps 'twill be the better Eſtate. Do 
you obſerve this Gallery, or rather Lobby indeed ? Here 
are a couple of Studies, at eack end one: Here will I 
act ſuch a Tragicomedy between the Guelphs and the Gbi- 
bellines, Daw and La-Foole—— which of 'em comes out 
firſt, will I ſeiſe on : (You two ſhall be the Chorus be- 
hind he Arras, and whip out between the A4&s, and 
ſpeak.) It I do not make *em keep the Peace for this 
remnant of the Day, if not of the Year, I have fail'd 
once—— I hear Daw coming : Hide, and do not laugh, 
for God's ſake. 

Daw. Which is the way into the Garden, trow ? 

Tru, O, Tack Daw ! I am glad I have met with you. 
In good faith, I muſt have this Matter go no further be- 
eween you : I muſt ha” ir caken up. 

Daw. What Matter, Sir? Between whom ? 

Tru, Come, you diſguiſe it, Sir Amorows and you, If 
you love me, Fack, you ſhall make uſe of your Philoſo- 
phy now, for this once, and deliver me your Sword. 
This is not the Wedding the Centaures were at, though 
there be a She-one here. The Bride has entreated mic 
I will ſee no Blood ſhed at her Bridal ; you faw her whi- 
ſper me e're-while. 

Daw. As I hope to finiſh Tacitze, T intend no Murder. 

Tru. Do you not wait for Sir Amorows ? 

Daw. Not I, by my Knighthood. 

Tru. And your Scholarſhip too ? 

Daw. And my Scholarſhip too. 

Tru. Go to, then I return you your Sword, and ask 
you mercy 3 but put it not up, for you will be aflaulted. 
[ underſtood that you had apprehended it, and walkc 
here to brave him ; and that you had held your Life 
contemptible, in regard of your Honour. 

Daw. No, no ; no ſuch thing, I aſſure you. He and1 
parted now, as good Friends as could be. 

Tru, Truſt not you to that Viſor. I ſaw him ſince 
Dinner with another Face : I have known many Men 
in my time vex'd with Loſſes, with Deaths, and with 
Abuſes ; but ſo offended a Wight as Sir Amcrons, did I 
never ſee or read of. For taking away his Gueſts, Sir, 
to day, that's the Cauſe ; and he declares ir behind your 
back with ſuch Threatnings and C—— 

al 


r thee, take the Mortgage of my Wit. 
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faid to Dauphine, You wert the errantft 'Af— 
Dan. I, he may ſay his Pleaſure. 
Tru. And wears, you are ſo proteſted a Coward, that 
he knows you. will never do him any manly,or ſingle 
Right 3 and therefore he will take his courſe. * 
* Daw. I'll give him any Satisfaction, Sir——— but 
fighting. -” 

fs I, Sir: but who knows what Satisfa&tion he'll 
take : Blood he thirſts for, and Blood he will have; and 
whereabouts on you he will hay ic, who kgows, but 
himſelf ? : on 


Daw. I pray you, Maſter True wit, bg you a Medi: | 


ator. | ont f '' > . 
Tru. Well, Sir, conceal your ſelf then in this 
He put Study till 1 returg, | Nay, you miſt be con- 

*P rentco be lock'd in ; for, for mine own Repu- 
cation, T would not have you ſeen to receive a Publick 
Ditgrace, while I have the Matter in managing.. Gods 
ſo, here be comes ; keep your Breath cloſe, that he do 
not hear you ligh. In good faith, Sir Amos, he is nor 
this way ; I pray you be merciful, do not marr him ; 
he is a Chriltian, , as good as, you.: You arg arm(d as it; 
you ſought a Revenge on all his Race. Good Dauphine, 
get him away from this Place. I never knew a Man's 
Choler ſo high, but he would ſpeak to his Frieads, he 
would hear Reaſon. TFack Daw, Fack, aſleep ?. | 

Daw. 1s he gone, Maſter True-wit ? 

Tru, I ; djd you hear him? 

Daw. O God, yes. Cs 

Tru. What a quick Ear Fear has ? 

Daw. But is he fo arm'd, as you fay ? MS 

Tru. Arm'd ? Did you eyer ſee a Fellow Tet out. to 
take Poſſeſſion ? A 

Daw. I, Sir. 2 

Tru. That may give you fome light to conceive of 
him ; bur 'ris nothing to the principal. Soine falſe Bro- 
ther i” the Houſe has furniſb'd him ſtrangely ;, or, if ic 
were out o* the Houſe, it was Tom Otter. | 

Daw. Indeed he's a Captain, and his Wife. is his Kinf- 
woman. | | 

Tru. He has got ſome bodies old two-hand Sword, to 
mow you off at the Knees: And that Sword hath 
ſpawn'd ſuch a Dagger !— But then he is ſo hung with 
Pikes, Halberds , Peitronels, Callivers, and Muskets, 
that he looks like a Juſtice of Peace's Hall: A Man of 
Two thouſand & Year is not ſefs'd at fo many Weapons 
as he has on. There was never Fencer challeng'd at 1o 
many ſeveral Foils. You would think he meant to 
murder all St. Pulcbres Pariſh. If he could but Vidual 
himſelf for half a Year in his Breeches, he is ſufficiently 
arm'd to over-run a Country. On” 

Daw. Good Lord ! what means he, Sir ? I pray you, 
Maſter True it, be you a Mediator. 

Tru. Well, Pll ery if he will be appeasd with a Leg 
or an Arm; if not, you muſt dic once. 

Daw. I would be loth to loſe my Righe Arm, for 
writing Madrigals. 

Tru. Why, it he will be ſatisfied with a Thumb, or a 
Lietle-finger, all's one co me. You muſt think, Ill do 
my beſt. - 

Daw. Good Sir, do. He puts bim up again, 

Cle. What haſt chou done ? and then came forth. 

Tru. He will let me do nothing, Man ; he does all 
afore me ; he offers his Lett Arm, 

Cle. His Left Wing, for a Jack Daw. 

Das. Take it, by all means. 

Tru. How! Maim a Man for ever, for a Jeſt? What 
a Conſcience haſt thou ? 

Das. *Tis no loſs to him ; he has no Employment for 
his Arms, but to cat Spoon-meat. Beſide, as good maim 
his Body, as his Reputation. | 

Tru. He is a Scholar, and a Wit, and yet he does not 
think ſn, But he loſes no Reputation with us ; for we 
all refoly'd him an Afs before, To your Places again. 


_ % 
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Cle. I pray thee, let me be in at the-pther a little. 
Trx. Look, you'll ſpoil all ; theſe be ver your Tricks. 
Ce. No, bur I could hit of ſome chings that thou wikt 

mits, and thou wile ſay are good ones. | 
Tru, | warrant yau. ray forbagr, Fl 
Das. Come away, Clerimont. __.;\. 
Tre. "Sir Amorous,, © _ 
Ls F. Maſter True-wit. "2 
Try. Whither were, you going & \,, \ _ 

; L: F. .Down ineo the Court, to make water. 

7ru. By ris means, Sir; you ſhall rather\tempt Fout 


ve it off elſe. 


7 2 


Breeches. 

a Why, Sic2- .. & 
- . Tre. Enter here, if you love your Life. 

Lea# Why ! why! " pct "Or 

Tru.” Queſtion aſl Your Throat be cut, do: dally 
the enraged Soul find you. | 

LzF. Who's that? ; | 

Tru. Daw it is: Will you in? | 

Le-F. I, L, I'll in: What's the matter ? 4 
_ T74, Nay, if he had been cool enough to tell us that, 
there had been ſome hope to attone you ; bur he Te&ms 
loimplacably enrag'd. 7" 43 00G 

Le-F. "Slight, let him rage: I hidg my ſelf. 

7ru. Do, good Sir. Bur what hay you done to him 
within, that ſhould provoke him thus: You have broke 
lome Jeſt upon him afore the Ladies —. + _ 

La-F. Not I, never. in,my life, broke Jeſt upon any 
Man. The Bride was praffing Sir: Dauphine, and he, went 
away in ſnuff, and I followed him; unleſs he took of- 
fence.at me in his Drink ere-whiloy: that 1 would. .not 
pledgy att che Hoc full. tn , 

Tru. By my Fait and chat may be; You renteraber 
RTE he wa OO and Jown,! theot h 
every.Room o* the Houſe, with.a, Towel in his Hai 
crying, Where's Ss ? Who TN, ? ſou when 
wy = and : —— the Cauſe; we' can forge, no 
Aniwer from him, but. ( O Revenge,,how {[weet..aft 
thou ! T will: ſtzanglehim in Ok IO) WR Las 
us t>'conjecure, that'the main Cauſe of his Fury is, tor 
bringing your Meat to day, with a Towel about you, 
to his diſcredit. TW | 
' Za-F. Like enough. Why, and he be angry for chiat, 
PI ftay here till his Anger be blown over. 

_ .Tru..A good becoming Reſolution, vir ; if you can 
Pur it on o the ſudden. 

4 F. Yes, I can put it on: Or, Ill away into che 
Country preſently. 

Tru: How will you get out o* the Houſe, Sir 2 He 
knows you are i* the Houſe, and hell watch you this 
{&nnight, but he'll have you : Hell out-Wait a Serjeant 
for you. ; £5. a 

La-F. Why, then Pll ſtay here. 

2 r4, You muſt think how to yiRual your lf in time 
then. 

La-F. Why, ſweee Maſter True-wit, will you entreat 
my Coutin Orter to ſend me a cold Veniſon Paſty,. a 
Bottle or two of Wine, and a Chamber-pot: y 
| Tru. A Stool were better, Sir, of Sir Ajax his Inven- 
tion, - 

La-F. I, that will be better indeed; and a Pallattolie 
on. 
Tru. O, I would not adviſe you to ſſeep,by any means. 
Les F. Would you not, Sir ? why, thea I will not. 

Tru, Yet there's another fear — © "3p 

La-F. Is there, Sir ? What is ? _ 

Tru No, he cannot break open this Door with his 
Foot ſure. je'S "Re 

La-F.T\l fet my Back againſt it,Sir. I have a good Back. 

Tre. But then it he ſhould batcer. 

LaF. Batter ! If he dare, ll have an Agon of Bat- 
ery againſt him. ; 

Tre. Caſt you the worſt. He has ſent for Powder al- 


—_ and what he will do with it, no Man knows : 
D & perhaps 
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py ps blow up the Corner o* the Houſe where he; 7Tr#. Friends? Nay, an* he ſhould not be fo, and hear- 


ſuſpets you are. Here he comes; in 
quickly. I proteſt, Sir Fobn Daw, he is not 
this way : What will you do? Before God 


He feigns as if 
one were pre 
ſent, to fright 


_ the other, who you ſhall hang no Petard here: I'll die ra- 
+ run in to ther, Will you not take my word ? I ne- 
bide binſelf. yer knew one but would be ſatiched. Sir 


Amorows, there's no ſtanding out : He has made a Petard 
of an old Braſs Por, to torce your Door. Think upon 
ſome Satisfaction, or Terms, to offer him. 

La-F. Sir, I'll give him any SatisfaRion ; I dare give 
any Terms. 

Tru. You'll leave it to me then ? 

La F. I, Sir : I'll ſtand to any Conditions. 

Tru. How now, what think you, Sirs? 
-— calls forth Wer'r not a difficult thing to determine, 
Dabbine which of theſe two fear'd moſt ? 

Cle. Yes, but this fears the braveſt : 
The other, a whinilling Daſtard, Fack Daw ! But La- 
Foole, a brave Heroick Coward ! and is afraid in a great 
Look, and a ſtout Accent. I like him _ 

Tru. Had it not been pity theſe two ſhould ha' been 
conceal'd ? 

Cle. Shall I make a Motion ? 

Tru. Briefly : For I muſt ſtrike while 'tis hot. 

Cle. Shall I go ferch the Ladies to the Cata#rophe ? 

Tru. Umh ? I, by my troth. 

Dau. By no mortal means. Let them continue in the 
State of Ignorance, and err ſtill ; think *em Wits and 
fine Fellows, as they have done. *Twere Sin to reform 
them. 

Tru. Well, I will have 'em fetcht, now I think or't, 
for a private purpole of mine: Do, Clerimont, fetch 'em, 
and diſcourſe to 'em all that's paſt, and bring *em into 
the Gallery here. 

Das. This is thy extreme Vanity nw : Thou think'ſt 
oy wert undone, it every Jeſt thou mak'ſt were not 

iſh'd, 
0 Thou ſhalt ſee how unjuſt thou art preſently. 
Clerimont, ſay it was Dauphine's Plot. Truſt me not, i 
the whole drift be not tor thy good. There's a Ca 
i” the next Room, put ir on, with this Scarf over thy 
Face, and a Cuſhion o' thy Head, and be ready when 
I call Amirow. Away —— ma Daw. | 

Daw. What good News, Sir ? 

Tru. Faith, I have followed, and argued with him 
haid tor you. I told him, you were a Knight, and a 
Scholar, and that you knew Fortitude did conſiſt magis 
patiendo quam faciendo, magis ferendo quam feriends. 

Daw. It doth fo indeed, Sir. 

Tru. And that you would ſuffer, I told him: So at 
fi:ſt he won I by my troth, in my conceit, too 
much. 

Daw. What was it, Sir * 

Tru. Your upper Lip, and fix o' your Fore-teeth. 

Daw. "Twas unreaſonable. 

Tru. Nay, I told him plainly, you could not ſpare *'em 
all. So after long Argument (, pro &* con, as you know) I 
brought him down to your ewo Butter-teeth, and them 
he would have. 

Daw. O, did you fo ? Why, he ſhall have 'em. 

Tru. But he ſhall not, Sir, by your leave. The Con- 
cluſion is this, Sir : Becauſe you ſhall be very good 
Friends hereafter, and this never to be remembred or 
upbraided ; beſides, that he may not boaſt he has done 
any ſuch thing to you in his own Perſon; he is to 
come here in Diſguiſe, give you five Kicks in private, 
Sir, take your Sword from you, and lock you up in that 
Study during pleafture: Which will be bur a lietle while, 
we'll get it releas'd preſently. 

Daw. Five Kicks 2 He ſhall ha'* ſix, Sir, to be Friends. 

Tru. Believe me, you ſhall not over-ſhoot your ſelf, to 
ſend him that wo me. 

Daw. Deliver it, Sir; he ſhall have ic withal my heart, 
to be Friends. 


tily roo, upon theſe Terms, he ſhall have me to Enemy 
while I live. Come, Sir, bear it bravely. 

Daw. O God, Sir, 'tis nothing. 

Tru. True. What's ſix Kicks to a Man that reads 
Seneca ? 

Daw. T have had a hundred, Sir. 

Tru. Sir Amorow. No ſpeaking one to another, or 
rehearſing old Matters. 

[ Dauphine comes forth, and kicks bim. 

Daw. One, two, three, four, five. I proteſt, Sir Amo 
rows, you ſhall have fix. 

Tru. Nay, I told you, you ſhould not talk. Come, 
give him ſox, and he will needs. Your Sword. Now re- 
eurn to your ſafe cuſtody ; you ſhall preſently meet afore 
the Ladies, and be the deareſt Friends one to another— 
Give me the Scarf now, thou ſhalt beat the other bare- 
fac'd. Stand by, Sir Amorows. 

L«-F. What's here? A Sword? 

Tru. 1 cannot help it, without I ſhould take the Quar- 
rel upon my ſelf. Here he has ſent you his Sword —— 

La-F. Pl receive none on't. 

Tru. And he wills you to faſten it againſt a Wall, and 
_ your Head in ſome few ſeveral places againſt the 

ts. 

La-F. I will not, tell him roundly. I cannot endure 
to ſhed my own Blood. 

Tru, Will you not ? 

LaF. No. Pl beat it againſt a fair flat Wall, if that 
will fatisfie him; If not, he ſhall beat it himſelf, for 
Amoron. 

Tru. Why, this is ſtrange ſtarting off, when a Man 
undertakes for you ! I offer'd him another Condition ; 
will you ſtand to that ? 

LF. I, what igt? 

Tru. That you will be beaten in private. 

La-F. Yes, I am content, at the Blunt. 

Tri, Then you muſt ſubmit your ſelf to be hood- 
wink'd in this Scarf,and be led to him,where he will cake 


if | your Sword from you, and make you bear a Blow over 


the Mouth, Gules, and Tweaks by the Noſe ſans nombre. 

La-F. I am content. But why muſt I be blinded ? 

Tru. That's for your good, Sir ; becauſe it he ſhould 
pw inſolent upon this, and publiſh ic hereafter to your 

iſgrace, (which I hope he will not do) you mighr ſwear 

_ and proteſt, he never beat you, to your know- 

ge. 

La-F. O, I conceive. | 

Tru. I do not doubt but you'll be perfe& good Friends 
upon't, and not dare to utter an ill Thoughe one of ano- 
ther in future. | 

La-F. Not I, as God help me, of him. 

Tru. Nor he of you, Sir. If he ſhould —— Come, 
Sir. All hid, Sir Fob». | Dauphine enters to tweak him. 

La-F. Oh, Sir Fobn, Sir Fobn. Oh, 0 0-0-0-0-Oh 

Tru. Good Sir Fobn, leave tweaking , you'll blow his 
Noſe off. *Tis Sir Foby's pleaſure, you ſhould retire into 
the Study. Why, now you are Friends. All Bitterneſs 
between you, I hope, is buried ; you ſhall come forth by 
and by, Damon and Pythias upon't, and embrace with all 
the rankneſs of Friendſhip that can be. I cruſt, we ſhall 
have *em tamer i' their Language hereafter. Dauphine, I 
worſhip thee. God's will, the Ladies have ſurpriz'd us. 


A&t IV. Scene VI. 


Haughty , Cent aure , Mavs . Ars. Otter , Epicene, Truſty, 
Dauphine, True wit, 8c. 


Having diſcovered part of the paſt Scene above. 


Entaure, how our Judgments were impos'd on by 
C theſe adulterate Knights ! or 
Cen. Nay, Madam, Mavs was more deceiv'd than 
we; *ewas her Commendation utter'd 'em in the co 
Mav. 
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 Mav. 1 commended bur their Wits, Madam, and 
their Braveries. I never look'd toward their Valours. 

Hau. Sir Dauybine is valiant, and a Wit too, it ſeems. 

Mav. And a Bravery too. 

Hau. Was this his Project ? 

Mrs. Ott. So Maſter Clerimont intimates, Madam. 

Hau. Good Moroſe, when you come to the College, 
will you bring him wich you ? He ſeems a very pertec 
Genreleman. 

Epi. He is ſo, Madam, believe ir. 

Cen. But when will you come, Meroſe ? 

Epi. Three or four days hence, Madam, when I have 
got me a Coach and Horſes. 

Heau. Nogto morrow,good Meroſe 3 Centaure ſhall ſend 
you her Coach. 

Mav. Yes faith, do, and bring Sir Dauphine with you. 

Hau. She has promis'd that, Mavis. 

Mav He is a ve:y worthy Geneleman in his Exteri- 
ors, Madam. 

Has. I, he ſhews he is judicial in his Clothes. 

Cen. And yer not fo ſuperlatively neat as ſome, Ma- 
dam, that have their Faces fer in a Bark. 

Has. I, and have every Hair in form. 

Mav. That wear purer Linnen than our ſelves, and 
protels more Neatnels than the French Hermaphbrodie ! 

Epi. I, Ladies, they, what they tell one of us, have 
told a thouſand ; and are the only Thieves of our Fame, 
that think to take us with that Perfume, or with that 
Lace, and laugh at us unconſcionably when they have 
done. 

Has. But Sir Dauphine's Careleſnefs becomes him. 

Cen. I could love a Man for ſuch a Noſe: 

Mav. Or fuch a Leg ! 

Cen. He has an exceeding good Eye, Madam! 

Mav. And a very good Lock : 

Cen. Good Moroſe, bring him to my Chamber firſt. 

Mrs. Ott. Pleaſe your Honours to meet at my Houle, 
Madam. 

Tru. See how they eye thee, Man ! They are taken, I 
warrant thee. 

Has. You have unbrac'd our Brace of Knights here, 
Maſter True wit. 

Tru. Not I, Madam it was Sir Dauphine's ingine ; 
who, if he have disfurniſh'd your Ladiſhip of any Guard 
or Service by it, is able to make the Place good again 
in himſclf. 

Hau. There is no ſuſpicion of that, Sir. 

Cen. Gods fo, Mavis, Hanghty is kifling, 

Mav. Let us go too, and take part. 

Hau. Burt I am glad of the Fortune (beſide the Di- 
ſcovery of two ſuch empty Caskets) to gain the Know: 
l:dge of fo rich a Mine of Vertue as Sir Dauphine. 

Cen. We would be all glad to ſtile him of our Friend- 
ſhip, and ſee him at the College. 

Mav. He cannot mix with a ſweeter Society, Ill pro- 
phetie ; and I hope he himſelf will chink fo. 

Das. I ſhould be rude to imagine otherwiſe, Lady. 

Tru. Did not I tell thee, Dawphine ? Why, all their 
Actions are governed by cruds Opinion, without Rea- 
ſon or Cauſe ; they know not why they do any thing ; 
but as they are inform'd, believe, judge, praiſe, con- 
demn, love, hate, and in emulation one of another, do 
all cheſe chings alike. Only chey have a natural Incli- 
nation ſways 'em generally to the worſt, when they are 
left to themſelves. Bur purſue it now thou haſt 'em. 

Hau. Shall we go in again, Meoroſe ? 

Epi. Yes, Madam. 

Cen. We'll entreat Sir Dauphine's Company. 

Tru. Stay, good Madam, the Interview of the two 
rey Pylades and Oreſtes : T'll fetch *em out to you 

raight. 

Hau Will you, Maſter True-wit ? 

Dau. I ; but noble Ladics, do not confeſs in your 
Countenance, or outward Bearing to *em, any diſcove- 


ry of their Follies, that we may ſee how they will bear 
up again, with what aſſurance and erc&ion. 

Hau. We will not, Sir Dauphine. 

Cen. Mav. Upon our Honours, Sir Dauphine. 

Tru. Sir Amorons, Sir Amorous. The Ladies are here. 

La-F. Are they ? 

Tru. Yes; but flip out by and by, as their backs are 
turn'd, and meet Sir Joby hate, as by chance, when I 
call you. Fack Daw. 

Daw. What ſay you, Sir ? 

Trs. Whip out behind me ſuddenly, and no Anger i' 
your Looks to your Adverſary. Now, now. 

La F. Noble Sir Jobn Daw! where ha' you been ? 

Daw. To ſeek you, Sir Amerons, 

La-F. Me: I honour you. 

Daw. I prevent you, Sir. 

Cle. They have torgot their Rapiers. 

Tru, O, they meet in peace, Man. 

Dau. Where's your Sword, Sir Fobn ? 

Cle. And yours, Sir Amorons ? 

Daw. Mine ! My Boy had it forth, to mend the Han- 
dle, e'en now. 

Lz F. And my Gold Handle was broke too, and my 
Boy had it forth. 

Das. Indeed, Sir ? How their Excuſes meet ! 

Cle. What a conſent there is i the Handles ? 

Tru. Nay, there is fo i the Points too, I warrant you. 

Mrs. Ott. O me! Madam, he comes again, the Mad- 
man ! Away. 


A&t IV. Scene VII. 
Moroſe, True-wit, Clerimont, Dauphine. 


Wo make theſe niked Weapons here, Gentlemen 2 
[ He bad found the rw» Swords drawn within. 

Tru. O, Sir ! here hath like to been Murder tince you 
went! A couple of Knights fallen out about the Brides 
Favours : We were fain to take away their Weapons; 
your Houſe had been begg'd by this cime elſe—— 

Mor. For what? 

Cle. For Man-ſlaughter, Sir, as being Acceſlory. 

Mor. And for her Favours? 

Tru. I, Sir, heretofore, not preſent. Clerimont, carry 
'em their Swords now. They have done all che hurt 
they will do. 

Das. Ha' you ſpoke with a Lawyer, Sir ? 

Mor. O, no | There is ſuch a noiſe the Court, that 
they have frighted me home wich more violence than I 
went! Such ſpeaking, and counter-ſpeaking, with their 
ſeveral Voices of Citations, Appellations, Allegations, Cer- 
tificates, Attachments, Interrogatories, References, Convict i- 
ons, and Afii&ions indeed, among the Doctors and P:o- 
&ors! that the Noiſe here is Silence too't! a kind of 
calm Mid-night ! 

Tru. Why, Sir, if you would be refolv'd indeed, I can 
bring you hither a very ſufficient Lawyer, and a learned 
Divine, that ſhall inquire into every leaſt Scruple for 
you. 

Mor. Can you, Maſter True-wit ? 

Tru. Yes, and are very ſober grave Perſons, that will 


diſpatch ic a Chamber, with a Whiſper or two. 
Mor. Good vir, ſhall I hope this Benefit from you, 
and truſt my felf into your Hands ? 


Tru. Alas, Sir : your Nephew and I have been aſhini'd, 
and oft-times mad, fince you went, to think how you are 
abus'd. Go in, good Sir, and lock your felf up cill we 
call you; we'll tell you more anon, vir. 

Mor. Do your pleaſure with me, Gentlemen ; I be- 
lieve in you, and that deſerves no Deluſion —— 

Tru. You ſhall find none, Sir 3 but heapt, heapt plen- 
ty of Vexation. 

Dau. What wilt thou do now, Ht ? 


Dd 2 Tru. Re- 
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Tru. Recover me hither Orter and the Barber, if you 
can, by any means, preſently. 

Dau. Why ? to what purpoſe ? 

Tru. O, Vil make the deepeſt Divine, and gravelt 
Lawyer, out o' them two, for him 

Dau. Thou canſt not, Man; theſe are waking Dreams. 

Tru. Do not fear me. Clap but a Civil Gown with a 
Welt o'the one, and a Canonical Cloke with Sl:cves of 
the other, and give *em a few Terms i* their Mouths, if 
there come not forth as able a Door, and compleat a 
Parſon, for this turn, as may be wiſh'd, truſt not my ele- 
&ion : And I hope, without wronging the Dignity of 
either Profeſſion, ſince they are but Perſons put on, and 
for Mirths ſake, to torment him. The Barber ſmatters 
Latm, ]I remember. 

Das. Yes, and Otter too. 

Tru. Well then, if I make 'em not wrangle cut this 
Caſe, to his no comfore, let me be thought a Fack Daw, 
or La Foole, or any thing worſe. Go you to your Ladies, 
but firſt ſend tor chem. 

' Dau. I will. 


A& V. Scene I. 
La-Focle, Clerimont, Daw, Mavis. 


WH had you our Swords, Maſter Clerimont ? 
Cle. Why, Dauphine took 'em trom the Mad-man. 

La-F. And he took *em from our Boys, I warrant 

'on ? 

Cle. Very like, Sir. 

LaF. Thank you, good Maſter Clerimont. Sir Fobn 
Daw and I are both beholden to you. 

Cle. Would I knew how to make you ſo, Gentlemen. 

Daw. Sir Amorcas and I are your Servants, Sir. 

Mav. Gentlemen, have any of you a Pen and Ink? 
T would fain writc out a Riddle in Italian, tor Sir Dau- 
phine to tranſlate. 

Cle. Not I, in troth, Lady; Iam no Scrivener. 

Daw. I can furniſh you, I think, Lady. 

Cle. He has it in the Hatt of a Knite, I believe. 

La F. No, he has his Box of Inſtruments. 

Cle Like a Surgeon ! 

La-F. For the Mathematicks : his Square, his Compaſ- 
ſes, his Braſs Pens, and Black-lead, to draw Maps of every 

Place and Perſon where he comes. 

Cle, How, Maps of Perſons! 

La F. Yes, Sir, of Nomentack, when he was here, and 
- of the Prince of Moldavia, and of his Miſtris, Miſtris 
Epicene. . 

Cle, Away ! He has not found out her Latitude, I 
hope. 

La F. You are a pleaſant Gentleman, Sir. 

Cle. Faith, now we are in private, let's wanton it a 
lietle, and talk waggiſhly. Sir Fobn, I am tclling Sir 
Fimorows here, that you two govern the Ladies where- 
ee you come, you carry the Feminine Gender afore you. 

Daw. They ſhall rather carry us afore them, if they 
will, Sir. 

Cle; Nay, I believe that they do, withal—— But, that 
you are the prime Men in their Aﬀections, and direct all 
their Actions 

Daw. Not I: Sir Amoreonxs is. 

La-F. I proteſt, Sir Fobn is. | 

Daw. As I hope to riſe i' the State, Sir Amorows, you 
ha' the Perſon. 


La-F. Sir Jobn, you ha? the Perſon, and the Diſcourſe / 


too. 
Daw. Not I, Sir. I have no Diſcourſe— and then 
you have Activity beſide. 

La-F. I proteſt, Sir Fobn, you come as high from ' 


Tripoly, as I do every whit : and lift as many Joyn'd : 


Stools, and leap over 'em, if you would uſe it—— 


Cle. Well, agree on'e together, Knights; for between 
you, you divide the Kingdom, or Commonwealth of 
Ladics Aﬀections : I ſee it, and can perceive a lictle how 
they obſerve you, and fear you, indeed. You could tell 
{trange Stories, my Maſters, if you would, I know. 

Daw. Faith, we have ſeen ſomewhat, Sir. 

La-F. That we have—Velvet Pertticoats, and wrought 
Smocks, or ſo. 

Daw. I, and 

Cle. Nay, out with it, Sir ob ; do not envy your 
Friend the pleaſure of hearing, when you have had the 
delight of taſting. 

Daw. Why-—-2—— do you ſpeak, Sir Ameroxs. 

La-F. No, do you, Sir Jobn Daw. 

Daw. I faith, you ſhall. 

La-F. T faith, you ſhall. 

Daw. Why, we have been—— 

La-F. In the great Bed at Ware together in our time. 
On, Sir Fobn. 

Daw. Nay, do you, Sir Amorows. 

Cle. And theſe Ladies with you, Knights? 

La-F. No, excuſe us, Sir. 

Daw. We muſt not wound Reputation. 

La-F. No matter—— they were theſe, or others. Our 
Bath coſt us fifteen Pound when we came home. 

Cle. Do you hear, Sir Fob? You ſhall tell me but one 
thing wy as you love me. 

Daw. It I can, I will, Sir. 

Cle. You lay in the ſame Houſe with the Bride here ? 

Daw. Yes, and converſt with her hourly, Sir. 

Cle. And what Humour is ſhe of? Is ſhe coming and 
open, free ? 

Daw. O, exceeding open, Sir. I was her Servant, and 
Sir Amorous was to be. 

Cle. Come, you have both had Favours from her : I 
know, and have heard ſo much. 

Daw. O, no, vir. 

La F. You ſhall excuſe us, Sir; we muſt not wound 
Reputation, 

Cle. Tut, ſhe is married now, and you cannot hurt hce 
with any Report; and therefore ſpeak plainly: How _ 
many times, r faith ? which of you led firſt ? ha: 

La-F. Sir Fohn had her Maidenhead, indecd. 

Daw. O, it pleaſes him to ſay fo, Sir 3 but Sir Amorows 
knows what's what, as well. 

Cle. Doſt thou, i' faith, Amorozs ? 

La-F. In a manner, vir, 

Cle, Why, I commend you, Lads. Little knows Don 
Bridegroom of this ; nor ſhall he, for me. 

Daw. Hang him, mad Ox. 

Cle, Speak ſoftly 3 here comes his Nephew, with the 
Lady Hanghty : He'll get the Ladies from you, Sirs, if 
you look not to him in time. 

LsF. Why, it he do, we'll fetch 'em home again, 1 
warrant you. 


A& V. Scene Il. 


Haughty, Dauphine, Centaure, Mavis, Clerimont. 


I Aſſure you, Sir Dawphine, it is the Price and Eſtimati- 
on of your Vertue only, that hath embark'd me to 
this Adventure ; and I could not but make out to tell you - 
ſo: Nor canlI repent me of the AR, ſince it is always 
an Argument of ſome Vertue in our ſelves, that we love 
and aftec it ſo in others. 

= YourLadiſhip ſets too high a Price on my Weak- 
nels. 

Has. Sir, I can diſtinguiſh Gems for Pebbles —— 

Dau. (Are you fo $kilful in Stones?) 

Has. And howſoever I may ſuffer in ſuch a Judgment 
as yours, by admitting Equality of Rank ar Society with 
Centaure Or Mavu —— 


Dau. You 


The Silent Woman. 


Dow. You do not, Madam ; I perceive they ar2 your 
meer Foils. . 

Hau. Then are you a Friend to Truth, Sir : It makes 
me love you the more. Ir 15 not the outward, bur the 
inward Man that I affect. They are not apprehenſive 
of an eminent Perfection, bur love flat and dully. 

Cen. Where are you, my Latly Haugbty ? 

Has, 1 come preſently, Centaure. My Chamber, Sir, 
my Page (hall ſhew you 3 and Truſty, my Woman, ſhall 
be ever awake for you : You need nor fear to commu- 
nicate any thing with her,ſor ſhe is a Fidelia. I pray you 
wear this Jewel for my ſake, Sir Dauphine. Where's 
Marwis, Centaure 

Cin. Within, Madam, a writing. Ill follow you pre- 
ſently : I'll bur ſpeak a word with Sir Dawphine. 

Dax. With me, Madam ? 

Cn. Good Sir Daupbine, do not truſt Haughty, nor 
make any Credit to her, what ever you do beiides. Sir 
Daurhme, I give you this Caution, ſhe is a perfect Cour: 
tier, and loves no body, but for her Uſesz and for her 
Ulſcs the loves all. Beſides, her Phyſicians give her out 
to be none o* the cleareſt, whether the pay 'em or no, 
Heaven knows; and ſhe's above Fifty too, and pargets: 
See her in a Forenoon. Here comes Mavis, a worle 
Face than ſhe! You would nor like chis by Candlelight. 
If you'll come to my Chamber one o* theſe Mornings 
early, or late in an Evening, I'll tell you more. Where's 
Hinghty, Mavis ? 

Mav. Within, Cent aure. 

Cen. What ha* you there ? 

Mav. An Italian Riddle for Sir Dauphine, (you ſhall 
not ſee it i” faich, Centaure.) Good Sir Dawphine, 1olve it 
for me : Þ'll call tor ic anon. 

Cle. How now, Daupbine? how doſt thou quit thy 
ſelf of thele Females ? 

Daz. 'Slight, they haunt me like Fairies, and give me 
Jewels here ; I canitot be rid of 'em. 

Cle. O, you muſt noe cell chough. | 

Dau. Maſs, I torgot that : I was never fo aſſaulted. 
One loves for Vertuc, and bribes me with this : Ano- 
thr loves me with Caution, and fo would poſlefſs me : 
A chicd briags me a Riddle here; And all are jealous, 
ad rail cach ar other. 

Ce. A Riddle ? Pray le me ſee. 

[ He reads the Paper. 

5; Dauphine, I choſe this way of Intimaticn for privacy. 
T'. Ladies bere, I know, bave both bope and purpoſe 15 make 
& Colrgrate and Servant of you. If I might be ſo bonour'd, 
ar to appar at any end of ſo noble a Wark, I would enter 
mt» @a fame of taking Phyſick to morrow, and continue it 

four or five Days, or longer, for your Viſitation, MAv 1s. 

By my taith, a ſubtle one! Call you this a Riddle ? 
What's their Plain dealing, crow ? 

Dau. We lack True wit, to tell us that. 

Cle. We lack him tor ſomewhat elſe coo : His Knights 
Reformalces are wound up as high and infolent as ever 
they were. 

Das. You jzlt. s 

Cle. No Drunkards, either with Wine or Vanity, ever 
contels'd luch Storics of themtelves. I would not give 
a Flies Leg in ballance againſt all the Womens Reputa- 
tions here, it they could be but thought to ſpeak truth: 
And tor the Bride, they have made cheir 4fidavir againſt 
her diretly —— 

Dau. What, that they have lain with her ? 

Cle. Yes; and tell Times, and Curcumſtances, with 
the Cauſe why, and the Place where. I had almoſt 
brought'em to affirm, that they had done it to day. 

Dan. Not both of 'em ? 

Cle. Yes faith; with a footh or two more I had effe- 


&ed it. They would ha? fer it down under their Hands. 


Dau. Why, they will be our Sport, I Ke, ſtil}, whe- 
ther we will or no. 


A& V. Scene Il. 
True-wit, Moroſe, Otter, Cutberd, Clerimont, Dauphin. 


O Are you here ? Come, Dauphine ; go call your 
Uncle preſently : I have firted my Divine and 
my Canoniſt, dyed their Beards and all. The 
Knaves do not know themſelves, they are fo exalted 
and alter'd. Preferment changes any Man. Thou ſhalt 
keep one Door, and1I another, and then Clerimont in the 
midſt, that he may have no means of eſcape from their 
Cavilling, when they grow hot once. And then the 
Women (as I have given the Bride her Inſtructions) to 
break in upon him ! the envoy. O, *ewill be tull and 
ewanging | _— fetch him. Come, Maſter Doctor, 
and Maſter Parſon, look to your Parts now, and dit- 
charge *em bravely 3 you are well ſet forth, perform ic 
as well. If you chance to be out, do not confeſs ir 
with ſtanding ſtill, or humming, or gaping one ar ano- 
ther ; but go on, and talk aloud, ard eagerly ; uſe vehe- 
ment Action, and only remember your Terms, and you 
are ſafe. Let the Matter go where it will ; you have 
many will do fo. Burt at firſt be very folemn and grave, 
like your Garments, though you loie your ſelves after, 
and skip our like a brace ot Jugglers on a Table. Here 
he comes: Set your Faces, and look ſuperciliouſly, 
while I preſent you. 

Mor. Are theſe the two Learned Men ? 

Tru. Yes, Sir; pleaſe you faluce *em ? 

Mor. Salute 'em ? I had rather do any thing, than 

wear out Time fo untruirfully, Sir. 1 wonder how theſe 
common Forms, as God fave you, and Yeu are welcome, 
are come to be a Habic in our Lives! or, I am glad ro 
ſee yeu ! When I cannot ſee what the Profit can be of 
theſe Words, fo long as it is no whit better with him, 
whoſe Afﬀairs are ſad and grievous, that he hears this 
Salucation. 
* Tru. Tis true, Sir; we'll go to the matter then. Gene 
tlemen, Maſter Doctor, and Maſter Parton, 1 have ac- 
quainted you lufficiencly with the Baſineſs tor which 
you are come hicher; and you are not now '0 inform 
your ſelves in the State of the Queſtion, I know. This is 
the Gentleman who expcers your Reſolution, and there- 
fore when you pleaſe, begin. 

Ott. Heale you, Maſter Door. 

Cut. Pleaſe you, good Maſter Parſon. 

Orr. I would hear che Canon-law ſpeak firſt, 

Cut. It muſt give place co politive Divinity, Sir. 

Mer. Nay, good Gentlemen, do not throw me into 
Circumſtances. Lee your Comtorts arrive quickly at 
me, thoſe that are. Be fwifc in aftording me my Peace, 
if fo I ſhall hope any. I love not your Diſputations, 
or your Court-tumules, - And that it be not ſtrange to 
you, I will tell you. My Father, in my Education, was 
wone to adviſe me, that I ſhould always colle& and 
contain my Mind, not ſutfering it to flow looſely ; that 
I ſhould look to what things were necctlary to the Car- 
riage of my Lite, ard what not, embracing the one, 


and eſchewing the other : In ſhort, that | ſhould endear " 


my felt co reſt, and avoid turmoil ; which now is grown 
to be another Nature to me. So that I come not to 
your publick Pleadings, or your Places of Noiſe; not 
that I negle& thoſe things that make tor the Dignity of 
the Common wealth ; but tor the meer avoiding of 
Clamours, and Impertinencies of Orators, that know 
not how to be ſilent. And tor the Cauſe ot Noiſe, am I 
now a Suiror to you. You do not know in what a mi- 
ſery I have been exercis'd this day, what a torrent of 
Evil! My very Houſe turns round with the Tumul: ! 
I dwell in a Wind-mill ! The Perpetual Motion is here, 
and not at Eltham. 

Tru. Well, good Maſter Door, will you break the 


| Ice ? Maſter Parſon will wade atcer. 
Cut. Sir, 
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205 T he Silent Woman. 
"Cur. Sir, though unworthy, and the weaker, I will | Orr. You may have it done for you, Sir. 
preſume. Mor. By no means, good Sir; on to the reſt : Shall 


Orr. *Tis no preſumption, Domme Doctor. 

Mor. Yet again ! 

Cut. Your Queſtion is, For how many Cauſes a Man 
may have Drvertmum legitimum, a lawful Divorce. Fiſt, 
you muſt underſtand the Nature of the word Divorce, 
4 dryertendendo— 

M'r. No excurſions upon Words, good Doctor ; to 
the Queſtion bricfly. ; 

Cut. | an{wer then, The Canon-Law affords Divorce 
bur in tew Caſes; and the principal is in the common 
Caſe, the Adulterous Caſe : But there are ducdecim impe- 
dimenta, ewelve Impediments, (as we call 'em) all which 
do not dirimere contratlum, but irritum reddere matrimo- 
winm, as we ſay in the Cannon-Law 3 nt take away the 
Bond, but cauſe a Nullity therein, 

Mer. I underſtood you before: Good Sir, avoid your 
Impertinency of Tranſlation. 

Ort. He cannot open this too much, Sir, by your 
favour, 

Mor. Yet more! 

Tru. O, you muſt give the Learned Men leave, Sir. 
To your Impediments, Maſter Doctor. 

Cut. The firſt is impedimentum errors. 

'Ort. Of which there arc ſeveral /ſpecte-. 

Cut. I, as error perſon. oe 

Ore. If you contract your ſelf to one Perſon, thinking 
her another. 

Cut. Then, error fortune. 

O:t. If ſhe be a Beggar, and you thought her rich. 

Cut. "Then, error qualitat is. 

Orr, It ſhe prove ſtubborn or head-ſtrong, that you 
thought obedient. 

Mer. How ? is that, Sir, a lawful Impediment ? One 
at once, I pray you, Gentlemen. 

Orr. I, ante copulam, but not poſt copulam, Sir. 

Cut. Maſter Parſon ſays right. Nec poſt nuptiarum be- 
nedittionem. It doth indeed but irrite reddere ſponſalia, 
annul the Contract ; after Marriage it is of no obſtancy. 

Tru. Alas, Sir, what a Hope are we fall'n from by this 
time. 

Cut. The next is Conditio : If you thought her free- 
born, and ſhe prove a Bond-woman, there is Impedi- 
ment of Eſtate and Condition. 

Ort. I, bur, Maſter Doctor, thole Servitudes are ſub- 
late now, among us Chriſtians. 

Cut. By your favour, Maſter Parſon —— 

Ort. You ſhall give me leave, Maſter Doctor. 

Mor.* Nay, Gentlemen, quarrel not in that Queſtion 
it concerns not my Caſe: Pals to the third. « 

Cut. Well then, the third is votum : If cicher Party 
have made a Vow of Chaſtity. But that Practice, as 
Maſter Parſon ſaid of the other, is taken away among 
us, thanks be to Diſcipline. The fourth 1s cognatio; it 
the Perſons be of Kin within the Degrees. 

Orr. I: Do you know what the Degrees are, Sir ? 

Mor. No, nor | care not, Sir ; they offer me no Com- 
fort in the Queſtion, I am ure. 

Cut. But there is a Branch of this Impediment may, 
which is cognatio ſpiritual; If you were her Godfather, 
Sir, then the Marriage is inceſtuous. 

Ort. That Comment is abſurd, and ſuperſtitious, Maſter 
Doctor : I cannot endure it. Are we not all Brothers 
and Siſters, and as much a kin in that, as Godtathers 
and God-daughters. 

Mor: O me ! To end the Controverſie, I never was 
a Godfather, I never was a Godfather in my lite, Sir. 
Pals to the next. 

Cur. The fifth is crimen adulteriicz the known Caſe. 
The lixth, cults diſparitas, difference of Religion : Have 
you ever examin'd her, what Religion ſhe is of ? 

' Mer. No, 1 would rather ſhe were of none, than be 
put to the trouble of it. 


you ever come to an end, think you ? 

Tru. Yes, he has done half, Sir. (On to the reſt.) Be 
patient, and expe, Sir. 

Cur. The ſeventh is, vis ; if it were upon compulſion 
or force, 

Mor. O no, it was too voluntary, mine, too voluntary. 

Cut. The eighth is, ordo 3 if ever ſhe have taken Holy 
Orders. 

Ore. That's ſuperſtitious too. 

Mer. No matter, Maſter Parſon ; would ſhe would 
$0 into a Nunnery yer. 

Cut, The ninth is, ligamen; if you were bound, Sir, 
to any other before, 

Mor, 1 thruſt my ſelf too ſoon into theſe Fetters, 

Cut, The tenth is, publics boneſtas 3 which is inchoats 
quedam affinitas. 
| Orr, I, or affinitar orta ex ſponſalibw ; and is but leve 
impediment wm. 

, Fn I teel no Air of Comtort blowing to me, in all 
this. 

Cut. The eleventh is, affinitas ex fornicatione. 

Ore, Which is no leſs vera affinitas, than the other, 
Maſter Doctor. 

Cut. True, que oritur ex legitimo matrimonio. 

Orr. You fay right, venerable Door : And, naſcitur 
ex e0, quod per conjugium due perſone efficiuntur una caro— 

Mor. Hey-day, now they begin. 

Cut, I conceive you, Maſter Parſon : Ita per fornica- 
tionem eque eft vers pater, qui ſic generat 

Orr, Et were filins qui fic generatur—— , 

Mor. What's all this to me? 

Cle, Now it grows warm. 

Cut. The twelfth and laſt is, {# forte coire nequibis. 

Orr. I, that is impedimentum graviſſimum : It doth ut- 
terly annul, and annihilate, that. If you have manife- 
ſtam frigiditatem, you are well, Sir. 

Tru. Why,there is Comfort come at length, Sir. Con- 
feſs your ſelf but a Man unable, and ſhe will ſue to be 
divorc'd firſt. 

Orr. I, or if there be morbus perpetuws, & inſanabilit; 
as Paralyſis, Elephantiaſis, or ſo 

Das. O, but frigiditas is the fairer way, Gentlemen. 

Orr. You ſay troth, Sir, and as it is in the Canon, Ma- 
{ter Door. 

Cut. I conceive you, Sir. 

Cle, Betore he ſpeaks. 

Ort. "That a Boy, or Child, under years, is not fit for Mar- 
riage, becauſe be cannot reddere debitum, 50 your ormmpo- 
FOmeg— 

Tru. Your impotentes, you whorſon Lobſter. 

Ort. Your impotentes, I ſhould fay, are minime apti ad 
contrahenda matrimonium. 

Tru. Matrimonium ? We ſhall have moſt un-matrimo- 
nial Latin with you: Matrimenia, and be hang'd. 

Das. You put 'em out, Man. 

Cut, But then there will ariſe a Doubt, Maſter Par- 
ſon, in our Caſe, pot matrimonium : that frigitate predi- 
tus (do you conceive me, Sir ?) 

Ort. Very well, Sir. 

Cut. Who cannot uti uxore pro uxore, May habere eam 
pro ſorore. 

Orr. Abſurd, abſurd, abſurd, and meerly apoſtatical. 

Cut. You ſhall pardon me, Maſter Parſon, I can 
prove it. | 

Orr. You can prove a Will, Maſter Do&or, you can 
prove nothing elſe. Does not the Verſe of your own 
Canon lay, Hec ſocianda vetant connubia, fatta retrattant— 

Cut. 1 grant you; but how do they retraare, Maſtct 
Parſon ? | 

Mor. (O, this was it I fear'd.) 

3 Ott. In aternum, vir. 

Cut. That's falſe in Divinity, by your fayour. 

Ort, "Tis 
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brt. Tis falſe in Humanity, to ſay ſo. Is he not pror- 
ſos inutilis ad thorum? Can he preftare fidem datam? | 
would fain know. 

Cut. Yes; how if he do comvalere ? 

Ort. He cannot convalere, it is impoſlible. 

Tru. Nay, good Sir, attend the Learned Men ; they'll 
think you negleR 'em elle. 

Cut. Or, it he do ſimalare himſelf frigidum, odio uxoris, 
orſo? + 

Ott. I ſay, he is adulter manifeſtw then. 

Das. (They diſpute it very learnedly, i faith.) 

Ort. And proffitutor wxoris ; and this is poſitive. 

Mor. Good Sir, let me eſcape. 

Tru, Y ou will not do me that wrong, Sir ? 

Orr, And therefore if he be manifefte frigidas, Sir—— 

Cut, I, if he be manifeſte frigid, 1 grant you—— 

Orr, Why, that was my Concluſion, 

Cut, And mine too. 

Tru, Nay, hear the Concluſion, Sir. 

Ort, Then, frigiditatis canſa—— 

Cut, Yes, cauja frigiditatio— 

Mor. O, mine Ears | 

Ort. She may have libellum divortii againſt you. 

Cut. I, drvortii libellum (ſhe will fure have. 

Mor. Good Echo's, torbear. 

Ott, If you contels it— ' 

Cut. Which I would do, Sir— 

M:r. I will do any thing — 

Orr. And clear my elf in foro conſcientia— 

Cut. Becauſe you want in 

Mor. Yet more ? 

Orr. Exercendi poteſt ate. 


Act V. Scene IV. 


Epicene, Moroſe, Haughty, Centaure, Mavis, Mrs.Otter, 
Daw, | ta, Deopline, Clerimont, La- Foole, Otter, 
Cutberd. 


Will not endure it any lo 
you help me. This is ſuch a 


— ——— 


r. Ladies, I beſeech 
rong as never was of- 
fer'd to poor Bride before : upon her Marriage-day to 
have her Husband conſpire againſt her, and a couple of 
mercenary Companions to be __y for Forms ſake, 
to perſwade a Separation ! If you Blood or Verrue 
in you, Gentlemen, yag would not ſuffer ſuch Earwigs 
_ any or Scorpions to creep between Man 
and Wife 


Mor. O the Variety and Changes of my Torment ! 

Haus. Let bs dead out of by our 
Grooms. - 

Cen. I'll lend you my Footman. 


Mav. We'll have our Men Blanket 'em i* the Hall. 

Mrs. Ott. As there was one at our Houſe, Madam, for 
peeping in at the Door. 

Daw. Content, i? faith. 

Tru. Stay, Ladies and Gentlemen; you'll hear before 
you proceed ? 
Mav. V11d ha? the Bridegroom blanketed too. 

Cen, Begin with him firſt. 

Hau, Yes, by my troth. 

Mor. O, Mankind Generation ! 

Das. Ladies, for my lake forbear. 

Has. Yes, for Sir Dauphine's ſake. 

' Cen, He ſhall command us. 

La-F. He is as fine a Gentleman of his Inches, Ma- 
dam, as any is about the Town, and wears as good Co- 
lours when he liſts. 

Tru. Be brief, Sir, and confeſs your Infirmity 3 ſhe'l 
be a fire to be quic of you, it ſhe but hear that nam'd 
once, you ſhall not entreat her to ſtay ; ſhe'll fly you 
like one that had the Marks upon him. . 

Mor. Ladies, I muſt crave all your Pardons—— 

Tru, Silence, Ladies. 


| 


Mer. For a Wrong I have done to your whole Sex; in 
marrying this fair and vertuous Gentlewomian.—— 

Cle. Hear i 08 Ladies. 

Mor. _ guiley of an yoo nm which before I 
conferr'd with theſe Learned Men, I thought I mighe 
have Conceal'd=—— 

Tru. But now being better inform'd in his Conſciencs 
by them, he is to declare it, and give ſatisfaction, by 
asking your publick Forgivene6. 

Mor. I am no , Ladies 

All. How ! 


, Mr. Uterly unabled in Nature, by reaſon of frigi- 
dity, _ the Duties, or any the lealt Ofhed! of 2 


Mav. Now out upon him, igious Creature | 
Cen, Bridegroom — . 


Has. And would you offer it to a young Genile- 
woman ? 

Mrs. Ott. A Lady of her Lg 

Epi, Tut, a Device, a Device, this ; it ſmells rankly, 
Ladies. A meer Commene of his own. 

Tru. Why, if you ſuſpeR that, Ladies, you may have 
him ſearch'd. 

Daw. As the Cuſtom is, by a Jury of Phyſicians. 
La-F. Yes faith, 'twill be brave. 

Mor. O me, muſt I undergo that ? 

Mrs. Ott. No, let Women ſearch him, Madam z we 
can do it our ſelves. 

Mor. Out on me, worſe ! , 

Epi. No, Ladies, you ſhall not need, T'll take him wich 
all his Faults. 

Mer. Worſt of all! 

Cle. Why, then 'tis no Divorce, Door, if ſhe con- 
ſent not ? 

Cuz. No, if the Man be frigide, it is de parte wxors, 
that we grant lebellum divortis, in the Law. 

Ore. I, it is the ſame in m— 

Mor. Worſe, worſe than worlt ' 

Tru. Nay, Sir, be not utterly diſheartned ; we have 
et a Relick of Hope left, as neer as our Comfort 
15 blown out. Cleriment, produce your Brace of Knights. 
What was that, Maſter Parſon, you told me m* errore 
—_— Cen now ? Dauphine, whiſper the Bride, thac 

it as if ſhe were guilty and aſtiam'd. 

Orr. Sir, in errore qualitatis (which Maſter Do- 
Ror did forbear to urge) if ſhe be found corrupra, char is, 
vitiated or broken up, that was pro wirgine deſponſ/a, 
eſpous'd for a Maid 

Mor What then, Sir ? 

Ore. Ir doth dirimere contrafum, and irritum reddere too. 

Tre. If this be true, we are happy again, Sir, once 
more. Here are an honourable brace of Kaights that 
ſhall affirm ſo much. 

Dew. Pardon us, gooll Maſter Clerimont. 

Ls F. You ſhall excuſe us, Maſter Clermont. 

Cle. Nay, you muſt make it good now, Knights; there 
is no remedy : Ill cat no words for you, nor no Men : 
You know you ſpoke it to me ? 

Daw. ls this Gentlemar-like, Sir ? 

Tru. Jack Daw, he's worle than Sir Ameorow; fiercer a 
great deal, Sir Amorow, beware, there be een Daws in 
this Clerimont. 

La-F. Il confeſs it, Sir. 

Daw. Will you, Sir Amorons ? Will you wound Re- 

tation ? 

La-F. I am reſolv'd. 

Tru. So ſhould you be too, Feck Dew : What ſhould 
—_—_— off ? She is but a Woman, and in diſgrace: 

be _ ont. , © 

Daw. Will he? I thought he would ha' angry. 

__ will diſpatch, Knighes; ic muſt be .£.o 
r faith. 

Tru. Why, an' it mult, ic ſhall, Sir, they ſay, They'll 
[a go backs Do nas temp his Patience. "+ 

aw. 
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- The Silent Woman. 


Daw. It is true indeed, Sir, 

La-F. Yes, I aſlure you, Sir. | 

Mor. What is true,Gentlemer.? what do you aſſure me? 
Daw. That we have known your Bride, dir—— 
La-F. In good faſhion. She was our Miſtris, or jo—. 
Cle. Nay, you muſt be plain,K nights,as you were to me, 
Ore.” 1, the Queſtion is, if you have caraaliter, Or no * 
La-F. Carnaliter? What elſe, Sir ? 

Orr. It is enough ; a plain Navy. 

Epi. T am undone, I am undans ! 


Mor. O let me worſhip and adore you, Gentlemen ! | 


Epi. I am undone : ets 

Mor. Yes, to my hand, I thank theſe Knights. Maſter 
Parſon, let me thank you otherwilc. | 

Cen. And ha' they confeb'd ? 

Mav. Now out upon 'em, Informers ! | 

Tru. You ſee what Creatures you may beſtow your 
Favours on, Madams. A774) 

Hau. 1 would except again{t''em as beaten Knights, 
Wench, and not good Witnefles.in Law. 

Mrs. Ott. Poor Centlewoman, how fhe takes it ! 

Hau. Be comforted, Moroſe, I love you the better for't. 

Cen. So do I, I proteſt. 

Cut. Bur Gentlemen, you have not known her ſince 
Matrimonium ? 

Daw. Not to day, Maſter Doctor. 

La F. No, Sir, not to day. | ; 

Cut. Why, then I ſay, For any Act befare, the Matri- 
monium is good and po unleſs. the — 
Bridegroom did preciſcly, betore Witneſs,: demand, if 
ſhe were Virgo ante nuptias. 

Epi. No, that he did not, I aſſure you, Maſter DoRtor. 

Cut. It he cannot prove that, it b ratum comugnen, 
notwithſtanding the Premiſles; and they do no way mn 
pedire. And this is my Sentence, this I pronounce... 

Ort. I am of Maſter DoRor's reſolution coo, Sir 3 it 
you made not that Demand ante nupties. 

Mor. O my Heart! wile thou break? wilt thou break ? 
This is worſt of all worſt worſts that Hell, cold have 
devis'd | Marry a Whore ! and fo much noiſe,! 

Das, Come, I ſee now plain Confederacy jn this Do- 
&tor and this Parſon, to abuſe a Gentleman. You ſtudy 
his Affliction, I pray' bz gone, Companions, And Gen- 
tlemen, I begin to fuſpect you, for having parts with 
7m, bir, will it pleaſe you hear me ? 

Mor, O, do not talk to me; take not from me the 
pleaſure of dying in (ilence, Nephew, 

Day, Slr, I mult ſpeak to you, 1 have been long your 

r deſpis'd Kinſman, and many a hard Thought has 
ſtrengihned you againſt me / But now It (hall appear it 
either 1 love you of your Peace, and prefer then to all 
the World beſide. I will not be long or grievous to you, 
Sir. If I free you of this unhappy Match abſolutely, 
and inſtantly, alter all this trouble, and almoſt in your 
deſpair, now=— 

Mor. (It cannot be.) 

Dau. Sir, that you be never troubled with a murmur 
of it more, what ſhall I hope for, or deſerve ot you ? 

Mor. O, what thou wilt, Nephew ! Thou ſhale de- 
ſerve me, and have me. 

Dau. Shall I have your Favour perfet to me, and 
Love'hereafter ? 

Mor. That, and any thing beſide. Make- thine own 
Conditions. My whole Eltate is thine ; manage it, I 
will become thy Ward. 

Das. Nay, Sir, I will not be fo unreaſonable. 

Epi. Will Sir Dawphine be mine Enemy too ? 

Das, You know I have been long a Suiter to you, 
Uncle, that our of your Eſtate, which is Fiiteen hundred 
a year, you would allow me but Five hundred during 
Life, and aſſure the reſt upon me after 3 to which I have 
often, by my ſclt and my Friends, tendred you a Wri- 
ting to hign, which you would never conſent or incline 
to. It you plcale but to effect it now——— a 

E 


Ar. "Thou ſhalt have it, Nephew :1 will do it; and 
more, 

Das. If I quit you not preſently, and for ever of this 
Cumber, you ſhall have power inſtantly, afore all theſe, 
to revoke your Act, and I will become whoſe Slave you 
will give me to, for ever, 

Mor. Where is the Writing ? T will ſeal toit, that, or 
to a Blank, and write thine own Conditions. 

Epi. O me, moſt unfortunate wretched Gentlewoman! 

Hau. Will Sir Dawphine do this ? 

Epi. Good Sir, have ſome compaflion on me. 

Mor. O,my Nephew knows you belike; away, Crecod:!e. 

Cen. He does it not ſure without good ground. 

Dau. Here, Sir. 

Mor. Come, Nephew, give me the Pen ; I will ſub 
{cribe to any thing, and ſeal to what thou wile, for my 
Deliverance. Thou art my Reftorer. - Here, I deliver it 
thee as my Deed. If there be a Word in it lacking, 
or writ with falſe Orthography, 1 proteſt betore—— ] 
will not take the advantage. 

Dau. Then here is your Releaſe, Sir; He takes of 
you have married a Boy, a Gentleman's Epicene's 
Son, that I have brought up this halt- Pane, 
year, at my great Charges, and for this Compoſition, 
which I have now made with you. What ſay you, 
Maſter Doctor ? This is juſtum mpedimentum , | hope, 
error perſone ? 

Ort. Yes, Sir, in primo grads, 

Cut, In primo grads. 


Das. I thank you, good Door Cutberd, He pubs » of 
and Parſon Orter. You are beholden to #7 Beard: 
and .Dijguiſe. 


'em, Sir, that have taken this pains for you; 
and my Friend Maſter 7rue-wit, who enabled *em for 
the Buſineſs. Now you may go in end reſt, be as pri- 
vate as you will, Sir. I'll not trouble you , cill you 
trouble me with your Funeral, which I care not how 
ſoon it come. Cutherd , I'll make your Leaſe good. 
Thank me not, but with your Leg, Cutberd., And Tom 
Otter, yout Princeſs ſhall be reconcil'd tro you. How 
now, Gentlemen ! do you look at me 2? | 

Cle. A Boy! 

Dan, Yes, Miltris Epicene. 

Tru, Well, Daupbine, you have lurch'd your Friends 
of the bertgr half of tho Garland, by concealing this 
| of the Plot : But much good do it thee, thou des 
larv'ſt it, Lad, And Clerimon, tor thy unexpected bring 
ing thoſy ewo to Conteflion, wear my part of it freely, 
Nay, Sir Daw, and Sir La-Poole, you fog the Gentlowo- 
man that has done you the Favniurs | We are all thank- 
ful to you, and {6 ſhould the Woman kind here, ſpecl- 
ally tor lying on her, though not with her | You meant 
fo, I am fure. But that we have ſtuck it upon you to 
day, in your own imagin'd perſons, and fo lately, this 
Amazon, the Champion of the Sex, ſhould beat you now 
thriſtily, for the common Slanders which Ladies re- 
ceive trom ſuch Cuckows as you are. You are they, 
that when no merit of Fortune can make you hope to 
enjoy their Bodies, will yet lie wich their Reputations, 
and make their Fame luffer, Away, you common 
Moths of theſe, and all Ladies Honours. Go, travel to 
make Legs and Faces, and come home with ſome new 
Matter to be laught at; you deſerve to live in an Air 
as Corrupted as that wherewich you feed Rumor. Ma- 
dams, you are mute, upon this new Metamorpboſis! But 
here ſtands ſhe that has vindicated your Fames, Take 
heed of ſuch m/e#e hereatter. And let it not trouble 
you, that you have diſcover'd any Myſteries to this 
young Gentleman : He is (a'moſt) of Years, and will 
make a good Viſitant within this Twelve-month. In 
the mean time, we'll all undertake for his Secrecy, 
that can ſpeak ſo well of his Silence. Spe&Rators, it you 
like this Comedy, rife cheartully, and now Moroſe is gone 
in, clap your Hands. Ic may be, that Noile will, cure 


| him, ar leaſt pleaſe him, 
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THE 


ALCHEMIST. 


A COMEDY. 


Aacd in the Year 1610. By the Kixos MajesrTyYs Servants: 
With the Allowance of the Maſter of R t vt S. 


"0 — = 
The Author B. |. 

-------+--Petere inde coronam, C 

Unde prius nullt velarint tempora Muſe. Lucret. "—_Y 


oo l———— 


To the Lavy moſt deſerving Her Naw and Br 000, 


Mary Lady Wroth. 


MADAM, 


N the 4g of Sacrifices, the Truth of Religion was not in the Greatneſs and Fat of the Of- 
ferings, but im the Devotion and Zeal of the Sacrificers , Elſe what could a Handful of Gums 
have done in the ſigh of a Hecatomb ? Or, how might ”_ at this Altar, except with 
thoſe Aﬀettions that no leſs love the Light and Witneſs, than they have the Conſcience of your 

Vertue ? If what I offer bear an acceptable Odour, and hold the firſt Strength, it is your Value of 

it, which remembers where, when, and to whom it was kindled, Otherwiſe, as the Times are, there 

comes rarely forth that Thing ſo full of Authority or Example, but by Aſſiduity and Cuſtom grows 
leſs, and loſes. This, yet, Jafe in your Judgment ( which is a S1DxEY8) is forbidden to ſpeak 
more, left it talk or look like one of the Ambitious Faces of the Time, who the more they paint, are 


the leſs themſelves, 


Your Ladiſhips true Honourer, 


BEN. JOHNSON. 
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The PersoNs of the Pray. 


SuBTLE, the Alchemiſt, 

Face, the Houſe-keeper. 

Dor. Common, their Colleague, 
DaePes, 4 Clerk, 


DxuGcor , 4 Tabacco-man, 


Love-wir, Maſter of the Houſe. 


SuxLEy, 4 Gameſter. 


ANANIAs, « Deacon there. 


KASTRILL, the angry Boy. 


Da. Piianr, bis Siſter, a Widow. 


N#1GHBOURS:. 


Or FICERS. 


MurTszs. 


Erericuxs Mammon, a Knight, 


TxiButartioON, 4 Paſtor of Amſterdam, 


The SctrxNe 
LONDON. 


The Principal Comanpi ans were, 


RIC BURBADGE. 
JOH. LOWIN. 
HEN. CONDEL. 
ALEX. COOKE. 
ROB. ARMIN. 


708. HEMINGS. 
WILL. OSTLER. 
70H. UNDERWOOD. 
NIC. TOOLY, 

WILL. EGLESTONE. 
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THE 


ALCHEMIST: 


THE ARGUMENT. 
T be Sickneſs bot, a pure. for fear, 


H is Houſe in Town, and 


t one Servant there, 


E aſe him corrupted, and gave means to know 
A Cheater, and bis Punk ; who, now brought low, 


L eaving their narrow Prattice, were become 

C os ners at large ; and only wanting ſome 

H ouſe to ſet up, with him they here contra, 

E ach for a Share, and all begin to aft. 

M uch Company they draw, and much abuſe, 

I n caſtmg Figures, telling Fortunes, News, 

S elling of Flies, flat Bawd ry, with the Stone ; 
T ill it, and they, and all in Fume are gone. 


PROLOGUE. 


Ortune, that fawours Fools, theſe two ſhort Hours 
In We wiſh away, both for your ſakes, and ours, 
Fudging Speftators ; and deſire in place, 
7; th' Author Fuſtice, to our ſel Grace. 
Our Scene « London, 'cauſe we would make known, 
No Countries Mirth u better than our own : 
No Clime breeds better Matter for yuur Whore, 
Bawd, Squire, Impoſtor, many Perſons more, 
Whoſe Manners, now call'd Humours, feed the Stage 3 
And which bawve ſtill been Subje& for the Rage 
Or Spleen of Comick Writers. ough this Pen 
Did never aim to grieve, but better Men 
Howe er the Age be hw in doth endure 
The Vices that ſhe breeds, above their Cure. 
But when the wholeſom Remedies are ſweet, 
And in their working Gain and Profit meet, 
He hopes to ſind no Spirit ſo much diſeas'd, 
But will with fuck fair Correflives be pleas'd : 
For here he doth not fear ho can *7p9: 
IF there be any that will ſit ſo nig 
Unto the Stream, to look what it doth run, 
They ſhall find things, they 1d think, or wiſh, were done ; 
They are ſo natural Follies, but fo ſhown, 
As even the Doers may ſee, and yet not own. 


Act I. Scene I. 
Face, Subtle, Dol Common. 


Eliev't, I will. Sub. Thy worſt. I fart at thee. 
Dol. Ha* you your Wits? Why Gentlemen : for 
love 
Fac. Sirrah, I'll ſtrip you— Sub. What to do? lick Figs' 
Out at my— Fac. Rogue, Rogue, out of all your fleights. 


Dol. Nay,look ye,Sovereign,General,are you Madmen? 

Sub, O, let the wild Sheep loofe. Fll Gum your Silks 
With good Strong-warter, an' you come. 

Dol. Will you have 
The Neighbours hear you ? Will you betray all ? 
Heark, I hear ſome body. Fac. Sirrah— Sub. I ſhall mar 
All that the Taylor has made, if you approach. 

Fac. You moſt notorious Whelp, you inſolenc Slave, 
Dare you do this? Sub.Yes faith,yes faith. Fac.Why,who 
Am 1, my Mungril? who am I 2? Sub. Fil cell you, 

Since you know not your felf— Fac. Speak lower,Rogue. 

Swb.Yes.You were once(time's not long paſt)che good, 
Honeſt, plain, Livery-three-pound-thrum, that kepe 
Your Maſters Worſhips Houſe here in the Friers, 

For the Vacations Fac. Will you be fo lowd ? 

Sub. Since, by my means, tranſlated Suburb Captain. 

Fac, By your means, Doctor Dog ? 

Sub, Within Man's memory, 

All this I ſpeak of. Fac. Why, I pray you, have I 
Been countenanc'd by you, or you by me ? 
Do but colle&, Sir, where 1 met you firſt. 

Sub. I do not hear well. Fac. Not of this, I think it. 

Bur I ſhall put you in mind, Sir ; at Pie-corner, 
Taking your meal of Steam in, from Cooks Stalls 3 
Where, like che Father of Hunger, you did walk 
Piceouſly coſtive, with your pinch'd-horn-noſe, 
And your Complexion of the Roman Wath, 
Seuck full of black and melancholick Worms, 
Like Powder-corns ſhot at th* Artillery-yard. 
Sub, 1 wiſh you could advance your Voice a lictle. 
Fac. When you went pinn'd up in the ſeveral Rags 


| Yo' had rak'd and pick'd from Dunghils, betore day ; 


Your Feet in mouldy Slippers, for your Kibes 

A Felc oft Rug, and a thin thredden Cloke, / 

Thar ſcarce would cover your no Buttock:— 
Sub. So, Sir | / 
Fac. When all your Alchemy, and your 4lg:bra, 

Your Minerals, Vegetals, and Animals, | 
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The Alchemiſt. 


Your Conjuring, Coz'ning, and your dozen of Trades, 
Could not relicve your Corps with ſo much Linnen 
Would make you Tinder, but to fee a Fire ; 

I ga' you Count*nance, Credit for your Coals, 

Your Stills, your Glaiſes, your Materials ; 

Builc you a Fornace, drew you Cultomers, 

Advanc'd all your black Artsz lent you, beſide, 

A Houſe to practiſe in Sub, Your Maſter's Houſe ? 

Fac. Where you have ſtudied the more thriving Skill 
Of Bawd'ry ſince. S»5. Yes, in your Maſter's Houſe. 
You and the Rats here kept poſſetlon. 

Make it not {trange. 1 know yo were one could keep 
The Buttry-harch ſtill lock'd, and fave the Chippings, 
S2ll the Dole-Beer ro Aqua-vite men, 

The which, together with you Cbriſtmaſs V ails 

At Poſt and Pair, your letting out of Counters, 

Made you a pretty Stock, fome twenty Marks, 

And gare you credit to converſe with Cobwebs, 

Here, fince your Miſtris Death hath broke up Houſe. 

Fac.Y ou might talk fotclier,Raſcal. Sub.No,you Scarabe, 
I'll thunder you in pieces: I will teach you 
How to beware to tempt a Fury again, 
That carries Tempezlt in his Hand and Voice. 

Fac. The Place has made you valiant. 

$#b. No, your Cloths. 
Thou Vermin, have I tane thee out of Dung, 
So pocr, fo wretched, when no living thing 
Would keep thee Company, but a Spider, or worſe ? 
Rais'd thee from Brooms, and Duſt, and Watring Pots? 
Subl;»d thee, and exalted thee, and fix'd thee 
I the Third Kegion, call'd our State of Grace ? 
Wrought thee to Sprrit, to Quinteſſence, with pains 
Would ewice have won me the j9ms car Work ? 
Put thee in Words and Faſhion, made thee fit 
For more than orVinary Fellowſhips 2 
Giv'n thee thy Oaths, thy quarelling Dimenſions 2? 
Thy Rules to cheat at Horſe-race, Cock-pit, Cards, 
Dice, or whatever gallant Tincture elſe ? 
Made thee a Second in mine own great Art? 
And have I this {1 thanks? Do you rebel ? 
Po you fly out 7 the Projection ? 
Would you be gone now ? 

Dol. Gentlemen, what mean you ? 

Will you mar all ? $45. Slave,thou hadſt had no Name— 

De!. Will you undo your ſelves with Civil War ? 

Sub, Never been known, paſt Equi cl:banum, 

The heat of Horſe dung, under Ground, in Cellars, 
Or an Alc-houſe darker than deaf Febr's ; been lot 
To all Mankind, but Laundreſſes and Tapfters, 

Had not I been. 

Del. Do you know who hears you, Sovercign ? 

Fac. Sirrah 
* Dol. Nay, General, I thought you were civil— 
ac. I ſhall turn deſperate, if you grow thus lowd. 

Sub. And hang thy eli, I care not. 

Fac. Hang thee, Colliar, 

And all thy Pots and Pans, in Picture, I will, 
Since thou halt mov'd me 

De!. (O, this *Il orethrow all.) 

Fac. Write thee up Bawd in Pauls, have all thy Tricks 
Of coz ning with a hollow Coal, Duſt, Scrapings, 
Searching tor things loſt with a Sieve and Shears, 

refting Figures in your Rows of Houles, 
And taking in of Shadows with a Glaſs, 
Told in Red Letters 3 and a Face cut tor thee, 
Worle than Gamalie! Ratſey's. Del. Are you ſound ? 
Ha' you your Senſes, Maſters ? Fac. I will have 
A Book, but barely reckoning thy Impoſtures, 
Shall prove a true Philoſophers Srone, to Printers. 

Sub. Away, you Trencher-Raſlcal, 

Fac. Out, you Dog-leach, 

The Y omit of all Priſons—— Dol. Will you be 
Your own Deſtructions, Gentlemen ? Still ſpew'd out 
For lying too heavy of the Basket. 


- 


OO —————— 
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Sub, Cheater. Fac. Bawd. 
Sub. Cow-herd. Fac. Conjurer. S»b. Cut-purlz. 
Fac. Witch. Dol. O me ! 
| We are ruin'd ! loſt ! Hy you no more regard 
To your Reputations? Where's your Judgment ? *Slight, 
Have yet ſome care of me, o* your Republick—— 
Fac. Away, this Brach. 1'1l bring thee, Rogue, within 
The Statute of Sorcery, Triceſimo tertio 
Of Harry the Eighth : I, and (perhaps) thy Neck 
Within a Nooſe, for laundring Gold, and barbing it. 
Del. You'll bring your Head within a Cockſcomh, 
will you ? 
[ She catches out Face*s Sword, and breaks Subtle's Glaſs, 
And you, Sir, with your Menſtrue, gather it up. 
*Sdeath, you abominable Pair of Stink4rds, 
Leave oft your Barking, and grow one again, 
Or, by the Light that ſhines, I'll cut your Throats:; 
I'll not be made a Prey unto (hc Marthal, 
For ne'er a ſnarling Dog-bol. of yo: 5oth, 
Ha" you together cozer & all «1's 1vhile, 
And all the World ? and {1 i: now be ſaid, 
Yo'have made moſt courteous Nite ro cozen your ſelves ! 
You will accuſe him 2 You vill bring him in 
Wirhin the Sratute ? Who thall cake your word ? 
A whorelon, upſtart, Apocryphal Captain, 
Whom nor a Puiitan in Black-Friars will cruſt 
So much as tor a F-ather | And ycu roo 
Will give che Cauſe, torſooth ? You will inſult, 
And claim a | :' nacy in the, Diviſions ? 
You muſt be Chief ? As if you only had 
The Powder to project with, and che Work 
Were rot begun c :r of Equality ? 
The Vencure T7 -ariite? All things in common ? 
Wichout Priority ? *Sdeach, you perpetual Curs, 
Fall -o your Cou”!25 again, and cozen kindly, 
| And hea-rily, and lovingly, as you ſhould, 
And loſe not the beginning ot a Term, 
| O;, by this Hand, I thall grow facious too, 
And take my part, and quit you. Fac. 'Tis his fault, 
| He eter murmurs, and objects his Pains, 
And 1xys, the weight of all lies upon him. 
Suv. Why, fo it does. Del. How does ic ? Do not we 
Suſtain our Parts ? Sub. Yes, but they are not equal. 
Del. Why, it your Part exceed to oy, I hope 
| Qurs may to morrow match it. Sub. I, they may. 
Dol. May,murmuring Maſtiff ! I,and do. Death on me! 


| 
| Held me to throttle him. Sub. Dorothee, Miſtris Dorothee, 


'Ods precious, Ill do any thing. What do you mean? 
Dil. Becauſe o*' your Fermentation and Cibation ? 
Sub. Not I, by Heaven 
Dil. Your Sol and Luna— help me. 

Sub. Would I were hang'd then. I'll conform my ſelf. 
Dol. Will you, Sir ? Do fo then, and quickly : ſwear. 
Sub. What ſhould I ſwear ? 

Dol. To leave your FaQtion, Sir, 

And labour kindly in the Common Work. 

Sub. Let me not breathe, it I meant ought beſide. 

I only us'd thoſe Speeches as a Spur 

To him. Dol. I hope we nced no Spurs, Sir. Do we ? 
Fac. 'Slid, prove to day, who (hall ſhark beſt. 

Sub. Agreed. 
Dol. Yes, and work cloſe, and friendly. 
Sub. *Slight, the Knor 

Shall grow the ſtronger for this Breach, with me. 

Dol. Why, fo, my good Babonns ! Shall we go make 

A fort of ſober, (curvy, preciſe Neighbours, 

(That ſcarce have ſmil'd ewice (in* the King came in) 

A Feaſt of Laughter at our Follies ? Raſcals, 

Would run themſelves from breath, to ſee me ride, 

Or you thave but a Hole to thruſt your Heads in, 

For which you ſhould pay Ear-rent 7 No, agree. 

And may Don Provoſt ride a teaſting long, 

In his old Velvet Jerkin and ſtain'd Scarts, 

| (My noble Sovereign, and worthy General) 
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Ere we contribute a new Crewel Garter 
'To his moſt Worſted Worſhip. Sb. Royal Dol ! 
Spoken like Claridiana, and thy ſelf. 

Fac. For which, at Supper, thou ſhalt fit in triumph, 
And not be ſtyPd Dol Common, but Dol Proper, 

Dol Singular : The longeſt Cur, at Nighe, 
Yall draw thee for his Dol Particular. 

Sub, Who's that ? one rings. To the Windo', Dol. 
Pray Heavn, 
The Maſter do not trouble us this Quarter. 

Fac. O, fear not him. While there dies one a Week 
O' the Plague, he's ſafe, from thinking toward London. 
Beſide, he's buſic at his Hop-yards now : 

I had a Letter from him. It he do, 
Hz'Il ſend ſuch word, for airing o' the Houſe, 
As you ſhall have ſuthcient time to quit it : 
Though we break up a Fortnight, 'tis no matter. 
Sub. Who is it, Dol ? 
Dol. A fine young Quodling. Fac. O, 
My Lawyers Clerk, I lighted on laſt night 
in Holborn, at the Dagger. He would have 
(I told you of him) a Familiar, 
To rifle with at Horſes, and win Cups. 

Dol. O, let him in« 

Sub. Stay. Who ſhall do't? Fac. Get you 
Your Robes on: 1. will meet him, as going out. 

Deol. And what ſhall I do? Fac. Not be ſeen, away. 
$2em you very referv'd. 

Sub. Enough. Fac. God b w* you, Sir. 

I pray you let him know that I was here. 
His Name is Dapper. I would gladly have ſtaid, but— 


Act I. Scene II. 
Dapper, Face, Subtle. 


EY I am here. 
Fac. Who's that ? He's come, I think, Do@or. 


Good faith, Sir, I was going away. Dap. In truth, 
I am very ſorry, Captain. Fac. But I choughe 
Sure I ſhould mcet you. Dap. I, I am very glad. 
I had a ſcurvy Writ or two to make, 
And I had lent my Watch laſt night to one 
That dines to day at the Sheriffs, and ſo was robb'd 
Of my paſs-time. Is this the Cunning-man ? 
Fac. "This is his Worſhip. Dap. Is he a Door ? Fac. Yes. 
Dap. And ha' you broke wich him, Captain ? 
Fac, |. Dap. And how ? 
Fac. Faith, he does make the matter, Sir, ſo dainty, 
I know not what to ſay— Dap. Not fo, good Captain. 
Fac. Would I were fairly rid on't, believe me. 
Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, Sir. Why ſhould you 
with fo ? 
I dare aſſure you, I'll not be ungrateful, 
Fac. I cannot think you will, Sir. But the Law 
Is fuch a thing— And then he ſays, Read's Matter 
Falling lo lately Dap. Read ? He was an Als, 
And dealt, Sir, with a Fool. Fac. It was a Clerk, Sir. 
Dap. A Clerk? 
Fac. Nay, hear me, Sir, you know the Law 
Better, I think—— Dap. I ſhould, Sir, and the Danger. 


You know, I ſhew'd the Srature to you ? Fac. You did 1o. 


Dap. And will I cell chen ? By this Hand of Fleſh, 
Would it might never write good Court-hand more, 
It I diſcover. What do you think of me, 

That 1 am a Chtauſe ? 

Fac. What's that * Dap. The Twrk was, here—— 
As one would fay, Do you think L am a Turk ? 

Fac. Vl tell the Doctor fo. 

Dap. Do, good {weet Caprain. 

Fac. Come, noble Doctor, pray thee let's prevail ; 
This is the Gentleman, and he is no Chiauſe. 

$ub. Captain, I have return'd you all my Anſwer. 
I would do much, Sir, for your Love— But this 


\ 


— — 


I neither may, nor can. Fac. Tut, do not lay fo. 
You deal now with a noble Fellow, Door, 
One that will thank you richly, and & is no Cl;au;] : 


'| Ler that, Sir, move you. 


Sub. Pray you, forbear Fac. He has 
Four Angels here Sub. You Co me wrong, good Sir. 
Fac.Doctor, wherein ? To tempt you with theſe Spirits? 
_ Su5. To rempet my Art, and Love, Sir. to my peril. 
'Fore Hzav'n, I farce can thiak you ars my Friend, 
That fo would draw me io apparent danger. 
Fac. | draw you ? A Horſe draw you, and a Halter, 
You, and your Flics together— Dap. Nay, good Captain. 
Fac. That know no difference of Men. 
$«b. Good words, Sir. 
Fac. Good deeds, Sir, Doctor Dogs-meat, 
'Slighc, I bring you | 
No cheating Clim 0 the Cloughs, or Claribels, 
Thar look as big as Five-and fifty, and Fluſh, "JO 
And ſpit out Secrets like hot Cuſtard— Dap. Captain. 
Fac. Nor any melancholick Under-ſcribe, 
Shall cell the Vicar ; but a ſpecial Genteel, 
That is the Heir to Forty Marks a Year, 
Conforts with the ſmall Poers of the time, 
Is the fole Hope of his old Grandmother, 
That knows the Law, and writes you fix fair Hands, 
Is a fine Clerk, and has his Cyptiring perfect, 
Will cake his Oath o' the Greek Xenophon, 
If need be, in bis Pocket ; and can court 
His Miſtris out of Ovid. Dap. Nay, dear Captain. 
Fac. Did you not tell me fo? Dap. Yes,but I'ld ha' you 
Uſe Maſter Doctor with ſome more reſpect. 
Fac.Hang him,proud Stag with kis broad Velret Head. 
But for your ſake, I'ld choak, ere | would change 
An Article of Breath with {uch a Puck'o it 
Come,let's be gone. Sub.Pray you ic' n.< {00k with you. 
Dap. His Worſhip calls you, Captain. "ac. I ai lorry 
I ere imbark'd my felt in fuch a Bulinefs, 
Dap. Nay, good Sir, he did call you. 
Fac. Will he cake then ? 
Sub. Firſt, hear me —— 
Fac, Not a Syllable, 'lels you take. 
Sub, Pray ye, Sir 
Fac. Upon no Terms, but an Aſumpſir. 

Sb. Your Humour muſt be Law. [ He takes the 
Fac. Why now, Sir, talk. Money. 
Now I dare hear you with mine Honour. Speak. 

So may this Gentleman too. 
Sub. Why, Sir Fac. No whiſpering. 
Sub. *Fore Heav*n, you do not apprehend the Loſs 
You do your ſelf, in this. Fac. Wherein? For what ? 
Sub. Marry, to be fo importunate for one, 
That, when he has it, will undo you all : 
He'll win up all the Money i” the Town. 
Fac. How ! 
Sub. Yes, and blow up Gameſter after Gameſter, 
As they do Crackers in a Puppet-play. 
It I do give him a Familiar, 
Give you him all you play for; never ſet him: 
For he will have it. Fac. You are miſtaken, Door. 
Why, he does ask one but for Cups and Horks, 
A rifling Fly; none of your great Familiars. 
Dap. Yes, Captain, i would have ic for all Games. 
Sub. | told you fo. Fac. "Slight, that's a new Bufinefs ! 
I underſtood you, a tame Bird, to fly 
Twice ina Term, or fo, on Friday Nights, 
When you had left the Office, for a Nag 
Of forty or fifty Shillings. Dap. I, 'ris erue, Sir; 
But I do think now [ ſhall kave the Law, 
And therefore— Fac. Why, this changes quice the Cafe ! 
Do' you think that I dare move him ? 
Dap. It you pleaſe, Sir 
All's one to him, I ſee. Fac. What ! for that Money ? 


I cannot with my Conſcience : Nor ſhould you 
| Make the Requelt, methinks. Dap. No, Sir, I mean = 
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To add Conſideration. Fac. Why then, Sir, 
I'll ery. Say that it were for all Games, Doctor : 

Sub. 1 fay then, not a Mouth ſhall eat for him 
Art any Ordinary, but o' the Score, | 
Thar is a Gaming Mouth, conceive me. Fac. Indeed: 

Sub. He'll draw you all the Treaſure of the Realm, 
If ic be fer him. Fac. Speak you this from Art ? 

Sub. 1, Sir, and Reaſon too, the Ground of Art. 

H' is o the only beſt Complexion, 
The Qucen of Fay loves. Fac. What: is he ! Sub. Peace. 
He'll over-hear you. Sir, ſhould ſhe but fee him—— 

Fac. What? Sub. Do not you ell him. 

Fac. Will he win at Cards too ? 

$15, The Spirits of dead Holland, living Iſaac, 

You'ld ſwear, were in him ; ſuch a vigorous Luck 
As cannot be reſiſted. Slight, he'll pur 
Six o* your Gallants toa Cloak, indeed. 

Fac.\ ſtrange Succeſs,that fome Man ſhall be born to: 

Sb. He hears you, Man 

Dap. Sir, Ill not be ingrateful. 

Fac. Faith, I have contidence in his good nature : 
You hear, he ſays he will not be ingrateful. 

Sub. Why, as you pleaſe ; my Venture follows yours. 

Fac. Troth,do it,Dodctor ; think him cruſty , and make 
He may make us both happy in an Hour ; (him. 
Win ſome five thouſand Pound, and ſend us two © it. 

Dap. Believe it, and I will, Sir. Fac. And you ſhall Sir. 
You have heard all ? 

Dap. No, what was't? nothing, I, Sir. 

Fac. Nothing ? | Face takes bim aſide. 

Dap. A little, Sir. Fac. Well, a rare Star 
Reign'd at your Birth. 

Dap. At mine, Sir ? No. Fac. The Doctor 
Swears that you are—— 

Sub, Nay, Captain, you'll tell all now. 

Fac. Allied to the Queen of Fairy. 

Dap. Who? thatI am? 

Believe it, no ſuch matter — Fac. Yes, and that 
Yo! were born with a Cawl o' your Head. 

Dep. Who ſays fo? Fac. Come, 

You know it well enough, tho? you difſemble it. 

Dap. I-fac, I do not: You are miſtaken. Fac. How ! 
Swear by your fac? and in a thing ſo known 
Unto the Doctor? How ſhall we, Sir, truſt you 
V the other matter ? Can we ever think, 

When you have won five or fix thouſand Pound, 

You'll ſend us Shares in't, by this rate ? Dap. By Fove,Sir, 
Fil win ten thouſand Pound, and ſend you halt. 

I fac's no Oath. Sub. No, no, he did but jeſt. 

Fac. Go to. Go thank the Door. He's your Friend, 
To take it ſo. Dap. Ithank his Worſhip. Fac. So: 
Another Angel. Dap. Muſt I ? Fac. Muſt you 7 *Slight, 
Whar elſe is Thanks ? Will you be trivial ? DoRor, 
When muſt he come for his Familiar ? 

Dap. Shall I nor ha'it with me? Sab. O, good Sir! 
There mult a World of Ceremonies pals, 

You muſt be bath'd and fumigated firlt : 
Beſides, the Queen of Fairy does not riſe 
Till it be Ngon. Fac. Not, if ſhe danc'd, to night. 

Sub. And ſhe muſt ble$ it. Fac. Did you never ſee 
Her Royal Grace yet ? Dap.Whom ? your Aunt of Fairy? 
Sub. Not fince ſhe kiſt him inthe Cradle, Captain ; 

I can reſolve you that. Fac. Well, ſee her Grace, 
Whatere it colt you, for a thing that I know. 

It will be ſomewhat hard to compals; but 

However, ſee her. You are made, believe it, 

If you can ſce her. Her Grace is a lone Woman, 

And very rich ; and if ſhe take a Phant'ſie, 

She will do ſtrange things. See her, at any hand. 

*Slid, ſhe may hap to leave you all ſhe has ! 

It is the Doctor's tear. Dap. How will't be done then ? 

Fac. Let me alone, take you no thought, Do you 
But ſay to mz, Captain, I'll ſee her Grace. 

Dep. Captain, VIl ſee her Grace. Fac. Enough, 


Sub. V Vho's there ? [ One knocks without 
Anon. (Conduct him forth by the back way.) 
Sir, againſt one a clock prepare your ſelf: 
Till when you muſt be taſting ; only cake 
Three drops of Vinegar in at your Noſe, 
Two at your Mouth, and one at cither Ear ; 
Then bath your Fingers ends, and waſh your Eyes, 
To ſharpen your Five Senſes, and cry Hum 
Thrice, and then Bwz, as often 3 and then come. 
Fac. Can = remember this ? Dap. I warrant you. 
Fac. VVell then, away. *Tis but your beſtowing 
Some Twenty Nobles *mong her Graces Servants, 
And put on a clean Shirt: You do not know 
VVhar grace her Grace may do you in clean Linnen. 


Act I. Scene Ill. 
Subtle, Drugger, Face. 


[== in: (Good Wives, I pray you forbear me now : 
Troth I cando you no good till after-noon.) 
What is your Name,ſay you ? Abel Drugger ? Dru. es,Sir. 
Sub. A Seller of Tabacco? Dre. Yes, Sir. Sub. Umh. 
Free of the Grocers ? Dru. I, an't pleaſe you. Sub. Well— 
Your Buſineſs, Abel ? Dru. This, an't pleaſe your Worſhip; 
I am a young Beginner, and am building 
Of a new Shop, an't like your Worſhip, juſt 
Ar corner of a Street : (Here's the Plot ore.) 
And I would know by Art, Sir, of your VVorſhip, 
VVhich way I ſhould make my Door, by Necromancy, 
And where my Shelves ; and which ſhould be for Boxes, 
And which for Pots. I would be glad co thrive, Sir. 
And I was wiſh'd to your V Vorſhip by a Gentleman, 
One Captain Face, that ſays you know Mens Planers, 
And their good Angels, and their bad. Sub. I do, 
If I do fee 'em— Fac. V Vhat ! my honeſt Abel ? 
Thou art well met here. Dru. Troth, Sir, I was ſpeaking, 
Juſt as your V Vorſhip came here, of your V Vorſhip. 
I pray you =_ tor me to Maſter Docor. 
Fac. He ſhall do any thing. Doctor, do you hear ? 
This is my Friend, 4bel, an honeſt Fellow ; 
He lets me have good Tabacco, and he docs not 
Sophiſticate ir with Sack-lees or Oil, 
Nor waſhes it in Muſcadel and Grains, 
Nor buries it in Gravel, under Ground, 
VVrapp'd up in greafie Leather, or piſs d Clouts : 
Bur keeps it in fine Lilly-pots, that open'd, 
Smell like Conſerve of Roſes, or French Beans. 
He has his Maple Block, his Silver Tongs, 
Wincheſter Pipes, and Fire of Juniper, 
A near, ſpruce, honeſt Fellow, and no Goldſmich. 
Sub. H' is a fortunate Fellow, that I am ſure on—— 
Fac. Already, Sir, ha* you found it ? Lo' thee, Abel ! 
Sub. And in right way to'ward Riches —— 
Fac. Sir. Sub. This Summer 
He will be of the Clothing of his Company, 
And next Spring call'd to the Scarlet; ſpend what he can. 
Fae. What,and fo little Beard ? Sb. Sir,you muſt think, 
He may have a Receir ro make Hair come : 
But he'll be wiſe, preſerve his Youth, and fine for't ; 
His Fortune looks tor him another way, 
Fac. *Slid, Door, how canſt thou know this ſo ſoon ? 
I am amusd at that! Sub, By a Rule, Captain, 
In Mc:tapoſcopy, which I do work by ; 
A certain Star i the Forehead, which you ſ:e not. 
Your Cheſtnut, or your Ohve-colour'd Face 
Do's never fail : and your long Ear doth promile. 
I knew'r, by certain ſpots too, in his Teeth, 
And on the Nail of his Mercurial Finger. 
Fac. Which Finger's that ? Sub. His little Finger, Look. 
Yo' were born upon a Wedneſday ? 
Dru, Yes indeed, Sir. 
$«b. The Thumb, in Chircmanty, we give Ven ; 
The Fore finger, to Fove ; the midſt, to Seturr ; _” 
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The ring, to So! ; the leaſt, to Mercury: 

Who was the Lord, Sir, of his Horoſcope, 

His bouſe of life being Libra; which tore lhew'd, 

Hz ſhould be a Merchant, and ſhould trade with Ballance. 
Fac. Why, this is ſtrange | I&'t not, honeſt Nav? 
Sub. There is a Ship now, coming from Ormus, 

That ſhall yield him, fuch a commodiry 

Or drugs —— This is the Weſt, and this the South ? 
Dru. Yes, Sir. Sub. And thoſe are your two ſides ? 
Dre. I, Sir. 

Sub. Make me your Door, then, South ; your Broad- 
ide, Welt : ; 

And, on the Eaſt-fide of your Shop, aloft, 

Wrire Mathlai, Tarmiel, and Baraborat ; 

Upon the North-part, Rael, Velel, Thiel. 

They are the names of thole Mercurial Spirits, 

'That do fright Flyes from Boxes. Drs. Yes, Sir. Sub. And 

Beneath your threſhold, bury me a Load-ſtone 

To draw in Gallants, chat wear Spurs : The reſt, 

They'll ſcem to follow. Fac. That's a ſecret, Nab ! 
Sub. And, on your Stall, a Puppet, with a Vice, 

And a Court _ to call City-dames. 

You ſhall deal much with Minerals. Dru. Sir, I have 

Art home, already— Sub. I, I know, you have Arſnike, 

Vitricl, Sal tartre, Argaile, Alkaly, 

Cin'per : | know all. This Fellow, Captain, 

Wilt come, in time, to be a great Diſtiller, 

And give a Say (1 will not ſay directly, 

Bur very fair) ar the —__— ſtone. 

Fac. Why, how now, Abel! is this true? Dru, Good 
Captain, 

What muſt I give? Fac. Nay, Pl not counſel thee. 

Thou hear'ſt what Wealth (he ſays, ſpend what thou 

canſt 

Ttrarr ke to come too. Dru. T would gi' him a Crown. 
Fac. A Crown! and toward ſuch a Fortune? Heart, | 

Thou ſhalt rather gi” him thy Shop. No Gold abour thee? 
Dru. Yes, 1 have a Portague, | ha” kept this half year. 
Fac.Our on thee, Nab.'>light, there was ſuch an offer — 

*Shale keep'e no longer, Ill gi' it him for thee ? 
* Door, Nah prays your Worſhip eo drink this, and 
{wears 
He will appear more grateful, as your skill 
Do's raiſe him in the World. Drs. I would intreat 
Another tavour of his Worſhip. Fac. What is't, Nab ? 
Dru. But, to look over, Sir, my Almanack, 
And croſs out my ill days, that I may neither 
Bargain, nor truſt upon them. Fac. That he ſhall Nab. 
Leave it, it ſhall be done, 'gainſt Afternoon. 
$ub, And adirection for his Shelves. Fac. Now, Nab ? 
Art thou well pleas'd, Nab? Dru. "Thank, Sir, both your 
Worthips. 
Fac. Away. | 
Why, now you ſmoky perſecuter of Nature ! 
Now do you fee, that fome-thing's to be done, 
B-lide your Beech-coal, and your cor'five Waters, 
Your Croblets, Crucibles, and Cucurbites ? 
You mult have Stuff, brought home to you, to work on ? 
And, yet, you think, I am at no expence, 
In ſearching out thele Veins, then following 'em, 
Then trying *em out, 'Fore God, my intelligence 
Coſt me more Money, than my ſhare oft comes too, 
In theſe rare Works. S«b. Y ou'are pleaſant,Sir. How now ? 


AR I. Scene IV. 


Face, Dol, Subtle. 


Wt ſays my dainty Dolkin ? Dol. Yonder Fiſh-wife 

Will not away. And there's your Giantels, 

The Bawd of Lamberl. Sub. Heart,l cannoc ſpeak with 'em. 
Dol. Not atore night, I have told 'em, in a Voice, 

Thorough the Trunk, like one of your Familiar. 

Bur I have ſpiced Sir Epicure Mammon—— Sub. Where 2 


Del. Coming along, at far end of the Lane, 
Slow of his Feer, but earneſt of his Tongue, 
To one that's with him. S«b. Face, go you, and ſhift. 
Dol, you muſt preſently make ready, too=——— 

Dol. Why, what's the matter ?. Sub. O, I did look for 
With the Suns rifing : 'Marvel, he could fleep! (him 
This is the day I am to perfect for him 
The — our great work, the Stone : 

And yield it, made, into his hands : of which, 

He has, this Month, talk'd, as he were poſlelsd. 
And now he's dealing pieces on't away, 

Me thinks I ſee him entring Ordinaries, 
Diſpenſing for the Pox, and Plaguy-houſes, \ 
Reaching his Doſe, walking Moore-fields for I eers, 
And offering Citizens wives Pomander-bracelet;, 
As his preſervative, made of the Elixir 3 

Searching the Spictle, ro make old Bawds Young ; 
And the High-ways, for Beggars, to make rich : 

I ſee no end of his Labours. He will make 
Nature aſham'd, of her long ſleep: when Art, 
Who's but a Step-dame, ſhall do more than ſhe, 

In her beſt ro love to Mankind, ever could. 

If his Dream laſt, he'll turn the Age to Gold. 


Act IL. Scene I. 
Mammon, Surly. 


Ome on, Sir. Now, you ſet your Foo :on Shore 
In novo Orbe ; Here's the rich Pere : 
And there within Sir, are the Golden Mines, 
Great Solomen's Ophir ! He was layling to'r, 
Three years, but we have reach'd it in ten Months. - 
This is the day, wherein, to all my Friends, 
I will pronounce the happy word, Be Rzcb. 
This day you ſhall be /petzariſſimi. 
You ſhall no more deal with the hollow Dye, 
Or the frail Card. No more be at charge of keeping 
The Livery-punk, for the young Heir, that muſt 
Seal, at all Hours, in his Shire, No more, ? 
If he deny, ha' him beaten to'r, as he is 
That brings him the Commodity. No more 
Shall thirſt of Sattin, or the Covetous hunger 
Of Velvet Entrails, tor a rude-ſpun Cloke, 
To be diſplaid at Madam Auguſta's, make 
The Sons of Sword, and Hazzard tall betore 
The Golden Calf, and on their Knees, whole Nights, 
Commit Idolatry with Wine, and Trumpets : 
Or go a feaſting, after Drum and Enſign. 
No more of this. You ſhall ſtart up young Vice-ros, 
And have your Punques, and Punquetees, my Surly. 
And unto thee, I ſpeak ie firlt, Be Rich. 
Where is my Subtle, there ? Within hough ? > Within þSir. 
He'll come to you, by and by. 
Mam. "That's his Fire-drake, 
His Lungs, his Zephyras, he that puffs his Coals, 
Till he tirk Nature up, in her own Center. 
You are not faicthtul, Sir. This night, I'll change 
All, that is Metal, in thy Houſe, ro Gold. 
And, early in the Merning, will I fend 
To all the Plumbers, and the Pewrterers, 
And buy their Tin, and Lead up : and to Lothbury, 
For all the Copper. Sur. What, and turn that too ? 
Mam, Yes, and I'll purchaſe Devonſhire, and Canwall, 
And make them perfect Indies | You admire now ? 
Sur. No faith. Mam. Burt when you fee ch* citects 
of the great Medicine ! 
Of which one part projected on a hundred 
Of Mercury, or Venus, or the Moon, 
Shall turn ic to as many of the Sun ; 
Nay, to a thouſand, ſo «d imfinim : 
You will believe me. Sur. Yes, when I ſee'r, I will, 
Bur, it my Eycs do cozen me 1o (and 1 
Giving 
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Gi-ing *em no occalion) ſure I'll have 
A Whore, ſhall pifs *em out, next day. Mam. Ha ! Why ? 
Do you think, I Fable with you ? I aſſure you, « 
He that has once the flower of the Sun, 
The perte& Ruby, which we call E!:xir, 
Not only can do that, but by it's Vertue, 
Can confer Honour, Love, Reſped, long Lite, 
Give Safety, Valour, yea, and Victory, 
To whom he will. In Eighe and twenty days, 
Fil make an old Man, of Fourſcore, a Child, 
Sur. No doubr, he's that alcady. Mam. Nay, I mean, 
Reſtore his years, renew him, like an Eagle, 
To the fifth Agc 3 make him get Sons and Davghters, 
Young Giants ; as our Philoſophers have Cone 
(The antient Patriarks afore the Flood) 
Jut raking, once a Week, on a Knives Point, 
The quantity of a Grain of Muſtard of it : 
ÞB:come ſtout Afar/es, and beget young Cupids. 
Sur. The decay'd Veſtals of Pickt hatch would thank 
'0U, 
Thbc koopebe Fie a-live, there. Mam. *Tis the ſecret 
Of Nature, naturiz'd 'gainſt all InteRions, 
Curcs all Diſeaſes, coming of all Caulcs ; - 
A month's Griet in a day ; a ycars in ewelve :; 
And, of what Age foever, in a month- 
Paſt all the Doſes of your drugging Doctors. 
il undertake, witha!, co frighe the Plague 
Out of the Kingdom, in three Months. Sur. And I'll 
Be bound, the Players ſhall ling your Praiſcs, then, 
Withour cheir Pocts: Mam. Sir, I'll do't. Mrcan time, 
Ill give away ſo much unto my Man, 
Shall ſerve th* whole City, with preſc: vative, 
Weckly ; each Houſe his Dole, and ar the rate 
Sur. As he that built the Water-work, do's with W ter ? 
Mam. Y ou areincredulous. Sur. Faith I have a Humour, 
I] would not willingly be gull'd. Your Srome 
Cannot tranſmiute me. Mam. Fertinax Surly, 
Will you belizve Antiquity ? Records 7 
F'1l ſhe's you a Book, where Moſes, and his Silter, 
And S:l:mom have written of the Art ; 
I, and a Treatiſe penn'd by {dam, Sur. How ! 
Mam. O' the Philoſophers Stone, and in high Datch. 
Sur. Did Adam writegSir, in high Dutch? Mam. He did ; 
Which proves it was the Primitive Tongue. Sur. What 
Paper 7 
Mam. On Cedar Board. Sur. O that, indeed (they ſay) 
Will laſt *gainſt Worms. Mam. *Tis like your Iriſh Wood, 
'Gainſt Cob-webs. I have a piece of 7a/ens's Fleece, too, 
Which was no other than a book of Alchemy, 
Writ in large Sheep skin, a good fat Ram-vellam, 
Such was Pythagoras's Thigh, Pand:ra's Tub; 
And, all that Fable of Medeas Charms, 
Themanner of our Werk : The Bulls, our Furnace, 
Still breathing Fire : our Zrgent-wive, the Dragon : 
The Dragons Teeth, Mercury Sublimate, 
That keeps che whitenzfs, hardneſs, and the biting ; 
And they are gather'd into Faſon's Helm, 
(Th' Alembick) and then fow'd in Mars his Field, 
And' thence ſublinv fo ojcen, till they are fix'd. 
Both this, th* Heſperian Garden, Cadmms Story, 
Fove's Shower, the Boon of Midas, Argus Eyes, 
Boccace his Demegergon, thouſands more, 


All abſtra&k Riddles of our Stoze. How now ? 
ACEt II. 


Mammen, Face, Surly. 


Scene II. 


— 


O we ſucceed ? Is our day come ? and hold's it ? 
Fac. The Evening will ſet red upon you, Sir ; 
You have colour for it, Crimſon : the red Ferment 
Has done his Office, Three Hours hence, prepare you 
To ſee Projetion. Mam. Pertinax, my Surly, 
Again, I ſay to thee, aloud, Be Rich, 


— 
- 


This day, thou ſhalt have Ingots : and, to Morrow, 
Give Lords th affront. Is it, my Zephyras, right ? 
Bluſhes the Bolts-bead? Fac, Like a Wench with Child, Sir, 
That were, but now, diſcover'd to her Maſter. 

Mam. Excellent witty Lungs | My only care is, 
Where co get ſtuff enough now, to projet on, 
This Town will not halt ſerve me. Fac. No, Sir? Buy 
The covering off of Churches. Mam. That's true. Fac. cs. 
Ler 'em ſtand bare, as do their Auditory. 
Or cap em, new, with Shingles. Mam. No, good Thatch: 
Thatch will lye light upo* che Ratters, Lungs. 
Lungs, I-will manumit thee, from the Furnace; 
I will reſtore thee thy Complexion, Puff, 
Loſt in the Embers ; and repair this Brain, 
Hurt w! the Fume, o* the Mectrals. Fac. I have blown, Sir, 
Hard for your Worſhip ; throwh by many a Coal, 
When 'twas not Beech ; weigh'd thoſe I put in, juſt, 
To keep your heat ſtill even; Theſe Bleard-eyes 
Have wak'd, to read your ſeveral Colours, Sir, 
Of the pale Citron, the green Lyon, the Crow, 
The Peacocks Tail, the plumed Swan. Mam. And, laſtly, 
Thou halt deſcryed the Flower, the Sanguis Agni ? 

Fac. Yes Sir. Mam. Where's Maſter ! Fac. At's Pray- 

ers, vir, he, 
Good Man, he's doing his Devotions, 
For the ſucceſs. Mam. Lungs, 1 will ſet a Period 
To all thy Labours : Thou ſhalt be the Maſter 
Ol my Seraglis, Fac. Good, Sir. Mam. But do you hear ? 
I'll geld you, Lungs. Fac. Yes, Sir. Mam. For I do mean 
To have a Liſt ot Wives and Concubines, 
Equal with Sclomen, who had the Stone 
Alike wich me ; and I will make me a Back 
With the El:xir, that ſhall be as tough 
As Hereules, ro encounter Fifty a night. 
TYart fure thou ſaw'ſt it Blood ? Fac. Both Blood and 
Spirit, vir, 

Mam. 1 will have all my Beds, blown up ; not ſtuft : 
Down is too hard. And then, mine Oval Room 
Fill'd with ſuch Pictures as Tiberixs took : 

From Elephantis, and dull Aretine 

But coldly imitated. Then, my Glaſſes 

Cut in more ſubtil Angles, to diſperſe, 

And multiply che Figures, as I walk 

Naked berweeen my Succube. My Milts 

I'll have of Perfume, vapor'd *bout the Room, 
To loſe our ſelves in; and my Baths, like Pits 
To fall into : from whence we will come forth, 
And rowl us dry in Goſſamour and Roſes. 

(Is it arriv'd at Ruby ? )—— Where I ſpy 

A wealthy Citizen, or rich Lawyer, 

Have a ſublim'd pure Wife, unto that Fellow 

il ſend a thouſand Pound, to be my Cuckold. 

Fac. And I ſhall carry it ? Mam. No. Ill ha* no Bawds, 
But Fathers and Mothers. They will do it beſt, 

Beſt of all others And my Flatterers 
Shall be the pure, and graveſt of Divines, 

That I can get for Money. My meet Fools, 

Eloquent Burgeſles, and then my Poets 

The ſame that writ fo ſubtily of the Far:. 

Whom I will entertain ſtill for that SubjeR. 

The few that would give out themſelves, to be 

Court and Town-ſtallions, and, each-where, belye 

Ladies, who are known molt innocent, for them ; 

Thoſe will I beg, to make me Emunuchs of : 

And they ſhall tan me with Ten Eſtrich Tails 

A piece, made in a Plume, to gather Wind. 

We will be brave, Puffe, now we ha' the Med'cine. 

My Meat ſhall all come in in Idan Shels, 

Diſhes of Agat fer in Gold, and ſtudded 

Wich Emeralds, Saphirs, Hyacinths, and Rubies. 

The Tongues of Carps, Dormiſe, and Camels Heels, 

Boil'd ?! the Spiric of Sol, antl diflolv'd Pearl, 

(Apicius Diet, 'gainſt the Epulepſie ) 

And I will eat thele Broaths with Spoons of <P 
Hea 
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Headed with Diamant, and Carbuncle. 
My Foot-boy ſhall ear Pheaſants, calver'd Salmons, 
Knots, Godwits, Lamprey's: I my ſelf will have 
The Beards of Barbels ſerv'd, in ſtead of Sallads ; 
Oil'd Muſhromes ; and the ſwelling unctuous Paps 
Of a fat pregnant Sow, newly cur off, 
Dreſt with an exquiſite, and poynant Sauce ; 
For which, I'll ſay unto my Cook, There's Gold, 
Go forth, and be a Knight. Fac. Sir, Fl! go look 
A little, how it heightens. Mam. Do. My Shirts 
PFll have of Taffata-farſnet, fofr, and light 
As Cob-webs 3 and for all my other Rayment, 
Ic ſhall be ſuch as might provoke the Perſian, 
Were he to reach-the World Riot anew. 
My Gloves of Fiſhes, and Birds-skins, perfum'd 
Wich Gums of Paradiſe, and Eaſtern Air—— 
Sur. And do' you think to have the Stone, with this ? 
Mam. No, I do think t& have all this, with the Stone. 
Sur. Why, I have heard, he muſt be homo frugs 
A Pious, Holy, and Religious Man, + 
One free from mortal Sin, a very Virgin. 
Mam. That makes it, Sir, he 1s ſo. But I buy it. 
My venture brings it me. He, honeſt Wretch, 
A notable, ſuperſticious, good Soul, 
Has worn his Knees bare, and his Slippers bald, 
Wich Prayer and Faſting for ir : and, Sir, let him 
Do' it alone, for me, ſtill. Here he comes. 
Not a prophane Word, afore him : 'Tis Poyſon. 


A&t II. Scene IIL 
Mammon, Sabtle, Surly, Face. 


Ood morrow, Father. Sub. Gentle Son, good morrow, 
A:d to your Friend there. What is he, is with you 2 
Mam. An Heritick, that I did bring along, 
In hope, Sir, co convert him. S«b. Son, I doubt 
Yoare covetous, that thus you meet your time 
I the juſt Point : prevent your day, at morning. 
This argues ſomething, worthy of a fear 
Of importune, and carnal Appetite. 
Take heed, you do not cauſe the Blefling leave you, 
Wich your ungovern'd haſte. I ſhould be forry 
To ſee my Labours, now e'en at perfe&tion, 
Got by long watching, and large patience, 
Not profper, where my love and zeal hath plac'd *em. 
Which (Heaven I call co witneſs, wich your ſelf, 
To whom I have pour'd my choughts) in all my ends, 
Have look'd no way, but unto publick Good, 
To pious Ules, and dear Charity, 
Now grown a Prodigy with Men. Wherein 
It you, my Son, ſhould now prevaricate, 
And, to your own particular Luſts, employ 
So Great and Carholick a Blits, be ſure, 
A Curſe will follow, yea, and overtake 
Your ſubtle and moſt fecret way. Mam. I know, Sir, 
You ſhall not need to fear me. I but come, 
To ha' you conluce this Gentleman. Sur. Who is, 
Indeed, Sir, ſomewhat cauſtive of belief 
Toward your Stone : would ngt be gull'd. Sub. Well, Son, 
All that [ can convince hi , is this, 
The work is done : Bright Sol is in his Robe. 
We have a Med'cine of the _ Soul, 
The glorified Spirit. Thanks be to Heaven, 
And make us worthy of ic. QUlen ſpiegel, 
Fac. Anon, Sir. S»b. Look well to the Regiſter, 
And let your heart ſtill leflen by degrees, 
To the Aludels, Fac. Yes, Sir. S«b. Did you look 
O' the Bolts bead yet ? Fac. Which, on D. Sir ? Sub. I, 
What's the Complexion? Fac. Whitiſh. S«b.Infuſe Vinegar, 
To draw his volatile ſubſtance, and his Tintare : 
And let the Warer in Glaſs E. be felrred, 
And pur into the Gripes egg. Lute him well; 
And leave him clos'd in Balneo. Fac. I will, Sir. 


Sur. What a brave Language here is? next to canting? 
Sub. I have another work, you never ſaw, Son, 
That. three days ſince paſt the Philoſophers wheel, 
In the lent heat of p< mts and's become 
Sulphur o' Nature. Mam. But *tis for me? Sub. What 
need you ? 
You haveenough, in that is perfe&t. Mam! O, but—— 
Sub. Why, this is covetiſe | 24am. No, I aſſure you, 
| ſhall employ ie all in pious uſes, 
Founding of Colledges, and Grammar Schools, 
Marrying yourfy Virgins, building Hoſpitals, 
And now, and then, a Church. Sub. How now ? 
Fac. Sir, pleaſe you, 
Shall I not change the feltre? Sub. Marry, yes. 
And bring me the Complexion of Glaſs B. 
Mam. Ha you another ? Sub. Yes, Son, were I aſlur'd 
Your piety were firm, we would not want 
The means to glorifie it. But I hope the beſt : 
I mean to tin& C. in Sand-beat, to morrow, | 
And give him Imbibitiom. Mam. Of whice Oyl ? 
Sub, No, Sir, of red. F. is come over the Helm too, 
I thank my Maker, inS. Maries Bath, 
And ſhews Lac Virgins. Bleſſed be Heaven. 
I ſent you of his ; there calcin'd. 
Our of that Caix, I ha? won the Salt of Mercury, 
Mam. By powring on your rettified water ? 
Sub. Yes, and reverberating in Athanor. 
How now 2 What colour {Jo it ? Fac. The ground 
black, Sir. 
Mam. That's your Crowes bead ? 
Sur. Your Cocks-comb's, is't not ? 
$sb. No, 'tis not perfet, would it were the Crow. 
That work wants ſomething. Sur. (O, I look'd tor this. 
The Hay is a pirching.) Sb. Are you ſure, you loos'd 'em 
P their own menſtrue ? Fac. Yes, Sir, and then married *em, 
And put 'em in a Bolts-bead, nippd to digeſtion, 
According as you bade me, when I fer 
The Liquor of Mars to Circulation, 
In the ſame heat. Sub. The proceſs, then, was right. 
Fac. Yes, by the token, Sir, the Retorr brake, 
And what was ſav'd, was put into the Pellicane, 
And ſign'd with Hermes Seal. Sub. 1 think 'twas fo. 
We ſhould have a new Amalgama. (Sar. O, this Ferret 
Is rank as any Pole-cat.) Sb. But I care not. 
Let him e'en dye; we have enough belide, 
In Embrion. H. ha's his white ſhirt on? Fac. Yes, Sir, 
He's ripe for inceration : He ſtands warm, 
In his 4ſb-fre. I would not, you ſhould let 
Any dye now, if I might counſel, Sir, 
For lucks ſake to the reſt. Ir is not good. 
Mam: He ſays right. Sur. I, are you bolted? 
Fac. Nay, I know't, Sir, 
P have ſeen th'ill Fortune. What is ſome three Ounces 
Of freſh materials * Mam. It no more ? Fac. No more, Sir, 
Of Gold, t' Amalgame, with ſome ſix of Mercury. 
Mam. Away, here's Money. What will ſerve ? 
Fac. Ask him, Sir. 
Mam. How much? Ssb. Give him Nine pound : you 
may gi' him Ten. 
Sur. Yes, Twenty, and be cozen'd, do. Mam. There *ris. 
* Sub. This needsnot. Bur that you will have ic fo, 
To ſee concluſions of all. For ewo 
Of our inferiour Works, are at fixation. 
A third is in aſcenſion. Go your ways. 
Ha? you ſer the Oil of Luna in Kemis ? 
Fac. Yes, Sir. Sub. And the Phileſophers Vinegar. Fac. I, 
Sur. We ſhall have a Sallad. Afam. When do you 
make Projettion ? 
Sub. Son, be not haſty, I exalt our Med"cine, 
By hanging him in Balneo vaporoſo, - 
And giving him ſolucion ; chen congea! him ; 
And . a iſſolve him ; then again congea/ him ; 
For look, how oft I iterate the Work, 


So many times, I add unto his > os 
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As, if at firſt one Ounce convert a hundred, 
Atter his ſecond looſe, he'll rurn a thouſand ; 
His third ſolution, ten 3 his fourth, a hundred. 
Aﬀeer his fifth, a thouſand thouſand Ounces 
Of any imperfe&t Metal, into pure 

Silver or Gold, in all Examinations, 

As good as any of che natural Mine. | 

Get you your Stuff here againſt Atrernoon, 
Your Braſs, your Pewter, and your Andirons. 

Mam. Not tholz of Iron ? 

Sub. Yes, you may bring them too. * 

We'll change all Metals. - Sur. I believe you in that. 

Mam, Then 1 may fend my Spits ? 

$b, Yes, and your Racks. | 

Sub. And Lripping-pans,and Pot-hangers,and Hooks ? 
Shall he not? Sub. It he pleaſe. Sur. To be an Als. 

$ub, How, vir | 

Mam. This Gent'man you muſt bear withal : : 
T told you, he had no Faith. Sur. And lictle Hope, Sir ; 
Bur much lets Charity, ſhould I gull my felt. 

Sab. Why, what have you obferv'd, Sir, in our Art, 
Seems fo impoſhible ? Sur. But your whole Work,no more. 
That you ſhould hatch Gold in a Furnace, Sir, 

As they do Eggs in Egypt ! Sub. Sir, do you 

Believe that Eggs are hatch'd ſo? Sur. If I ſhould ? 
Sub. Why, I think that the greater Miracle. 

No Egg bur Giffers from a Chicken more 

Than Metals in themſelves. Sur. That cannot be. 

The Egg's ordain'd by Nature to that end, 

And is a Chicken in potentia. 

Sub. The ſame we ſay of Lead, and other Metals, 
Which would be Gold, it they had time. Mam. And that 
Our Art doth further. Sub I, for 'twere abſurd 
To think that Nature in the Earth bred Gold 
Perfe& i' the inſtant. Something went betore. 
There muſt be remote Matter. Sur. I, what is that ? 

Sub. Marry,we flay— Mam. l,now it heats: ſtand Father, 
Pound him to duſt Sub. It is, of the one part, 

A humid Exhalation, which we call 

Materia liquida, or the unttuons Water ; 

On th* other part, a certain craſs and viſcous 
Portion of Earth ; both which, concorporare, ' 
Do make the Elementary Matter of Gold; 
Which is nor yet propria materia, 

But commune to all Metals, and all Stones. 

For, where ic is forſaken of chat moiſture, 

And hath more drineſs, it becomes a Stone ; 
Where it rctains more of the humid fatneſs, 

It turns to Su/phur, or to Buickfilver, 

Who are the Parents of all other Metals. 

Nor can this remote Matter ſuddenly 
'Progrels ſo from extreme unto extreme, 

As to grow Gold, and leap o're all the Means. 
Nature doth f1:{t beget th! impertect, then 
Procceds ſhe to the perfect. Ot that aiery 

And oily Water, Mercury is enger.dred ; 

+ ew o* the fat and earthy part; the one 
(Which is the laſt) ſupplying the place of Male, 
The other of the Female, in all Metals. 

Some do believe Hermapbredeaty, 

That both do ad and tuffer. But theſe two 
Make the reſt ductile, malleable, extenſive. 

And even in Gold they are 3 for we do find 
Seeds of them, by our Fire, and Gold in them; 
And can produce the ſpecies of each Metal 
More perte& thence, than Nature doth in Earth. 
Beſide, who doth nor fee, in daily practice, 

Art can beget Bees, Hornets, Beetles, Waſps, 
Out of the Carcaſles and Dung of Creatures ; 
Yea, Scorpions of an Herb, being rightly plac'd ? 
And theſe are living Creatures, tar more pertect 
And excellent than Metals. Mam. Well ſaid, Father ! 
Nay, it he take you in hand, Sir, with an Argument, 

He'll bray you in a Mortar. Swr. Pray you, Sir, itay. 


Rather than TI be bray'd, Sir, P'll believe 
That Alchemy is a pretty kind of Game, 
Somewhat like Tricks o' the Cards, to cheat a Man 
With charming. Sub. Sir ? 
Sur. What elle are all your Terms, 
Whereon no one o' your Writers *grees with other ? 
Of your Elixir, your Lac virginis, 
Your Stone, your Med'cine, and your Chryſoſperme, 
Your Sal, your Sulpbur, and your Mercury, 
Your Ol of Height, your Tree of Life, your Blood, 
Your Marcheſite, your Tutie, your Magneſia, 
Your Toade, your Crow, your Dragon, and your Panthar, 
Your Sw», your Moon, your Firmament, your Adrop, 
Your Lato, Azoch, Zernich, Chibrit, Heawmtarit, 
And then your Red Man, and your White Woman, 
With all your Broths, your Menſtrues, and Materials, 
Of P:i{s and ſhells, Womens Terms, Mans Blood, 
Hair 0'th* Head, burnt Clouts, Chalk, Merd:s, and Clay, 
Powder of Bones, Scalings of Iron, Glaſs, 
And Worlds of other ſtrange Ingredients, 
Would burſt a Man to name ? $«b. And all theſe.nam'd, 
Intending but one thing ; which Art our Writers 
USd to obſcure their Art. Mam. Sir, fo I told him, 
Becauſe the fimple Idiot ſhould not learn it, 
And make it vulgar. Sub. Was not all the Knowledge 
Ot the «Agyptians writ in myſtick Symbols ? 
Speak not the Scriptures oft in Parables ? 
Are not the choiceſt Fables of the Poets, 
That were the Fountains and firſt Springs of Wiſdom, 
Wrapt in perplexed Alegories ? Mam. | urg'd that, 
And clear'd co him, that Sy/iphws was damn'd 
To roll the ceaſleſs Stone, only becauſe 
He would have ours cemmon. Who is this ? [ Doll is ſeen, 
God's precious— What do you mean? Go in, good Lady, 
Let me intreat you. Where's this Varlet? Fac. Sir? 
Sub. You very Knave! do you uſe me thus 2 
Fac. Wherein, Sir ? 
Sub. Go in, and ſee, you Traitor, Go. 
Mam. Who is it, Sir ? 
Sub, Nothing, Sir : Nothing. 
Mam. What's the matter, good Sir ? 
I have not ſeen you thus diſtemper'd. Who is't? 
Sub, All Arts have ſtill had, Sir, their Adverfaries ; 
Burt ours the moſt ignorant. What now? | Face returns. 
Fac, "Twas not my fault,Sir 3 ſhe would ſpeak with you. 
S$«b. Would ſhe, Sir ? Follow me. 
Mam. Stay, Lungs. Fac. I dare not, Sir. 
Mam. How |! Pray thee ſtay. 
Fac She's mad, Sir, and fent hither — 
Mam. Stay Man, what is ſbe? Fac. A Lords Siſter, Sir. 
(He'll be mad too. Mam. I warrant thee.) 
Why ſent hither ? 
Fac. Sir, to be cur'd. Sw. Why Raſcal ! 
Fac. Loe you. Here, Sir. [ He goes our, 
Mam. Fore God, a Bradamante, a brave Piece. 
Sur. Heart, this is a Bawdy-houſe ! I'll be burnt elſe. 
, Mam. ©, by this Light, no. Do not wrong him. IVis 
Too {crupulous that way. Ir is his Vice. 
No, Ii is a rare Phyſician, do him right, 
An excellent Parace/ſian, and has done 
Strange Cures with Miner&Pby/ick. He deals all 
With Spirits, he. He will not hear a word 
Of Galen, or his tedious Recipe's. 
How now, Lungs | 
Fac. Softly, vir, k ſoftly. I meant 
To ha* told your V Vorſhip all. This muſt not hear. 
Mam. No, he will not be gull'd : let him alone. 
Fac. Y'are = right, Sir, ſhe is a moſt rare Scholar, 
And is gone with ſtudying Brawghton's V Vorks. 
If you but name a word touching the Hebrew, 
She falls into her Fit, and will diſcourſe 
$0 learnedly of Genealogies, 
As you would run mad too, to hear her, Sir. (Lungs i 


| Face again. 


Mam, How might one do t' have conference wich _ 
Fac, O, 
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* Fac. O,divers have run mad upon the conference. | 
I do nor know, Sir : I am ſent in haſte, 

'To fetch a Viol. Sur. Be not gull'd, Sir Mammen, | 
Mam. Wherein ? *Pray ye, be patient. 

Sur. Yes, as you are, 

And truſt confederate Knaves, and Bawds, and Whores. 
Mam. You are too foul, believe it. Come here, Ulen, 

One word. Fac. I dare not, in good faith. 

Mam. Stay, knave. , 

Fac. H' is extream angry that you ſaw her, Sir. 

Mam.Drink that. What is ſhe when ſhe's out of herfic ? 

Fac. O, the moſt affableſt creature, fir! ſo merry ! 
$9 pleaſanc! ſhe'll mount you up, like Quick-ſilver, 
Over the Helm ;, and circulate, like Oyl, 

A very Vegetal : Diſcourſe of State, 

Of Mathbematicks, Bawdry, any thing —— 

Mam, Is (he no way accefhble ? no means, 

No trick, to give a man a talte of her Wit——— 

Or 10?—— Wen, Fac. Ill come to you again, Sir. 
Mam. Surly, 1 did riot think, one o'your breeding 

Would traduce Perlonages of worth. Sur. Sir Epicure, 

Your friend co uſe : yet {t;ll, loch to be gull'd. 

I do nor like your Pb:lo/ophical Bawds. 

Their Srone is I etchery enough to pay for, 

Withouc this Bait. Mam. *Heart, you abuſe your ſelf. 

I know the Lady, and her Friends, and Means, 

The Original of this Diſaſter. Her brother 

H'as toll me all. Sur. And yet you ne're faw her 

Til now ? Mam. Q, yes, burl torgor. I have (believe it) 

O.1e oO the treacherouleſt memories, I do think, 

Of all mankind. Sb. What call you her brother? 
Mam. My Lord ———— 

He w1i' not have his Name known, now I think on't. 
Sur. A very treacherousmemory | Mam. O' my faith— 
Sur. Tut, if you ha' it not abour you, pals it, 

Till we meer next. Mam. Nay, by this hand, *tis true. 

He's one I honour, and my Noble Friend, 

And I reſpet his houſe. Swr. Heart! can it be, 

That a grave vir, a rich, that has no need, 

A wile Sir too, at other times, ſhould thus 

Wich his own Oaths, and Arguments, make hard means 

To gull himfelf? And this be your Elixir, 

Your /apz minerals, and your lunary, 

Give me your honeſt erick, yet, at Primero, 

Or Gleek; and take your lutum ſapients, 

Your menſtruum ſimplex: I'll have Gold before you, 

And with lefs danger of the Quick-ſilver, 

Or the hot Sulphur. 

Fac. Here's one from Captain Face, Sir, 
Delires you meet him i the Temple-Church, 
Some half hour hence, and upon earneſt buſineſs. 

Sir, if you pleaſe to quit us, now; and come | He whiſpers 

Again within ewo hours, you ſhall have Mammon. 

My Maſter buſie examining o' the works; 

And I will ſteal you in unto the party, 

That you may fee her converſe. Sir, ſhall I fay, 

You'll meer the Captains Worſhip ? Sur. Sir, I will. 

Bit, by Attorny, and to a ſecond purpole. 

Now, I am fure, it is a Bawdy-houle; 

I''l ſwear it, were the Marſhal hereto thank me : 

The naming this Commander doth confirm it. 

Don Face! Why, I is the moſt authentick Dealer 

P chcele commodities! The Super intendent 

To all the quainter Traffickers in 'Town. 

He is their /:ſitor, and does appoint, 

Who lies with whom, and at what hour ; what price ; 

V Vhich Gown; and in whae Smock; what Fall ; what 

Him will I prove, by a third perſon, to find (Tyre. 

The Subtilties of this dark Labyrinth : 

V Vhich, it I do diſcover, dear Sir Mammon, 

You'll give your poor friend leave, tho no Philoſopher, 

To laugh : tor you that are, 'tis thought, ſhall weep. 


[ To Surly. 


Fac. Sir, He does pray, you'll not forget. 
Sur. I will not, Sirs 


Sir Epicure, I ſhall leave you ? 
Mam. I follow you, ſtraight. 
Fac. But do fo, good Sir, to avoid ſuſpicion. P 
This Gent'man has a par'lous head. 
Mam. But wile thou, Ulen, 
Be conſtant to thy promiſe ? Fac. As my life, Sir. (me ? 
Mam. And wilt thou infinuate what I am? and praiſe 
And fay, I am a noble Fellow ? Fac. O, what elſe, Sir? 
And, that you'll make her royal, with the Stone, 
An Emprels ; and your ſelf King of Bantam. 
Mam. Wilt thou do this ? 
Fac. Will I, Sir? Mam. Lungs, my Lungs ! 
I love thee. Fac. Send your ſtuff Sir, that my Maſter, 
May bufie himſelt about projection. 
Mam. Th haſt wiech'd me, Rogue: Take, go. 
Fac. Your Jack, and all, Sir. 
Mam, Thou art a Villain—I will ſend my Jack, 
And the Weights too. Slave, I could bite thine Ear. 
Away, thou doſt not care for me. Fac. Not I, Sir ? 
Mam. Come, I was born to make thee,my good weaſel, 
Set thee on a bench, and ha? thee twirl a Chain 
With the beſt Lords Vermine of 'em all. Fac. Away, Sir. 
Mam. A Count, nay, a Count-Palatine 
Fac. Good Sir, go. 
Mam. Shall not advance thee better : no, nor faſter. 


A&t IL Scene IV. 


Subtle, Face, Dol. 4 


As he bit? Has he bit? 
Fac. And {wallow'd too, my Sabtle. 


I ha' giv'n him Line, and now he plays, y faith. J 


+ Sub. And ſhall we twitch him: 

Fac. 'Thorow both the Gills. 

A wench is a rare bait, with which a man 
No ſooner's taken, but he ſtraight firks mad. 

Sub. Dol, my Lord Wha'ts bums Siſter, you muſt now 

Bear your ſelf ftatelich, Dol. O, let me alone. 

Pll not forget my Race, I warrant you. 

I'll keep my diſtance, laugh, and calk aloud; 

Have all the tricks of a proud ſcurvy Lady, 

And be as rude as her woman. Fac. Well ſaid, Sanguine. 

Sub. But will he ſend his Andirons ? | 

Fac. His Jack too; 

And's Ironſhooing-horn : I ha' ſpoken to him. Well, 
I muſt not loſe my wary Gameliter, yonder. 

Sub. O Monſieur Caution, that will not be gull'd ? 

Fac. 1, if I can ſtrike a fine hook into him, now, 
The Temple-Church, there I have caſt mine Angle. 
Well, pray for me. Ill abour ir. 

Sub. What, more Gudgeons ! [ One knocks. 
Dol, ſcout, ſcout 3 ſtay, Face, you mult go to the door: 
Pray God it be my Anabaptiſf. Who is't, Dol? 

Dol. F know him not. He looks like a Gold-end-man. 

Sub. Gods ſo! 'ris he, he ſaid he would ſend. 

What call you him ? 

The /[an#ified Elder, that ſhould deal 

For Mammon's Jack and Andirons ! Let him in. 
Stay, help me off, firſt, with —_ Away 
Madam, to your withdrawing Chamber. Now, 
In a new tune, new geſture, bur old language, 
This fellow is ſent from one negotiates with me 
About the Stone too ; for the boly Brethren 

Of Amſterdam, the exil'd Saints : that 

To raile their Di/ciplane by it. I muſt uſe him 
In ſome ſtrange faſhion, now, to make him admire me. 
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A&t II. Scene V. 
Subtle, Face, Ananias. 


WV Here is my drudge? Fac. Sir. 
Sub. Take away the Recipient, 

And reifie your Menitrue trom the Phlegma. 

Then pour it o* the So!, in the Cucwbite, 

Ann It '*'em macerate together. Fac, Yes, Sir. 

And fave the ground? Sub. No. Terra dawmata 

Mult nor have entrance in the work. Who are you ? 
na. A faithful Brother, it it pleaſe you. 

Sub. Whar's that? | 
A Lullianift? a Ripley ? Filins artu ? 

Can you /ubl:we and dulcifie ? calcime ? 
Know you the Saper Pont:ck ? Sapor Styptick ? 
Or what is h:megenc, Or beterogene ? 

na. T unde (tand no Heathen language, truly. 

Sub. Heathen, you Kniyper Do'ing ? Is Ars Sacra, 
Or Chry/cpz:a, or Spagyrica, £ 
Or the Pamphyſick, or Panarchick kno vi:dge, 

A Heathen language ? Ana. Heathen G: ek, I rake it. 

Sub. How ? Heathen Greek * 

Ana. All's Heathen but the H-brew. (him, 

Sub. _Sirrah, ny Varlet, ſtand you forth, and fpeak to 
T.ike a Philoſopher : Anſwer Y the language. 

Name the Vexations, and the Marty: izations 

Of Metals in the work. Fac. Sir, Putrefattion, 
$oluttun, Ablution, Sublimation, 

Cob:batin, Calcination, Ceration, and 

Fixation. Sub. This is Heathen Greek, to you, now ? 
And when comes V:ruiſication? Fac. After Mortification, 

Sub. What's Cobchation? Fac. *Tis the pouring on 
Your Aqua Regs, and then drawing him off, 

Ta the Trine Circle of the Seven Sphears. 

bs What's the proper paflion of Metals ? 

ac. Malleation. | 
* Sab: Whar's your ultimum ſupplicium auri? 

Fac. Antimonum. (Mercury ? 

Sub. This's Heathen Greek to you ? And what's your 

Fac. A very tugitive, he will be gone, Sir. 

Sub. How know you him ? Fac, By his Viſcoſttie, 
His O/ec/ity, and his Suſcitabilty. 

Sub. How do you ſublime him ? 

Fac. With the calce of Egg-ſhells, 

White Marble, Cha/k. Sub. Your Magiſterinm, now ? 
Whar's that 5 Fac. Shifting, Sir, your Elements, 
Dry into cold, cold into moiſt, moiſt in- 

to hot, hor into dry. 

Sub. This's Heathen Greek to you {till ? 

Your Laps Philoſophicws? Fac. Tis a Stone, and not 
A Stine; a Spirit, a Soul, and a Body: 

Which it you do diſctve, ir is difſoly'd ; 

It you coagulate, it is coagulated; 

Jt you make it to fly, it flieth. Sub. Enough. 
This's Heathen Greck to you ? What are you, Sir ? 

Ana. Pleaſe you, a ſervant of the Exil'd Brethren, 
That deal with Widows, and with Orphans Goods 3 
And make a juſt acconnt unto the Saints : 

A Deacon. Sab. O, you are ſent from Maſter Wh-lſome, 
Your Teacher * Ana. From Tribalation Wholſome, 

Qur very z-alous Paſtor. Sub. Good. I have 

Some Orphans Goods to come here. 

Ana. Of what kind, vir ? 

Sub. Pewter, and Braſs, Andirons, and Kitchin-ware, 
Metals, that we muſt uſe our Mecd'cine on : 

Whercin the Brethren may have a penn'orth, 
For ready money. Ana. Were the Orphans Parents 
Sincere Profeſſors ? 

Sub. Why do you a:k? Ana. Becauſe 
We :.un arc to deal juſtly, and give (incruth) 
Their urmc{ value. Sub. 'Slid, you'ld cozen elſe, 
And it their Parents were not of the faichful ? 


—_— 


I will not truſt you, now I think on't, 
Till I ha' talk'd with your Paſtor. Ha” you brought money 
To buy more Coals : 
Ana. No, lurely. Sub. No? Howſo? 
Ana. The Brethren bid me ſay unto you, Sir, 
Surely, they will not venture any more, 
| Till they may ſee proje#son. 
Sub. How | Ana. Yo' have had, 
For the Inſtruments, as Bricks, and Lome, and Glaſles, 
Already thirty pound ; and tor Materials, 
They ſay, ſome ninety more: And they have heard fince, 
That one, at Heidelberg, mado icof an Egg. 
And a ſmall paper of Pin-duſt. 
Sub. What's your Name ? 
na. My Name is Ananias. 
$«b, Out, the Varlet 
That cozen'd the Apoſtles ! Hence, away, 
Flee Miſchief 3 had your holy Conſiſtory 
No Name to fend me, of another found, 
Than wicked Ananias? ſend your Elders 
Hither, to make attonement for you, quickly, 
And gi me ſatisfaction; or out goes 
The hre : -and down th' Alembeks, and the fornace. 
Piger Henricws, or what not. Thou wretch, 
Both Sericon, and Bufe, ſhall be loſt, 
Tell *em. All hope of rooting out the Biſhops, 
Or th' Antichriſtian Hierarchy (hall periſh, 
If they ſtay threeſcore minutes. The Aqueity, 
Terreity, and Sulphureity 
Shall run together again, and all be annull'd, 
Thou wicked Ananias. This will fetch 'em, 
And make 'em haſte cowards their gulling more. 
A man mult deal like a rough Nurſe, and fright 
Thoſe that are froward to an appetite. 


A& IL. Scene VI. 
Face, Subtle, Drugger. 


HE buſie with his Spirits, but we'll u 
Sub. How now ! What mates? 
we here ? 

Fac. I told you, he would be furious. Sir, here's Nab, 
Has broughe you another piece of Gold to look on: 
(We muſt appeaſe him. Give it me) and prays you, 
You would deviſe (what is it Nab?) Drs. A lign, Sir. 

Fac. I, a good lucky one, a thriving ſign, Door. 

Sub, 1 was deviling now. 

Fac. (Slight, do not fay fo, 

He will repent he ga' you any more.) . 
What ſay you to his Conſtellation, Doctor ? 
The Ballance ? 
Sub. No, that way is ſtale, and common. 
A Townſman born in Taurw, gives the Bull; 
Or the Bulls-head : In Aries, the Ram. 
A poor device. No, I will have his Name 
Form'd in ſome myſtick Character; whoſe Radii, 
Striking the Senſes ot the paſſers by, 


bim. 
hat Baiards ha* 


| Shall, by a virtual influence, breed affections, 


That may reſult upon the party owns it : 
As thas—— Fac. Nab! 
Sub. He fir{t ſhall have a Bell, that's Abel; 
And by it ſtanding one whoſe Name is Dee, 
Ina _y Gown; there's D, and Rag, that's Drug ! 
And right anenſt him a Dog ſnarling Er ; 
| There's Drugger, Abel Drugger. That's his ſign. 
| And here's now Myſtery, and Hieroglyphick ! 
| Fac. Abel, thou art made 
Dru. Sir, I dothank his Worſhip. 
Fac. Six o'thy legs more will not do it, Nab. 
He has brought you a Pipe of Tobacco, Door. 
Dru. Yes, Sir: 


I have another thing I forts impart—— 
| Fac. Out with it, Nab. 
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Dru. Sir, there is lodg'd, hard by me 
A rich young Widow-—— Fac. Good ! a bona robs ? 
Drs. But Nineteen at the moſt. 
F ac. Very good, Abel. 
Drs. Marry, (b'is not in faſhion yet; ſhe wears 
A hood ; but 't ſtands acop. Fac. No matter, Abel. 
Dru. And I do now and then give her a fucus —— 
Fac. What !. doſt thou deal, Nab ? 
$«b. I did tell you, Captain. (truſts me 
Dru. And Phylick coo ſometime, Sir : for which ſhe 
With all her mind. She's come up here of purpoſe 
To learn the Faſhion. 
Fac. Good (his match too!) on, Nab. 
Dru. And ſhe do's {trangely long to know her fortune. 
Fac. Gods lid, Nab, ſend her to the Door hither. 
. Dru. Yes, I have ſpoke to her of his Worſhip already : 
Bur ſhe's afraid it will be blown abroad, 
And hure her Marriage. Fac. Hurt it ? Tis the way 
To heal ir, if 'twere hurt ; to make it more 
Follow'd and ſought : Nab, thou thalt tell her this. 
She'll be more known, more talk'd of; and your Widows 
Ae nc'er of any price till they be famous; 
Their Honour 15 chei: multitude of Suitors : 
Send her, it may be thy good fortune. What ? 
Thou doſt not know. Drs. No, Sir, ſhe'll never marry 
Under a Knight. Her Brother has made a Vow. 
Fac. What, and doſt thou diſpair, my little Nab, 
Knowing what the Doctor has fer down for thee, 
And ſeeing to many of the City dubb'd ? 
One Glaſ\s & thy water, with a Madam, I know 


Will have it done, Nab. What's her Brother ? a Knight? | 


Dru. No.Sir,a Gentleman newly warm in 'his land,Sir, 
Scarce cold in his one and twenty, that do's govern 
His Siſter here; and is a man himſelf 
Of ſome chree thouſand a year, and is come up 
To learn to quarrel, and to live by his Wits, 

And will go down again, and die 1 the Countrey. 

Fac. How! to quarrel ? 

Dru. Yes, Sir, to carry Quarrels, 

As Gallants do, and manage 'em by Line. 

Fae. *Slid, Nab ! The Poor is the only man 

In Chriſtendom for Kim. He has made a Table, 
V Vith Mathematical Demonitrations, 
Touching the Art of rrels. He will give him 
An Inſtrument co quarreV/by. Go, bring *em both, 
Him and his Siſter. And, for thee, wich her 
The Door happ'ly may perſwade. Go to. 
'Shat give his V Vorthip a new Damask Suit 
Upon the premilles. 
Sub. O, good Captain. Fac. He ſhall, 

He is che honeſtelt fellow, Door. Stay not, 

No Offers, bring the Damask, and the Parties. 
© Dru, I'll ery my power, vir. 

Fac. And thy will too, Nab. 

Swb. "Tis good Tobacco, this! what is't an Ounce ? 

Fac. He'll fend you a pound, Dodtor. 

$«b. O, no. Fac. He will do't. 

It is the goodeſt Soul. Abel, abour it. 

(Thou ſhale know more anon. Away, be gone.) 

A miſerable Rogue, and lives with Cheeſe, 

And has the worms. That was the Cauſe indeed 
VVhy he came now. He dealt with me in private, 
To get a Med*cine for ':m. 

Sub. And ſhall, Sir. This works. 

Fac. A wife, a wife for one on'us, my dear Subtle : 
VVell &ne draw lots, and he that tails, ihall have 
The more in Goods, the other has in Tail. 

$#6. Rather the lefs. For ſhe mzy be 1o light 
She may want Grains. 

Fac. I, or be ſuch a burden, 

A man would ſcarce endure her for the whole. 

$«b. Faith, beſt let's ſee her firſt, and then determine. 

Fac. Content. But Do} mult ha* no breath on't. 

$4), Mum. 


| 


Away, you to your Surly yonder, catch him. 
Fac. "Pray God I ha' not ſtaid too long, 
Sub. I fear it. 


Act IIL Scene 1. 


Tribulation, Ananias. 


Heſe chaſtiſements are common to the Saints, 
And ſuch rebukes we of the ſeparation 
Muſt bear, with willing ſhoulders, as the trials 
Sent forth to tempt our trailties. 
Ana. In pure Zeal 
I do not like the man, He is a Heathen, 
And ſpeaks the Language of Canaan, truly. 
Tri. 1 think hima prophane perſon indeed. 
Ana. He bears 
The viſible mark of the Beaſt in his fore-head. 
And for his fone, it is a work of darkne(s, 
And with Philoſophy blinds the eyes of man. 
Tri. Good Brother, we muſt bend unto all means 
That may give furtherance to the holy Cauſe. 
Ana. Which his cannot: "The ſanctified Cauſe 
Should have a ſaniified Courſe. 
Tri. Not always neceilary : 
The Children of Pe:dition are oft-times 
Made Inſtruments even of the greateſt works. 
Beſide, we ſhould give ſomewhat to mans nature, 
The place he lives in, ſtill about the fire, 
And fume of Metals, that intoxicate 
The brainof man, and make him prone to Paſlion. 
Where have you greater Atheiſts than your Cooks ? 
Or more prophane, or cholerick, than your Glaſ-men ? 
More Antichriſtian than your Belktounders ? 
What makes the Devil fo devilliſh, I would ask 
Sathan, our common Enemy, bur his being 
Perpetually about the fire, and boiling Ms 
Brim#tone and Arſnick? We muſt give, Ifay, - 
Unto the motives, and the ſtirrers up 
Of Humors in the blood. It may be fo. 
When as the work is done, the fone is made, 
This heat of his may turn into a Zeal, 
And ſtand up for the beauteous diſcipline, 
Againſt the menſtruous Cloth, and Rag of Rome. 
We muſt await his calling, and the coming 
Of the good Spirit. You did faulc, rupbraid him 
With the Brethrens blefling of Heidelberg, weighing 
What need we have to a on the work, 
Far the reſtoring of the ſilenc'd Saints, 
Which ne'er will be, but by the Pb:lo/ophers Stone. 
And fo a learned Elder, one of Scotland, 
Aſlur'd me3 Awurum potabile being 
The only Med'cine, tor the civil Magiſtrate, 
T' incline him to a feeling of the Caulz ; 
And mult be daily us'd in the Dilcaſe. 
Ana. | have not edified more, truly, by Man ; 
Not ſince the beautiful light firſt ſhone on me: 
And I am ſad my Zzal hath fo offended. 
Tri. Let us call on him then. 
Ana. The motion's good, 
And of the Spiric ; I will knock fuſt : Peace be within. 


Act II. Scene II. 


Subtle, Tribulation, Ananias. 


*'Areyou come?” Twas time. Your threeſcor2 minutes 
O Were at laſt thread, you fee ; and down had gone 
Furnus acedie, Turrs circulatorius : 
Lembek, Bolts-head, Retort, and Pellicane 
Had all been cinders. Wicked Ananias ! 
Art thou return'd ? Nay then, it goes down yet. 


—_— 


you, 


Tri. 


222 


The Alchemiſt 


Tri, Sir, be appeaſcd, he is come to humble 
Himlelt in Spirit, and to ask your patience, 
It roo much Zeal hath carried him aſide 
From the due path. Sub. Why, this doth qualifie! 

1r:i. The Brethren had no purpole, verily, 
To give you the leaſt Grievance : but are ready 
To lend their willing hands to any project 
The Spirit and you direct. 

Sub This qualifi:s more : 

Tri. And for the OrphansGoodls, let them be valu'd, 
O; what is ngediul cle to the holy work, 
It ſhall be numbred; here, by me, the Saints 
Throw down thzir Purſe betore you. 

$6. This qualities moſt ! 
Why, thus it ſhould be, now you underſtand. 
Have I diſcours'd fo unto you of our Stone, 
And ot the good that it ſhall bring your Cauſe ? 
Shew*d you, (belide the main of hiring Forces . 
Abroad, drawing the Hellanders, your Friends, 
From th* Indres, to ſerve you, with all their Fleet) 
That even the med'cinal uſe ſhall make you a Faction, 
And Parry in the Realm? As, put the caſe, 
That fone great man in State, he have the Gour, 
Why, you but ſend three drops of your Elixir, 
You help him ſtraight: there you have made a friend. 
Another has the Palfie, or the Droplie, 
Herakes of your incombuſltible ſtuff, 
Hz's young avain : there you have made a friend. 
A Lady that is paſt the feat of body, 
Tho not of mind, and hath her Face decay'd 
Beyond all cure of Paintings, you reſtore 


With the Oyl of Talek; there you have made a friend : 


And all her triends. A Lord that is a Leper, 
A Knight that has the Bone-ach, or a Squire 
That hath both theſe, you make *em ſmooth and ſound, 
With a bare fricace of your Med'cine: ſtill 
You increaſe your friends. 
Tri, I, 'tis very pregnant. 
Sub. And then the turning of this Lawyer's Pewter 
To Plate at Chrifmaſy——- 
Ana. Chriſt tide, 1 pray you. 
Sub. Yet Ananias ? 
Ana, ] have done. Suh. Or changing 
His p.rcel gilt ro maſſie Gold. You cannot 
But raiſe your friends. Withal, to be of power 
Topay an Aimy inthe field, to buy 
The King ot France out of his Realms, or Spain 
O.it of hits Indizess What can you not do 
Againſt Lords ſpiritual or temporal, 
Thar ſhall oppone you 2 Tri. Verily 'tis true. 
We may betcmporal Lords our ſelves, I take it. 
Sub. You may beany thing, and leave off to make 
I ong-winded Exerciſes : or fuck up 
Your ha, and hum, in a tune. I not deny, 
But ſuch as are no: graccd in a State, 
May, for their Ends, be adverſe in Religion, 
And. ger a tune tocall the Flock together : 
Yor (to ſay footh) a tune docs much with women, 
And other phlegmatick people, it is your Bell. 
na. Bells are prophane : a tune may be religious. 
$45. No warning with you? Then farewel my patience. 
"Slight, ic ſhall down : 1 will not be thus tortur'd, 
Tri. I pray you, Sir. 
$45, All ſhall periſh. I have ſpoke it. 
Tr, Let me find Grace, vir, in your eyes ; the man 
He {tands corrected : neither did ht zcal 
(Baz as your 1-1t) allow a tune ſomewhere. 
Which now being to'ard the Stone, we ſhall not nced. 
Sub. No, nor your holy Vizard, to win widows 
To give vou Legacies ; or make zealous wives 
'To rob their husbands for the Common Cauſe : 
No- eake the ſtart of Bonds broke but one day, 
And lay, they were forfeited by Providence. 
Nor lhall you need o're night tocat huge meals, 


—— 


To celebrate your next days Faſt the better : 
The whilſt the Brethrenand the Siſters humbled, 
Abate the ſtiffneſs of the fleſh. Nor caſt 
Before your hungry Hearers ſcrupulous Bones; 
As whether a Chriſtian may hawk or hunt, 
Or whether Matrons of the Holy Aſſembl 
May lay their Hair out, or wear Doublets ; 
Or have that Idol Starch about their Linnen, 
Ana. It is indeed an Idol. 
Tri. Mind him nor, Sir. 
I do command thee, Spirit (of zeal, but trouble) 
To peace within him. Pray you, Sir, go on. 
Sub. Nor ſhall you need to libel *gainſt the Prelates, 
And ſhorten ſo your Ears againſt the hearing 


1 Of the next wire-drawn Grace. Nor of neceflity 


Rail againſt Plays, to pleaſe the Alderman, 

Whoſe daily Cuſtard you devour. Nor lie 

With zealous Rage rill you are hoarſe. Not one 

Of thele ſo ſingular Ares. Nor call your ſelves 

By Names of Tribulation, Perſecution, 

Reſtraint, Long Patience, and ſuch like affected 

By the whole tamily, or wood of you, 

Only tor Glory, and to catch the Ear 

Of che Diſciple. Tri. Truly, Sir, they are 

Ways that the Godly Brethren have invented 

For propagation of the Gloriow Cauſe, 

As very notable means, and whereby alſo 

Themſelves grow ſoon, and profitably famous. 

Sub. O, butthe Stone, all's idle to'r! nothing ! 

The Art of Angels, Natures Miracle, 

The Divine Secret that doth fly in Clouds 

From Eaſt to Weſt; and whole tradition 

Is not from Men, but Spirits, 

Ana. I hate Traditions : 

I do not cruſt them —— 7T7i. Peace. 
Ana. They are Popiſh, all. 

I will not peace. I will not—— Tri. Ananias. 
Ana.Pleaſethe prophane,to grieve the godly: may not. 
Sub. Well, Ananias, thou ſhalt over-come. 

Tri, It is an ignorant zeal that haunts him, Sir. 

Bur eruly, elſe, a very faithful Brother, 

A Botcher: and a man, by revelation, 

That hath a competent knowledge of che truth. 

Sub. Has he a competent ſum there i” the Bag 

To buy the Gootls within? I am made Guardian, 

And muſt, for Charity and Conſcience ſake, 

Now ſee the moſt be made for my poor Orphan : 

Thol deſire the Brethren too, good Gainers. 

There they are within. When you have view'd, and 

bought 'em. 

And cane the Inventory of what they are, 

They are ready for Projetion ; there's no more 

To do: Caſt on the Med'cine, fo much Silver 

As there is Tin there, fo much Gold as Braſs, 

il gi'it you in by weight. Tri. But how long time, 

Sir, muſt the Saints expet yet? Sub, Let me lee, 

How's the Moon now ? Eight, nine, ten days hence 

He will be Silver Petate; then three days 

Before he Cirroni/e : ſome fifteen days 

The Magiſterium will be perteted. 

Ana. About the ſecond day of the third week, 

In the ninth month ? Sub. Yes, my good Ananias. 
Tri. What will the Orphans Goods ariſe to, think you? 
Sub. Some hundred Marks, as much as fill'd three Cars, 

Unladed now : you'll make fix Millions of em. 

But I muſt ha* more Coals laid in. 

Tri. How | Sub, Another Load, 

And then we have finiſh'd, We muſt now increaſe 

Our fire to Ignx ardens, we are paſt 

Fimus equinus, Balnei Ciners, 

And all thoſe lenter heats. If the holy Purſe 

Should wich this draught fall low, and that the Saints 

Do necd a preſent ſum, 1 have a trick 


To 


To melt the Pewter, you ſhall buy now, inſtancly, 
And with a tin&ture make you as good Dutch Dollars 
As any arc in Holland. Tri. Can you 1o ? 

Sub. I, and ſhall 'bide che third Examination. 

Ana, It will be joytul cidings to the Bretbres. 

Sub. Bur vou muſt carry it ſecret. Tri. 1, but ſtay, 
This a& of coyning, is it lawful? Ana. Lawful ? 

We know no Magiſtrate. Or, if we did, 
This 's forreign Cain. 
$ab, It is no coining, Sir. 
It is but caſting. Tr: Ha? you diſtinguiſh well. 
Caſting of Money may be lawful. Ana. *Tis, vir. 
Tri. Truly, I take 1« fo. 
$«b. There is no ſcruple, 
Sir, to be made of it; believe Ananias : 
This Caſe of Conſcience he is ſtudied in. 

Tri. Pll make a queſtion of it to the Brethren. 

Ana. The Brethren ſhall approve it lawful, doubt not. 
Where ſhall it be done 2? 

Sub. For that we'll talk anon. (Knock without. 
There's ſome to ſpeak with me. Go in, I pray you, 
And view the parcels. That's the Inventory. 

I'll come to you ſtraight. Who isit? Face ! Appear. 


A&t II. Scene 1IL. 
Subtle, Face, Dl. 


Ow now? Good Prize ? 
Fac. Good Pox! Yond' cauſtive Cheater 

Never came on. $«b. How then? 

Fac. I ha' walk'd the round 

Till now, and no ſuch thing. 

Sub. And hz' you quic him? (happy. 
Fac. Quit him? an hell would quit him too, he were 

"Slight would you have me ſtalk like a Mill-Jade, 

All day, for one that will not yield us Grains? 

I know him of old. $4. O, but to ha* gull'd him, 

Had been a maiſtry. Fac. Let him go, black Boy, 

And turn thee, that ſome freſh news may poſlels thee. 

A Noble Count, a Don of Spain (my dear 

Delicious Compeer, and my Party-bawd) 

Who is come hither, private for his Conſcience, 

And brought Munition with him, ſix great Sloops, 

Bigger than three Dutch Hoys, beſide round trunks, 

Furniſt'd with Piltolces, and Pieces of Eight, 

Will ſtreighe be here, my Rogue, to have thy Bath, 

(That is the colour) and to make his Battry 

Upon our Dol, our Caſtle, our Cinque-Port, 

Our Dover Pire, our what thou wilt. Where is ſhe 2 

She muſt prepare Perfumes, delicate Linnen, 

The Bath in chict, a Banquet, and her Wit, 

For ſhe mult milk his Fpididymas. 

Where is the Dexy ? Sub. T1 fend her to thee : 

And but diſpatch my Brace ot lictle Fobn Leydens, 

And come again my fzlf. Fac. Are they within then * 
S#b. Numbring the ſum. Fac. How much ? 

Sub. A hundred Marks, Boy. 
Fac. Why, this's a lucky day | Ten pounds of Mammon! 

Three o' my Clark! A Portague o* my Grocer : 

This o' the Brethren ! behide Reverlions, 

And States to come i” the Widow, and my Count ! 

My ſhare to day will not be bought tor torty 
Dol. What 7 | 
Fac. Pounds, dainty Dorathee, art thou fo near? 

Dol. Yes, ſay Lord General, how tarcs our Caiap ? 
Fac. As with the few chat had intrench'd theinſelves 

Safe, by their Diſcipline, againſt a world, Dok 

And laugh'd within thoſe Trenches, and grew fat 

Wich thinking on-the Booties, Dol, brought in 

Daily by their ſmall Parties. This dear hour 

A doughty Don is taken with my Dol; 

And thou mailt make his Ranſom what thou wilt, 


My Dou/abel: He ſhall be brought here ferter'd 


With thy fair looks before he ſees the2; and thrown 
In a Down-bed, as dark as any Dungeon ; 
Where thou ſhalt keep him waking with thy Drum ; 
Thy Drum, my Del; thy Drum; till he be came, 
As the poor Black-birds were i' the great Froſt, 
Or Bees are with a Baſon ; and 1o hive him 
I the Swan-skin Coverlid, and Cambrick Sheets, 
Till he work Honey and Wax, my little Gods gift. 
Dol. What is he, General? Fac. An Adalantade, 
A Grande, Girl. Was not my Dapper here yet ? 
Dol. No. Fac. Nor my Drugger ? : 
Dol. Neither. Fac. A Pox on 'em, 
They are fo long a turniſhing ! Such Stinkards 
Would not be feen upon chele feſtival days. 
How now ! ha' you done ? 
Sub. Done. "They are gone. The Sum 
Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew 
Another Chapman now would buy 'em our-right. 
Fac. *Slid, Nab ſhall do't againſt he ha' the widow, 
To furniſh houſhold. Sub. Excellent well thought on. 
Pray God he come. Fac. I pray he keep away 
Till our new buſineſs be o're paſt. $«b. But, Face, 
How can't chou by this Secret Don? Fac. A Spirit 
Broughe me th? intelligence in a paper here, 
As 1 was conjuring yonder in my Circle 
For Surly, I ha" my Flies abroad. Your Bath 
Is famous, Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol, 
You mult go tune your Virginal, no loſing 
O' the leaſt time. And do you hear ? good action. 
Frek, like a Flounder ; kifs, like a Scallop, cloſe : 
And tickle him with thy Mother-tongue. His great 
Verdugoſhip has not a jot of Languags : 
So much the eaſier to be cozew'd 3 my Dolly, 
He will come here in a hir'd Coach, obicure, 
And our own Coach-man, whom I have ſent as Guide, 
No creature elſe. Who's that 2? (One knecks. 
S*b. Ir is no: he! 
Fac, O no, not yet this hour. 
Sub. Whoist? Dol. Dapper, 
Your Clark. Fac. God's will then, Quecn of Fairy, 
On with your Tyre; and, Doctor, with your Robes. 
Let's diſpatch him for God's fake. Sub. "I will be long, 
Fac. | warrant you, take bur the Cues I give you, 
Te ſhall be brief enough. *>light, here are more ! 
Abel, and I think the angry Boy, the Heir, 
That fain would quarrel. | 
Sub. Ard the Widow ? Fac. No, 
Not that I ſee. Away. O, Sir, you are welcome, 


A&t IIT. Scene IV. 
Face, Dapper, Drugger, Kaſtril. 


He DoRtor is within a moving for you ; 
(I have had the moſt ado to win him to it) 
He {wears you'll be the dearling o' the Dice: 
He never heard her Highnefs dote cill now (he ſays.) 
Your Aunt has giv'n you the molt gracious words 
That can be thought on. Dap. Shall I {cc her Grace ? 
Fac. See her, and kits her roo. What, honeſt Nab ! 
Ha'ſt brought the Damask ? Nab. No, Sir, here's Tobacco. 
Fac./Tis well done, Nab: Thow'lt bring the Damask too ? 
Dru. Yes,here's the Gentleman,Caprain, Maſter Xa{r:l, 
[ have brought to ſee the Doctor. 
bac. Where's the widow ? 
Dre. vir, as he likes, hisSiſter (he ſays) ſhall come. 
Fac. Q, is it fo? "Good time. Is your Name Kaſtr:l, Sir? 
Ke/. 1, and the belt of the Kaſtrils, Fild be forry elle, 
By fitteen hundred a year. Where is this Doctor ? 
My mad Tobacco-boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things. Has he any Skill? Fac. Wherein, Sir 2 
Ka. Tocarry a bulinels, manage a Qyarrel fairly, 
Upon fic terms. Fac. It ſeems, Sir, yo' are but young 


About the 'Fown, that can make that a Queſtion ! 
Kaf. 
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Kale $i”, not fo young? but I have heard ſome ſpeech 


Ot che argry Boys, and ſeen *em take Tobacco ; 
And ir his Shop : Ant I can take it coo. 

And I would fain be one of *em, and go down 
And prattiſe ? the Countrey. Fac. Sir, for the Duello, 
]'». Doctor, I afſure you, ſhall inform you, 

1c > leaſt ſhadow of a hair : and ſhew you 
An Inſtrument he has of his own making, 
Vhere” th no fooner ſhall you make report 

O! any Q:a41i1, bur he will take the heighe on'e 
Moft inſtantiy. and tell in what degree 

Cr Satery ithes in, or Mortality. 

And how it may be born, whether in a Right Line 
Or a Half C:rcle 3 or may elle be caſt 

Into an cingl. blunt, it nor acnte : 

All this he will demonſtrate. And then, Rules 
Topive and take the Lie by. Kaſ. How ? to take it ? 
Fac. Yes, im Ob/:que he'll ſhew you, or in Circle ; 

But never in D:ameter, The whole Town 
Study his Theoremes, and diſpute them ordinarily 
Ar ene cating Academies. Kaſ, But does he teach 
Living by the wits too? Foc. Any thing whatever. 
You cannot think that Subtilty but he reads ic. 
H2 made me a Captain. I was a ſtark Pimp, 
Juſt o* your ſtanding, 'tore I mer with him: 
Iti'no:ewo months tnce. Pl tell you his method : 
Firſt, he will enter you at ſome Ordinary. 
K:/. No, Fl nog come there. You ſhall pardon me. 
Fac. For why, Sir ? 
Kaſ. There's gaming there, and tricks. 
Fac. Why, would you be 
A Gallant, and not game? Kaſ. I, 'twill ſpend a man. 
Fac. Spend you? It will repair you when you are ſpent. 
How do they live by their wits there, that have vented 
Six times your Fortunes ? 
Ka/. What, three thouſand a year ! 
Fac. 1, torty thouſand. 
Kaſ. Are there ſuch ? Fac. I, Sir. 
And Gallants yet. Here's a young Gentleman 
I; born to nothing, forty Marks a year, 
Which I count nothing. Ie is to be initiated, 
And have a fie o' the Dotor. He will win you 
By unreſiſtable 'uck, within t'1is fortnight, 
Enough © buy a &arcny. "Lhey will fer him 
Upmoſt at the Groom Porters all the Chriſtmaſl' !) 
And for the whole ycar through at every place 
Where there is play, preſenc him with the Chair; 
The beſt Artendance, the beſt Drink ; ſomerimes 
Two Glalles of Canary, and pay nothing z 
The pureſt Linnen, and the tharpeſt Knite, 
The Partridg next his Trencher : and ſomewhere 
'The dainty Bed, in private, with the dainty. 
You ſhall ha your Ordinaries bid for him, 
As Vlay-houtes tor a Poet ; and the Maſter 
Pray hin aloud to name what Diſh he affets, 
Winch muſt be butter'd Shrimps : and thoſe that drink 
To no mouth elle, will drink to his, as being 
The goodly, preſident Mouth of all the Board. 
Ka/. Do you not gull one ? 
Fac. 'Od's my lite | Do vou think it ? 
You ſhall have a caſt Commander, (can but get 
In credit with a Glover, or a Spurrier, 
For ſome two pair of either's ware, afore-hand) 
Will, by molt ſwift Poſts dealing with him, 
Arrive at comperent means to keep himlelt, 
His Punk, and naked Boy, in excellent faſhion, 


And be admir'd for't. Kaf. Will the DoRor teach this? 


Fac. He will do more, Sir, when your Land 1is gone, 
C As men cf Spirit hate to keep Earth long) 
in a vacation, when ſmall money is ſtirring, 
And O:Gdinarics ſuſpended cill the Term, 
Hz |! thew a perſpettive, where on one ſide 
You ſhall behold che Faces and the Perſons 
Of all ſufficient young Heirs in Town, 


me — 


Whoſe Bonds are currant for Commodity ; 
On th* other ſide, the Merchants Forms, and others, 
That without help of any ſecond Broker, 
(Who would expect a ſhare) will truſt ſuch parcels. 
In the third Square, the very Street, and Sign 
Where the Commodity dwells, and does but wait 
To be deliver'd, be it Pepper, Sope, 
Hops, or Tobacco, Oatr-meal, Woad, or Cheeſes. 
All which you may ſo handle, to enjo 
To your own uſe, and never ſtand oblig'd. 
Kaſ. Tfaith! Is he ſuch a Fellow ? 
Far. Why, Nab here knows him. 
And then for making Matches for rich Widows, 
Young Gentlewomen, Heirs, the fortunar'ſt man' 
He's {ent to, far and near, all over England, 
To have his Counſel, and to know their Fortunes. 
Ka/. Gods will, my Suſter ſhall ſee him. 
Fac. ll tell you, Sir, 
What he did tell me of Nab. It's a ſtrange thing ' 
(By che way, you muſt eat no Cheeſe, Nab, it breeds 
M-:lancholy : 
And that ſame Melancholy breeds Worms) but paſs it, 
He told me, honeſt Nab, here, was ne're at Tavern 
Burt once in's lite! Dx. T ruth, and no more I was not. 
Fac. And then he'was fo ſick— 
Dru. Could hetell you that too ? 
Fac. How ſhould I know it? 
Dru. In troth we had been a ſhooting, 
And had a piece of fat Ram-mutton to lupper, 
That lay ſo heavy o* my ſtomack— . 
Fac. And he has no head 
To bear any Wine; for what with the noiſe o the Fidlers, 
And care of his Shop, for he dares keep no Servants —— 
Drs. My head did fo ake 
Fac. As he was fain to be brought home, 
The Doctor cold me. And then a good old woman —— 
Dru. (Yes faith, ſhe dwells in Sea-coal-lane) did cure me, 
With ſodden Ale, and Pellitory of the Wall : 
Coſt me but two pence. I had another ſickneſs 
Was worſe than that. Fac. I, that was with the griet 
Thou rook'ſt for being ſefs'd at eighteen pence, 
For the Water-work. Drs. In truth, and it was like 
T havecoſt me almoſt my life. Fac. Thy hair went off? 
Dru. Yes, Sir, 'twas done for ſpight. 
Fac. Nay, fo ſays the Doctor. 
Kaſ. Pray thee, Tobacco-boy, go fetch my Suſter, 
PF'll fee this learned Boy before I go: 
And fo ſhall ſhe. Fac. Sir, he is buſie now: 
But if you have a Siſter to fetch hither, 
Perhaps your own pains may command her ſooner ; 
And he by that time will be free. Ka/. I go. 
Fac. Drugger, ſhe's thine: the Damask. (Subtle and I 
Muſt wraſtle for her.) Come on, Maſter Dapper, 
You fee how I turn Clients here away , 
To give your Cauſe diſpatch. Ha' you perform'd 
The Ceremonies were enjoyn'd you ? 
Dap. Yes, © the Vinegar, 
And the clean Shirt. | 
Fac. "Tis well : that Shirt may do you 
More worſhip than you think. Your Aunt's afire, 
But that ſhe will not ſhew it, t* have a fight on you. 
Ha' you provided tor her Graces Servants ? , 
Dap. Yes, here are ſix ſcore Edward Shillings. 
Fac. Good. 
Dap. And an old Harry's Soveraign. Fac. Very good. 
Day. And three Fame: >hillings, and an Elizabeth Groat, 
Juſt rwenty Nobles. Fac. O, you are too juſt. 
[ would you had had the other Noble in Marie. 
Dep. 1 have ſome Philip and Maries. Fac. I, thoſe ſame 
Arc beſt of all. Where ars they ? Hark, the Doctor. 
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A& IM. Scene V. 


Subtle, Face, Dapper, Dol. 
Subtle diſguis'd like a Prieſt of Fairy. 


$ yet her Graces Couſin come? Fae. He is come. 
Sub. And is he faſting? Fac. Yes. 

Sub. And hath cry'd Hum ? 

Fac. Thrice,” you muſt anſwer. Dap. Thrice. 

Sub. And as oft Buz ? 

Fac. If you have, ſay. Dap.I have. Sub Then,to her Cuz, 
Hoping that he hath Vinegar'd his Senſes, 

As he was bid, the Fairy Queen diſpenſes, 

By me, this Robe, the Perticoat of Fortune ; 

Which that he ſtraight put on, ſhe doth importune. 
And though to Fortune near be her Petticoar, 

Yer nearer is her Smock, the Queen doth note: 

And therefore, even of that a piece ſhe hath ſent, 
Which, being a Child, to wrap him in was rent; 

And prays him for a Scarf he now will wear it 

(With as much love as then her Grace did rear it) 
Abour his Eyes, to ſhew he is fortunate. | They blind him 
And, truſting unto her to make his State, with a Rag. 
He'll throw away all worldly Pelf about him ; 

Which that he will perform, ſhe doth not doubt him. 

Fac. She need not doubt him, Sir. Alas,he has nothing, 
But what he will part withal as willingly, 

Upon her Graces word (Throw away your Purſe.) 
As ſhe would ask it : (Handkerchiets and all) 
She cannor bid that thing, but he'll obey. 
(If you have a Ring about you, caſt ic off, 
Or a ſilver Seal at your Wriſt ; her Grace will ſend 
Her Fairies here to ſearch you, therefore deal 
Dire&ly with her Highneſs. If they find 
That you conceal a Mite, you are undone.) 
H throws away, as they bid him. 

Dap. Truly, there's all. 

Fac. All what ? Dap. My Money, truly. 

Fac. Keep nothing that is tranſitory about you. 

(Bid Dol play Muſick.) Look, the Elves are come 
To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Adviſe you. 
[Dol enters with a Cittern ;, they pinch him. 

Dap. O,T have a Paper with a Spur-ryal in't. Fac. Titi, 
They knew't, they ſay. Sub. Ts, ts, ti, ti, he has more yet. 

Fac. Ti, ti-ti-ti. I the tother Pocket ? 

Sub. Titi, tits, tit, titi, tits. 

They muſt pinch him, or he will never confefs, they ſay. 

Dap. O, o. 

Fac. Nay, pray you hold. He is her Graces Nephew. 
Ti, ti, ti ? What care you ? Good faich, you (hall care. 
Deal plainly, Sir, and ſhame the Farris, Shew 
You are an Innocent. 

Dap. By this good Light, I ha* nothing. 

Sub. Ti, ti, ti, ti, to ta. He does equivocacte, ſhe ſays, 
Ti, ti do ti, ti ti do, ti da; and ſwears by the Light, when 

he is blinded. 

Dap. By this good Dark,I ha? nothing but a Half-crown 
Of Gold, about my Wriſt, that my Love gzve me; 
And a Leaden Heart I wore ſin* ſhe forfook me. 

Fac. I thought 'twas ſomething. And would you incur 
Your Aunts diſpleaſure for theſe Tritles * Come, 

I had rather you had thrown away ewenty Halt crowns. 
You may wear your Leaden Heart ſtill, How now ? 

Sub. What News, Dol ? - 

Del. Yonder's your Knight, Sir Mammon. 

Fac. Gods lid, we never thought of him till now. 
Where is he? Dol. Here, hard by. H'is at the Door. 

Sub. And you are not ready now ? Dol, get his Suit. 
He mult be ſent back. Fac. O, by no means. 

What ſhall we do with this ſame Puffing here, 
Now he's o' the Spit ? 
Sub. Why, lay him back a while, 


With ſome Device. 77, :i ci, ti ti ti. Would her Grace 
ſpeak with me ? 
I come. Help, Dol. Fac. Who's there ? Sir Epicure, 
| He [peaks through the Key-bole, the other knocking. 

My Maſter's i” the way. Pleaſe you to walk 
Three or tour Turns, but till his back be curn'd, 
And I am tor you. Quickly, Dol. Sub. Her Grace 
Commend her kindly to you, Maſter Dapper. 

Dap. I long to ſee her Grace. Sub. She now is {et 
Ar Dinner in her Bed, and has ſent you 
From her own private Trencher, a dead Mouſe, 
And a piece of Gingerbread, to be merry withal, 
And ſtay your Stomach, leſt you faint with faſting : 
Yer if you could hold out cill ſhe ſaw you (ſhe ſays) 
[t would be better for you. Fac. Sir, he ſhall 
Hold our, and *ewere this ewo Hours, for her Highneſ* ; 
[ can aſſure you that. We will not loſe 
All we ha* done Sub. He mult not ſee, nor ſpeak 
To any body, till then. Fac. For chat we'll put, Sir, 
A Stay in's Mouth. Sb. Of what? Fac. Of Gingerbread. 
Make you it fir. He that hath pleas'd her Grace 
Thus tar, ſhall not now crinkle tor a little. 
—_ Sir, and let him fit you. $«b. Where ſhall we now 
Beſtow him? Del. Þ the Privy. Sub. Come along, Sir, 
I now muſt ſhew you Firtune's Privy Lodgings. 

Fac. Ate they pertum'd, and his Bath ready ? Sb. All, 
Only the Fumigation's ſomewhat ſtrong. 

Fac. vir Epicure, I am yours, Sir, by and by. 


A& IV. Scene I. 


Face, Mammcn, Dol. 


O Sir, yo? are come i” the only fineſt time— 
Mam. Where's Maſter ? 
Fac. Now preparing for Projection, Sir. 
Your Stuff will b” all chang'd ſhortly. 
Mam. Into Gold ? 
Fac. To Gold and Silver,Sir. Mam.Silver I care not for. 
Fac. Yes, vir, a litcle to give Beggars. 
Mam. Where's the Lady ? 
Fac.At hand here. | ha'told her ſuch brave thingso'you, 
Touching your Bounty, and your noble Spiric—— * 
Mam. Haſt thou? 
Fac. As ſhe is almolt in her Fit to ſee you. 
Bur, good Sir, no Divinity i' your Conterence, 
For tear of putting her in rage— Mam. I warrant thee. 
Fac. Six Men will not hold her down. And then 
If the old Man ſhould hear or ſee you— Mam. Fear not. 
Fac. The very Houſe,Sir,would run mad. You know it, 
How ſcrupulous he is, and violent, 
'Gainlt che leaſt a& of Sin. Phyſick, or Matheraticks, 
Peetry, State, or Bawd'ry (as I told you) 


1 She will endure, and never ſtartle : Bur 


No word of Controverſie. Mam I am ſchool'd,good Ulcn. 

Fac. And you mult praiſe her Houſe, remember thar, 
And her Nobility. Mam. Let me alone : 

No Herald, nor no Antiquary, Lungs, 

Shall do ic beter. Go. Fac. Why, this is yet 

A kind of madern Happineſs, to have 

Dol Common tor a great Lady. Mam. Now, Epicure, 
Heighten chy felt, talk co her, all in Gold ; 

Rain her as many Showers as Fove did Drops 

Unto his Danae : Shew the Ged a Miſcr, 

Compar'd with Mammen. What ? the Stone will do't. 
She ſhall teel Gold, raſte Gold, hear Gold, f!:ep Gold : 
Nay, we will concwmbere Gold. 1 will be puiſſant, 
And mighty in my talk to her. Here ſhe comes. 

Fac. To him,Del, fuckle him. This is the noble Knight, 
| cold your Ladiſhip— Mam. Madam, with your pardon, 
I kifs your Veſtare. Del. Sir, I were uncivil 
It I would futfer that; my Lip co you, vr. 

Mam. | hope my Lord your Brother be in health Lady. 

Gg Dei. Ny 


The Alchemiſt. 


— 


Dol. My Ford, my Brother is, thougt. I no Lady, vir. 

Fac, (Well laid, my Guinybird.) 

Mam. Right noble Madam ———- 

Fac. (O, we ſhall have moſt fierce Idolatry.) 

Mam. *Tis your Prerogative. 

Dol. Rather your Courtehie. "s (to me, 

Mam. Were there nought elſe t'enlarge your Vertues 
Thelc Anſwers ſpeak your Breeding, and your Blood. 

Dol. Blood we boaſt none,vir, a poor Barons Daughter. 

Mam. Poor' and gat you? Profane not. Had your father 
Slept all the happy remnant of his Lite 
After that Act, lien but there ſtill, and panted, 

H' had done enough ro make himſelf, his Hlue, 
And his Poſterity Noble. Dol. Sir, although 
We may be ſaid to want the Gilc and T rapings, 
The Dreſs of Honour, yet we ftrive to keep 
The Seeds and the Materials. Mam. I do lee 
The old Ingredient, Vertue, was not loſt, 

Nor the D:yg Money us'd ro make your Compound. 
There is a ſtrang2 Nobility i' your Eye, R 
This Lip, that Chin ! Methinks you do reſemble 
One o' the Aufriack Princes. Fac, Very like, 
Her Father was an Ir Coſtarmonger. 

Mam. Thc Houlce of Valois juit had ſuch a Noſe, * 
And ſuch a Forehead yet the M:dzc: 

Of Florence boaſt. Del. Troth, and I have been lik'ned 

To all theſe Princes. Fac. PF ll be fworn, I heard it. 
AMam. | know not how ! it 15 not any one, 

Bur cen the very choice of all cheir Features. 

Foc. I'll in, and laugh. Mam. A certain Touch, or Air, 
Thar ſparkles a Divinity, beyond 
An earthly Beauty! Dol. O, you play the Courtier. 

Mam. Good Lady, gi” me leave 

D-/. In taith, I may not, 

To mock me,Sir. Mam. To burn i this ſweet Flame ; 
The Phenix never knew a nobler Death. : 

Del. Nay, now you court the Courtier, and deſtroy 
What you would build. This Art, Sir, 1 your words, 
Calls your whole Faith in queſtion. Mam. By my Soul— 

Dol. Nay Oaths are made o' the ſame air,vSir. Mam. Na- 
Never beſtow'd upon Mortality (ture 
A more unblam'd, a more harmonious Feature : 

She play'd the Step-dame in all Faces clic. 
Sweer Madam, le* me be particular- - 

Del. Particular, Sir 7 I pray you know your Diſtance. 

Aim. In no ill ſenſe, ſweet Lady, but to ask 
How your fair Graces paſs the Hours ? I ſee 
Yo' are lodg'd here, i' the Houſe of a rare Man, 

An excellent Artiſt ; but what's that to you ? 
Dal. Yes, Sir; I ſtudy here the Mathematicks, 

And —_ Mam. O, I cry you pardon. 

He's a Divine Inſtructer, can cxtract 

The Souls of all things by his Art 3 call all 

The Vertues, and the Miracles of the Sun, 

Into a temperate Furnace ; reach dull Nature 

What her own Forces are. A Man, the Emp'ror 

Tlas courted, above Kelley ; ſent his Medals 

And Chains, t* invite him. 
Del. I, and for his Phyſick, Sir 
Mam, Above the Art of &£/culapirrs, 

That drew the Envy of the 'Thunderer ! 

[ know all this, and more. Del. Troth, I am taken, Sir, 

Whole with cheſe Studies, that contemplate Nature. 

Mam. It is a noble Humour : But this Form 

Was not intended to ſo dark a ule. 

Had you been crooked, foul, of ſome courſe Mold, 

A Cloylter had done well; bur ſuch a Feature 

Tha: might ſtand up the Glory of a Kingdom, 

Tolive Recluſe! is a mecr Solzc:/m, 

Though in a Nunnery. It muſt not be. 

I muſe, my Lord your Brother will permit it; 

You ſhould ſpend half my Land firſt, were I he. 

12ocs not this Diamant better on my Finger, 

i han i'the Quarry * Del. Yes. Mam.Why,you are like it. 


You werecreated, Lady, for the Light! 
Here, you ſhall wear it ; take it, the firſt Pledge 
Of what I ſpeak, to bind you to believe me. 
Di. In Chains of Adamant ? 
Mam. Yes, the ſtrongeſt Bands. 
And take a Secret too. Here, by your Side, 
Doth ſtand, this Hour, the happieſt Man in Europe. 
De/. You are contented, Sir ? Mam.Nay,in truc being, 
The Envy of Princes, and the Fear of States, 
Dol. Say you fo, Sir Epicure | 
Mam. Yes, and thou ſhalt prove it, 
Daughter of Honour, I have caſt mine Eye 
Upon thy Form, and I will rear this Beauty 
Above all Styles. Dol. You mean no Treaſon, Sir ! 
Mam. No, I will cake away that Jealouſie. 
I am che Lord of the Philoſopher; Stone, 
And thou the Lady. Del. How, Sir! ha? you that ! 
Mam. I am the Maſter of the Maſtery. 
This day the good old Wretch here o' the Houſe 
Has made it tor us ; Now he's at Projettion. 
Think theretore thy firſt Wiſh now 3 let me hear it : 
And it ſhall rain into thy Lap, no Shower, 
But Floods of Gold, whole Cataradts, a Deluge, 
To get a Nation on thee. Del. You are pleas'd, Sir, 
To work on the Ambition of our Sex. 
Mam. I'm pleasd, the Glory of her Sex ſhould know, 
This Nook, here, of the Friers is no Climate 
For her to live obſcurely in, to learn 
Phyſick and Surgery, for the Conſtables Wife 
Of ſome odd Hundred in Eſſex : but come forth, 
And taſte the Air of Palaces; cat, drink 
The Toils of Emp'ricks, and their boaſted Practice ; 
Tincture of Pearl and Corral, Gold and Amber ; 
Be {cen at Feaſts and Triumphs ; have it ask'd, 
What Miracle ſhe is ? Set all the Eyes 
Of Court a-fire, like a Burning-glaſs, 
And work *em into Cinders, when the Jewels 
Of twenty States adorn thee, and the Light 
Strikes out the Stars ; that when thy Name is mention'd, 
Queens may look pale ; and we but ſhewing our Love, 
Nero's Poppae may be loſt in Story ! 
Thus will we have it. Dol. I could well conſent, Sir. 
But, in a Monarchy, how will this he ? 
The Prince will ſoon take notice, and both ſeife 
You and your Srene, it being a Wealth unfit 
For any private Subject. Mam. It he knew it. | 
Del. Your ſelf do boaſt it, Sir. Mam. To thee, my Life. 
Dol. O, but beware, Sir! You may come to end 
The remnant of your Days in a loath'd Priſon, 
By ſpeaking of it. Mam. 'Tis no idle fear: 
We'll cheretore go withal, my Girl, and live 
In a Free State, where we will eat our Mullcts, 
Sous'd in High-Country Wines, fup Pheaſants Eggs, 
And have our Cockles, boil'd in Silver Shells, 
Our Shrimps to ſwim again, as when they liv'd, 
In a rare Butter, made of Dolphins Milk, 
Whoſe Cream does look like Opals; and with theſe 
Delicate Meats ſer our ſelves high for Pleaſure, 
And take us down again, and then renew 
Our Youth and Strength, with drinking the Elixir, 
And fo enjoy a Perpetuity 
Of Life and Luſt, And thou ſhalt ha* thy Wardrobe 
Richer than Natures, ſtill to change thy (elf, 
And vary oftner, tor chy Pride, than ſhe, 
Or Art, her wile and almoſt-equal Servant. 
Fac. Sir, you are too loud, I hear you every word 
Into the L abaratory. Some fitter place ; 
The Garden,or great Chamber above. How like you her? 
Mam. Excellent ! Lungs. There's tor thee. 
Fac. But do you hear 7 
Good Sir, beware, no mention of the Rabbirs, 
Mam. We think not on 'em. 
Fac. O, it is well, Sir. Subtle ? 
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A& IV. Scene Il. 
Face, Subtle, Kaſtril, Dame Plant. 


Oſt thor: not laugh ? 
Sub. Yes. Are they gone? Fac. All's clear. 

Sub, The Widow is come. 

Fac. And your quarrelling Diſciple? 

Sub. I. Fac. I muſt to my Captainſhip again then. 

$«b, Stay, bring 'em in firlt. 

Fac. So I meant. What is the ? 
A Bony-bell? Sub. I know not. Fac. We'll draw Lots, 
You'll {tand to that ? 

Sub. What elſe? Fac. O, far a Suit, 

To fall now like a Curtain, flap. Sb. 'To th' Door, Man. 
Fac. You'll have the firſt Kiſs, 'cauſe I am not ready. 
$ub. Yes, and perhaps hit you thro” both the Noſtrils. 
Fac. Who would you ſpeak with ? 

Kaſ. Where's the Captain 2 Fac. Gone, vir, 

About ſome Bulinels. 

Kaſ. Gone? Fac. He'll return ſtraight. 

Bur Maſter Doctor, his Lieutenant, is here. - 
Sub, Come near, my worſhiptul Boy, my Terre F ili, 

That i, my Boy of Land ; make thy Approaches : 

Welcome : I know thy Luſt, and chy Detires, 

And I will ſerve and fatishe 'em. Begin, 

Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this Line ; 

Here is my Center : Ground thy Quarrel. Kaſ. You lie. 
$ub. How, Child of Wrath and Anger | the lowd Lie? 

For what, my ſudden Boy ? Kaſ. Nay, that look you to, 

I am atore-hand. Sub. O, this's no true Grammer, 

And as ill Logick ! You muſt render Cauſes, Child, 

Your firſt and ſecond Intentions, know your Canons, 

And your Diviſions, Moods, Degrees, and Differences, 

Your Predicaments, Subſtance, and Accident, 

Series extern and intern, with their Cauſes 

Efficient, Material, Formal, Final, | 

And ha' your Elements pertet—— Kaſ. What is this! 

The angry Tongue he talks in? Sub. Thar falſe Precept, 

Of being afore-hand, has deceiv'd a nuniber, 

And made *em enter Quarrels, otten-times, 

Before they were aware; and afterward, 

Againſt their Wills. Ks. How muſt I do then, Sir ? 
Sub. 1 cry this Lady mercy : She ſhould firſt 

Have been ſaluted, * I docall you Lady, 

Becauſe you are to be one, ere't be long, 

My foft and buxom Widow. 

Kaſ. Is ſhe, i" taith ? 

Sub. Yes, or my Art is an egregious Liar. 
Kaſ. How know you ? | 
Sub, By in{pection on ker Forehead, 

And ſubrilty of her Lip, which muſt be taſted 

Often,to make a Judgment. *Slight,ſhe melts | He kiſſes 

Like a Myrabolane | Here is yet a Line, ber again. 

In Rivo Frontis, tells me, he is no Knight, 

li, What is he then, Sir ? S»b.Let me fee your Hand. 

O, your Linea Fortune makes it plain 

And Stella here, in Monte Venerss : 

But, moſt of all, junitwa annularis. 

He is a Soldier, or a Man of Art, Lady. 

But ſhall have ſome great Honour _— Pl;. Brother, 

He's a rare Man, believe me! Kaſ. Hold your peace. 

Here comes the t'other rare Man, *Save you, Captain, 
Fac. Good Maſter Kaſtril. Is chis your Siſter? Ka/.l,Sir. 

Pleaſe you to kuſs her, and be proud to know her ? 

Fac. I ſhall be proud to know you, Lady. Ph. Brother, 

He calls me Lady too. Ka/. h, peace. I heard it. 

Fac. The Count is come. | 
Sub. Where is he? Fac. At the Door. 
Sub. Why,you muſt entertain him. Fac, What'll you do 

With theſe che while ? 

Sub. Why, have *em up, and ſhew 'em 
Some fuſtian Book, or the dark Glafs. Fac. 'Fore God, 


[ He kiſſes ber. 
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She is a delicate Dab-chick ! I muſt have her. 
Sub. Muſt you ? I, if your Fortune will, you muſl. 

Come, Sir, che Captain will come to us preſently : 

I'll ha' you to my Chamber of Demonſtrations, 

Where Ill ſhew you both che Grammar, and Logick, 

And Rheterick ot Quarrelling ; my whole Mcthod 

Drawn out in Tables; and my Inſtrument, 

Thar hath the ſeveral Scales upon'r, ſhall make you 

Able ro quarrel, at a Straws-breadch, by Moon-light. 

And, Lady, I'll have you look in a Glaſs, " 

Some half an hour, but to clear your Eyc-light, 

Againſt you ſee your Fortune ; which is greater 

Than I may judge upon the ſudden, truſt me. 


Act IV. Scene 1Il[. 
Face, Subtle, Surly. 


WJ Es are you, Dodtor ? 
Su. I'll come to you preſently. 


Fac, I will ha” this ſame Widow, now I ha* ſeen her; 
On any Compoſition. S»b. What do you fay ? 

Fac. Ha' you diſpos'd of them ? $6. | ha' ient '*em up. 

Fac. Sable, in troth, I needs muſt have this Widow. 

Sub, Is that the,matter ? 

Fac. Nay, but hear me. Sub. Go to, 1 
It you rebel once, Dol ſhall know ir all. 1 
Therefore be quiet, and obey your Chance. 

Fac. Nay,thou art fo violent now— Do but conceive: 
Thou art old, and canſt not ſerve—— 

Sub. Who, cannot I ? 

'Slight, I will ſerve her with thee, for a 
But underſtand-: Fll gi! you Compoſition. 

Sub. I will nor treat with thee ; Whar,lell my Forturic? 

"Tis better than my Birch-righe. Do not murmur. 
Win her, and carry her. It you grumble, De! 
Knows it directly. Fac. Well, Sir, I am ſilent. 

Will you go help co ferch in Dor in ſtate ? 

Su. 1 tollow ycu, Sir : We muſt keep Face in awe, 
Or he will over-look us like a Tyrant. | 
Brain of a Taylor : Who comes here * Don Fobn'! 

* | Surly like a Spaniard. 

Sur." Sennores, beſo las manos, a vneſtras mercedes. 

Sub. Would you had itoop'd a lictle, and kilt our anos. 

Fac. Peace,Swbtle. Sub. Stab me ; I ſhall never hold,man: 
He looks in that deep Ruff, like a Head in a Platter, 
Serv'd in by a ſhore Cloke upon two Treflils. 

Fac. Or, what do you ſay to a Collar of Brawn, cut 
Beneath che Souſe, and wriggled wich a Knife? (down 

Sub. *>lud, he does look too fat to be a Spaniard. 

Fac. Perhaps fome #leming, or ſome Hollander got him 
In 4" .4lve's time ; Count Egmont's Baſtard. Sub. Den, 
Your ſcurvy, yellow, Madr:4 Face is welcome. 

Sur. Gratia. Sub. He ſpeaks out of a Fortitication. 
Pray God he ha' no Squibs in thoſe deep Sets. 

Sur. Per dios, Sennores, muy linda caſa! 

Sub. What ſays he? Fac. Praiſes the Houſe,I think ; 
I know no more but's Action. Sub. Yes, the Caſe, 

My precious Diego, will prove fair enough 
To cozen you in. Do you mark ? You ſhall 
Be cozen'd, Diego. Fac. Cozen'd, do you lec ? 
My worthy Denzel, cozen'd. Sur. Entiends. 

Sub. Do you intend it ? So do we, dear Don. 
Have you brought Piſtolets, or Portagues, 
My folemn Den? Doſt thou tcel any * Fac. Full. 

_ - | Hyg, feels bis Pockets. 

Sub. You ſhall be emptied, Don, purfped, and drawn 
Dry, as they fay. Fac. Milked, in troth, ſweet Don. 

Sub. Sec all the Monſters; the great Lion of all, Der. 

Sur, Con licencia, /e puede wer & eſta Sennora ? 

Sub, What talks be now 2? A 

Fac. O' the Sennora. Sub. O, Don, 

Thar is the Lionefs, which you ſhall ſez 
Alſa, my Don. Fac. *Slid, Subs/e, how ſhall we do ? 
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Sub. For what ? 

Fac. Why Doel's employ*d, you know. Sub. That”s true. 
Fore Heaven, I know not : He muſt ſtay, that's all. 

Fac. Stay | That he muſt nor, by no means. 

Sub. No | Why?” ; 

Fac. Unleſs you'll mar all. *Slight, he'll ſfuſpe& it; 
And then he will not pay, not half fo well. 

This is a travelPd Punk-maſter, and do's know 

All the Delays 3 a notable hot Raſcal, 

And looks al;cady rampant, Sub. *Sdeath, and Mammon 
Muſt not be troubled. Fac. Mammon ! in no Cale. 

Sub. What ſhall we do then ? 

Fac. Think : you muſt be ſudden. 

Sur. Entiendo,que la Sennora es tan hermo/a,que codicio tan 
8 wer la, como la bien aventurinza de mi vida. 

Fac. M: vida? *vlid, Subtle, he puts me in mind of the 
What doſt thou ſay to draw her to't? ha ? (Widow. 
And tell her it is her Fortune ? All our Venture 
Now lies upon't. It is but one Man more, 

Which on's chance to have her: and beſide, 
There is no Maidenhead to be fear'd or loſt. 
What doſt thou think on't, Subtle ? 

Sub, Who, I? Why 

Fac. The Credit of our Houſe too is engagd. 

Sub. You made me an Offer for my Share ere-while. 
What wilt thou gi* me, i* faith ? Fac. O, by that Light, 
I'll not buy now. You know your doom to me. 

E'en take your Lot, obey your Chance, Sir ; win her, 
And wear her our, for me. 

Sub. *Slight, I'll not work her then. 

Fac. It is thz Common Caule ; therefore bethink you. 
Dol elſe muſt know it, as you ſaid. $6. I care nor. 

Sur, Sennores, por que ſe tarda tanta ? 

Sub. Faith I am not fit, I am old. 

Fac. That's now no Reaſon, Sir. 

Sur. Purde ſer, de hater burla de mi amor. 

Fac. You hear the Don too ? ” this Air, I call, 

And looſe the Hinges : Dol. Sub. A Plague of Hell— 

Fac. Will you then do? Sub. Yo'are a terrible Rogue; 
I'll think of this : Will you, Sir, call the Widow ? 

Fac. Yes, and I'll take her too, with all her Faults, 
Now I do think on't better. S«b. Wich all my heart, vir ; 
Aml diſcharg'd o' the Lot? Fac. As you pleaſe. Sub. Hands. 

Fac. Remember now,'that upon any Change, 

You never claim her. 

Sub. Much good Joy, and Health to you, Sir. 
Marry a Whore ? Fate, Iet me wed a Witch firſt, 

Sur. Por eſtas honrada's barbasr —— 

Sub. He {wears by his Beard. 

Diſpatch, and call che Brother too. 
Sur. Tiengo dnda, Sennores, 
Due no me hogan alguma traycion. 

Sub. How, iſſue on? Yes, preſfo Senor. Pleaſe you 

Fnthratha the Chambrata, worthy Don ? 

Where, it it pleaſe the Fates, in your Bathada, 

You ſhall be ſoak'd, and ſtroak'd, and tub'd, and rub'd, 
And ſcrub'd, and fub'd, dear Den, before you go. 

You ſhall, in faith, my ſcurvy Baboon Don, 

Be curried, claw'd, and flaw'd, and taw'd, indeed. 

I will the heartilier go about it now, | 

And make the Widow a Punk fo much the ſooner, 

To be reveng'd on this impetuous Face : 

The quickly doing of it, is the grace. 


A& IV. Scene IV. 


$ | 
Face, Kaſtril, Da. Pliant, Subtle, Surly, 


—_ Lady: I knew the Door would not leave, 
Till he had found the very nick of her Fortune. 
Kaſ. To be a Counteſs, ſay you? A _ Counteſs, vir ? 
Pli. Why, is that better thart an Engiiſh Counteſs ? 
Fac. Better ? *Slight, make you that a Queſtion, Lady ? 
K2ſ. Nay,ſhe is a Fool, Captain, you mult pardon her. 


Fac. Ask from yourCourtier,to your Inns-of-Court-man, 
To your meer Millener ; they will cell you all, 

Your Spaniſh Gennert is the beſt Horſe ; your Spaniſh 
StOuP is the belt Garb z your Spaniſh Beard 

Is che beſt Cur ; your Spaniſh Rufts are the beſt 
Wear ; you Spaniſh Pawn the beſt Dance; 

Your Spaniſh Titillation in a Glove 

The beſt Perfume. And for your Spaniſh Pike, 
And Spaniſh Blade, let your poor Captain ſpeak. 
Here comes the Doctor. Sub. My moſt honour'd Lady, 
(For fo I am now to ſtyle you, having found 

By this my Scheme, you are to undergo 

An honourable Fortune, very ſhortly.) 

What will you ſay now, if | fn 

Fac. I had told her all, Sir; 

And her right worſhipful Brother here, that ſhe ſhall be 
A Counteſs ; do not delay 'em, Sir : a Spaniſh Counteſ;. 

Sub. vill, —— {carce worſhipful Caprain, you can keep 
No Secret. Well, ſince he has told you, Madam, 

Do you forgive him, and I do. 

Ka/. She ſhall do that, Sir. 

I'll look to't, *tis my Charge. 

Sub. Well then : Noughe reſts 
Bur that ſhe fit her Love now to her Fortune. 

Pli. Truly I ſhall never brook a Spaniard. Sub. No? 

Pl; Never fin? Eighty-eight could 1 abide em, 

And that was ſome three year afore I was born, in truth. 

Sub. Come, you muſt love him, or be miſerable ; 
Chuſe which you will. 

Fac. By this good Ruſh, perſwade her, 

She will cry Strawberries elſe, within this Twelve-month. 

Sub. Nay, Shads and Mackerel, which is worſe. 

Fac, In , dir? 

Kaſ. Gods lid, you ſhall love him, ar T'll kick you. 

Phi. Why? 

FIl do as you will ha' me, Brother. Kaſ. Do, 

Or by this Hand I'll maull you. Fac. Nay, good Sir, 
Be not fo fierce. Sub. No, my enraged Child, 

She will be rul'd, What, when ſhe comes to taſte 

The Pleaſures of a Counteſs ! to be courted — 

Fac. And kiſt, and ruffled ! $«b.1,behind the Hangings. 

Fac. And then come forth in pomp ! 

Sub. And know her State! 

Fac. Ot keeping all th' Idolaters o' the Chamber 
Barer to her, than at their Prayers! Sub. Is ſerv'd 
Upon the Knee! Fac. And has her Pages, Uſhers, 
Foot-men, and Coaches 

Sub, Her fix Mares—— Fac. Nay, eight ! 

Sub, To hurry her through London, to th* Exchange, 
Bet'lem, the China bouſe, ' Fac. Yes, and have 
The Citizens gape at her, and praiſe her Tires ! 

And my Lords Goole-turd Bands, that rides with her ! 

Kaſ. Molt brave ! By this Hand,you are not my Siſter, 
It you refuſe. Plz. I will not refuſe, Brother. 

Sub. Que es eſto, Sennores, que non ſe venga ? 

Eſta tardanza me mata| Fac. It is the Count come ? 
The Doctor knew he would be here, by his Art. 

Sub. En gallanta Madama, Don | gallantiſſima! 

Sur. Por todos los dioſes, la mas acabada 
Hermoſura, que be viſto en mi vida | 

Fac. Is't not a gallant Language that they ſpeak ? 

Kaſ. An admirable Language ! Is not French ? 

Fac. No, Spaniſh, Sir. Kaſ. It goes like Law-French, 
And that, wy lay,is the Courtlieſt Language. Fac. Liſt, 

Sur. El Sol ha perdido ſu lumbre, con el (dir. 
Reſplandor, que trat efta dama. Valga me dios | 

Fac. He admires your Siſter. 

Ka/. Muſt not ſhe make Curt'fic ? 

Sub. 'Ods will, ſhe muſt go ro him Man, and kiſs him: 
Ic is the Spaniſh Faſhion, for the Women 
To make firſt court. Fac. *Tis true he tells you, Sir : 
His Art knows all. Sur. Por que 1 ſe acide ? w 

Kaſ. He ſpeaks to her, I think. Fac. That he does,o1r. 

Sur. Por el amor de dios, que es eſto, que ſe tarda ? 

Kal. Nay, 


The Alc bemiſt. : 


—— 


219 


Kaſ. Nay, ſee: ſhe will not underſtand him ! Gull. 
Noddy. Pli. What ſay you Brother ? Kaſ. Afs, Sulter, 
Go kuſs him, as the cunning Man would ha" You, : 
I'll thruſt a Pin i your Burrocks elſe. Fac. O, no Sir. 

Sur. Sennora mia, mi perſona muy mdigna efta 
Alle gar a tanta —_— 5H, 

Fac. Does he not uſe her bravely? Kaſ. Bravely,i-faith! 

Fac. Nay, he will uſe her better. K2/. Do you think fo? 

Sur. Sennora, fi ſera ſervida, entrems. 

Kaſ. Where does he carry her ? 

-Fac. Into the Garden, Sir ; 

Take you no thought: I muſt interpret for her. : 

Sub. Give Dol the word. Come, my fierce Child, 

advance, 
We'll to our quarrellivg Lefſon again. Kaſ: Agreed. 
I love a Spaniſh Boy with all my Heart. 

Sub. Nay, and by this means, Sir, you ſhall be Brother 
To a great Count, Kaſ. I, I knew that at firſt. 

This match will advance the Houſe of the Kaſtrils. 

Sub. *Pray God your Siſter prove but plianr. 

Kaſ. Why, 

Her name is ſo, by her other Husband. Sub. How : 

Kaſ. The Widow Pliant. Knew you not that ? 

$«b, No faith, Sir : 

Yet, by ere&tion of her Figure, I gueſt it. 
Come,let's go pradtice. Kaſ. Yes,but do you think, DoRtor, 
1 e'er ſhall quarrel well ? S«b. I warrant you. 


A IV. Scene V. 
Dol, Mammon, Face, Subtle. 


IR, after Alexanders death-—= | In her fit of talking. 
F Mam. Good Lady— 

Dol. That Perdiccas and Antigonus were ſlain, 
The two that ftood, Seleuc”, and Prolomee —— 

Mam. Madam. Dol. Made up the rwo Legs, and the 


fourth Beaſt. 
Thas was Gog-north, and Fey ſouth : which after 
Was call'd Gog Irowleg, and South fron-leg— Mam. Lady — 


» Dol. And then Gog-horned. So was 
Then Egypt clay leg, and Gog clay-leg—- 
' Mam. Sweet Madam. 

Dol. And laſt Gog-duſt, and Egypt-duft, which fall 
In the laſt Link of , 1 fourth Cham. And theſe 
Be Stars in ftory, wbich none ſee, or look at 

Mam. What ſhall I do? Dol. For, as be ſays, except 
We call the Rabbins, and the Heathen Greeks 

AMam. Dear Lady. Dol. To come from Salem, and from 

Athens, 
And teach the People of great Britain —— 

Fac. What's the mater, Sir ? 

Dol. To ſpeak the tongue of Eber, and Javan— Mam. O, 
She's in her fit. Dol. ſhall know nothing — Fac.Death,Sir, 
We arc undone. Dol. Where then @ learned Linguift 
Sall ſee the ancient us'd communion 
Of Vowels and Conſonants Fac, My Maſter will hear ! 

| Dol. A wi{dom, which Pychagoras held moſt bigh—— 

Mam. Sweet honourable Lady. Dol. To compriſe 
All ſounds of Voyces, in few marks of Letters —— 

Fac. Nay, you muſt never hope to lay her now. 

Dol. And to we may arrive by Talmud kill, 

And prophane Greek, to raiſe the building up 
Of Helens Houſe againſt the 1/mmaelite, 

King of Thogarma, and his Habergions 
Brimſtony, blue, and fiery ; and the force 
Of King Abaddon, and the Beaft of Cztims ; 
Which Kabbi David Kimchi, Onkelos, | 
And Aben-Ezra do interpret Rome. 

Fac. How did you put her into't? Mam. Alas,T talk'd 
Of a fifth Monarchy I would ry, ſpeak regethber, 
Wirth the Pbiloſopbers (by chance) and ſhe 
Falls on the other four ftrait. Fac. Our of on ! 

I cold you ſo. *Slid ſtop her Mouth. Adam. E't beſt? 
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Fac. She'll never leaveelſe. If the old Man hear her, 

We are bur faces, Aſhes. Sub. What's to do there? 

Fac, O,weare loſt. Now ſhe hears him, ſhe is quiet. 
Mam. Where ſhall I hide me ? | 

Upon Subtle's entry they di{per/e 
Sub, How ! what Got bs have! : 

Cloſe deeds of darkneſs, and that ſhun the light ! 

Bring him again» Who is he? what, my Son! 

O, I have liv'd too long. Mam. Nay good, dear Father, 

There wos no unchaſte purpoſe. Sb. Not ? afid flee me, 

When I come in? Mam. That was my error. Sb. Error ? 

Guile, guile, my Son. Give it the right name. No marvel. 

It I tound check in our great work within, 

When luch affairs as theſe were managing ' 

Mam. Why, have you fo ? 
Sub. It has ſtood ſtill this half hour : 

And all the reſt of our les works gone back. 

Where is the inſtrument of wickedneſs, ( him; 

My lewd falſe drudge ? Mam. Nay, good Sir, blame not 

Believe me, 'ewas againſt his-will, or knowledge. 

I ſaw her by chance. Sub. Will you commit more ſin, 

T*excuſea Varlet? Mam. By my hope 'tis true, Sir. 
Sb. Nay, then I wonder leſs, if you, for whom 

The blefling was prepar'd, would fo tempt Heaven : 

And loſe your fortunes. Mam. V Vhy, Sir ? 

Sub, This 'll retard 

The work, a Month at leaſt. Adam. VVhy, if it do, 

VVhat remedy ? bue think it not, good Father : 

Our purpoſes were honeſt. Sub. As they were, 

So the reward will prove. How now ! Aye me. 

God, and all Saints be good to us. V Vhar's that ? 

| A great crack and moiſe within. 
Fac. O Sir, we are defeated! all the works 

Are flown ar tr every Glaſs is burſt. 

Fornace, and all rent down ! as if a bole 

Of Thunder had been driven through the Houſz. 

Retorts, Receivers, Pellicanes, Bolt beads, 

All ſtruck in ſhivers! Help, good Sir | Alas, | 

| | Subtle falls down as in a ſwoon. 

Coldneſs and death invades him. Nay, Sir Mammon, 

Do the fair offices of a Man | You ſtand, | 

As you were readier to depart than he. 

V Vho's there ?: My Lord her Brother is come. 
Mam. Ha, s? 
Fac. His Coach is at the Door. Avoid his ſight, 

[ One knocks. 
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For he's as furious as his Siſter is mad. 
Mam. Alas! 
Fac. My Brain is quite undone with the fume, Sir. 

I ne'er muſt hope to be mine own Man again. 

Mam, 1s all loſt, Lungs ? V Vill nothing be preferv'd, 

Of all our coſt ? Fae. Faith, very little, Sir. 

A peck of Coals, or fo, which is cold comfort, Sir. 
Mam. O my voluptuous mind! I am juſtly puniſh'd. 
Fac. And foam I, Sir. 

Mam. Caſt from all my hopes ——— 
Fac. Nay, certainties, Sir. 

Mam. By mine own bale affe&ions. 

$*b. O, the curſt fruits of Vice and Luſt ' 


[ Subtle /cems come to bime!f. 
Mam. Good Father, : 


It was my fin. Forgive it. S»b. Hangs my Roof 
Over us ſtill, and will not fall, O juſtice, 
Upon us, tor this wicked Man | Fac. Nay, look, Sir, 
You grieve him now with Rtaying in his ſighe : 
Good vir, the noble Man will come too, and cake you, 
And that may breed a Tragedy. Mam. I'll go. 
Fac. I, and repent at home, Sir. Ir may be, 
For ſome good Penance you may ha't yer ; 
A hundred pound to the Box at Ber lem — Mam. Yes. 
Fac. For the reſtoring ſuch as ha” their wits. 
Mam. I'll dot. | 
Fac. VIl fend one to you to receive it. Mam. Do. 


| E no projeion left ? Fac. All flown, or ſtinks, Sir. 
: Mam. 
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Mam. Will nought be ſav'd, that's good for Med'cine, 
chink*ſt thou ? 

Fac. I cannot tell, Sir. There will be, perhaps, 
Something, abour the ſcraping of che Shardes, 
VVill cure th&Itch , though not your itch of mind, Sir. 
It ſhall be ſav'd for you, and ſent home. Good Sir, 
This way , for fear the Lord ſhould meet you. Sub. Face. 

Fac. I. Sub. Is he gone? Fac. Yes, and as heavily 
As all the Gold he hop'd for, were in his Blood. 
Let us belighe though. Sub. I, as Balls, and bound 
And hit our Hcads againſt the Root tor joy : 
There's ſo much of our care now caſt away, 

Fac. Now to our Don. 

$ub. Yes, your young widow, by this time 
Is made a Counteſs, Face : Sh has been in travail 
Or a young Heir tor you. 

Fac. Good, Sir- Sub. Off with your caſe, 
And greet her kindly, as a Bridegroom ſhould, 
After theſe common hazards. Fac. Very well, Sir. 
VVill you go fetch Du Diego off, the while ? 

$ub. And fetch him over too, if youll be pleas'd, Sir: 
VVould Dul were in her place, to pick his Pockets now. 

Fac. V Vhy, you can Go it as well,it you would ſet to't. 
I pray you prove your vertue. Sub. For your ſake, Sir. 


Act IV. Scene VL 
Surly, Da. Plant, Subtle, Face. 
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Ady, you ſee into what hands you are faln; 
[| .*Mong(t what a neſt of Villains! and how near 
Your honour was t'have catch'd a certain clap 
( Through your credulity ) had I but been 
So punctually forward, as place, time, 
And other circumſtances would ha* made a Man : 
For yo'area handſome w6man : would yo'were wiſe too. 
| am a Gentleman come here diſguis'd, | 
Only to find the knaveries of this Citadel, ' (not, 
And where I might have wrong'd your honour,and have 
I claim ſome intereſt in your love. * You are, ' 
They fay, a widow, rich: and I am a Batchellor, 
V Vorth nought : your fortunes may, make me a Man, 
As mine ha* preſer'vd you a woman. , Think upon it, 
And whether [I have deferv d you, or no. 
Pli. I will, Sir. 
Sur. And tor theſe houſhold-rogues, let me alone, 
To creat with them, 
$4b. How doth my noble Diego ? 
And my dear Madam Counteſs? Hath the Count 
Been courteous, Lady ? liberal ? and open ? 
Donzel, methinks you look melancholick, 
After your coitum, and ſcurvy! True ly, 
1 do not like the dulneſs of your Eye : 
It hath a heavy calt, 'tis upſee Dutch, 
And ſays you are a lumpiſh wbore-maſter. 
Be lighter, I will make your Pockets fo. 
{ He falls to picking of them. 
Sur. V Vill you, Den Bawd, and pick-purie? How now ? 
Reel you 7 
Stand up Sir, you ſhall find ſince I am ſo heavy, 
Ill gi you equal weight. Sub. Help, murder ! 
Sur. No, vir. 
There's no ſuch thing intended. A good Cart, 
And a clean Whip ſhall cafe you of that fear. 
{| am the Spaniſh Don, that ſhould be cozened, 
Bo you ſee ? cozened ? where's your Captain Face? 
"Char parcel-broker, and whole-bawd, all Raskal. 
Fac, How, Surly ! 
Sur. O, make your approach, good Captain. 
I have found from whence your Copper Rings, and 
5200NsS 
Come,now, wherewith you cheat abroad in "Taverns. 
"i was here you learn'd Canoint your Boot with Brim- 
itone, 
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Then rub Mens Gold on't, for a kind of touch, 

And ſay *ewas naught,when you had chang'd the colour, 
That you might ha't for nothing. And this Doctor, 
Your footy, ſmoky-bearded compeer, he 

Will cloſe you ſo much Gold, in a Bolts-head, 

And, on a turn, convey (7 the ſtead ) another 

With ſublim'd Mercury, that ſhall burſt i the heat, 
And fly out all i” fumo? Then weeps Mammon : 
Then 1ſwoons his worſhip. Or, he is the Fauſftss, 
That caſteth Figures, and can Conjure, cures 

Plague, Piles, and Pox, by the Ephemer:des, 

And holds intelligence with all the Bawds, 

And Midwives of three Shires ? while you ſend in — 
Captain, ( what is he gone? ) Damfſels with Child, 
Wives that are barren, or the waiting maid 

With the Green ſickneſs? Nay Sir, you muſt tarry 
Though he be ſcap't; and aniwer, by che Ears, Sir. 


A& IV. Scene VII 


Face, Kaſtril, Surly, Subtle, Drugger, Ananias, 
Dame Pliant, Dol. 


WHY. now's the time, if ever you will quarrel 
Well (as they ſay) and be a true-born Child. 
The Door, and your Siſter both are abus'd. 
Kaſ. VVhereis he? which is he? he is a ſlave 
VVhat ere he is, and the Son of a VVhore. Are you 
The Man, Si:, I would know ? 
Sur. I ſhould be loth, Sir, 
To confeſs ſo much. 
Kaſ. Then you lye i your Throat. Sur. How ? 
Pac. A very errant Rogue, Sir, and a cheater, 
Employ'd here by another Conjurer, 
Thar does not love the Doctor, and would croſs him, 
If he knew how— Sur. Sir, you are abus'd. 
Ka/. You lye: 
And 'tis no matter. Fac. VVell ſaid, Sir. He is 
The impudent'ſt Raskal————— 
Sur.*You are indeed. VVill you hear me, Sir ? 
Fac. By no means: Bid him be gone. 
Kaſ. Be gone, Sir, quickly. 
Sur. This's ſtrange ! Lady, do you inform your Brother. 
Fac. There is not ſuch a foiſt in all che Town, 
The Doctor had him preſently : and finds yer, 
The Spaniſh Count will come here. Bear up Subtle. 
Sub. Yes, Sir, he muſt appear within this hour. 
Fac. And yet this Rogue would come in a diſguiſe, 
By the temptation of another Spirit, 
To trouble our Art, though he could not hurt it. 
I know— Away, you talk like a fooliſh Mauther., 
Sur. vir, all is truth, ſhe ſays. 
Fac. Do not believe him, Sir : 
He is the lying'ſt Swabber ! Come your ways, Sir. 
Sur. You are valiant out of company. 
Kaſ. Yes, how then, Sir ? 
Fac. Nay, here's an honeſt fellow too,that knows him, 
And all his ericks. (Make good what I ſay, Abel.) 
This cheater would ha* cozen'd thee o* the widow. 
He owes this honeſt Drugger, here, ſeven pound, 
He has had on him, in ewo-penny'orths of Tabacco. 
Dru. Yes Sir. And I has damn'd himſelf chree 
Terms to pay me. 
Fac. And what does he owe for Lotium ? 
Dru. Thirty Shillings, Sir : 
And tor ſix Syringes. Sur. Hydra of villany ! 
Fac. Nay, Sir, you muſt quarrel him out of the Houſe. 
Kaſ. 1 will. 
Sir, if you get not out o' Doors, youlye : 
And you are a op. Swr. V Vhy, this is madnels, Sir, 
Not valor in you : 1 muſt laugh at this. 
Kaſ. It is my humour: you are a Pimp, and a Trig, 
And an Amada de Gaule, or a Don Quixor. 


Kaſ.l, 


Dru. Oc 
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Dru. Or a Knight o* the curiow Cox-comb. Do you lee ? 
Ans. Peace to the Houſhold. 
Kaſ, Tl keep Peace for no Man. 
Ana. Caſting of Dollers is concluded lawful. 
Kaſ. Is he the Conſtable ? 
Sub. Peace Anenias. Fac. No, Sir. 
Kaſ. Then you are an Orrer, and a Shad, a Whit, 
A very Tim. Swr. You'll hear me, Sir? Kaſ. I will not. 
Ana. What is the morive ? 
Sub. Zeal in the young Gentleman, 
Againſt his Spaniſh flops— Ana. They are prophane, 
Lewd, ſuperſticious, and idolatrous Breeches. 
Sur. New Raskals | Kaſ. Will you be gone, Sir ? 
Ana. Avoid Satan. 
Thou art not of the light. That Ruff of pride, 
About thy Neck, betrays thee: *and is the ſame 
With that which the unclean Birds, in ſeventy-ſeven, 
Were ſeen to prank it with, on divers Coaſts. 
Thou look'ſt like Antichriſt, in that lewd Hat. 
Sur. I muſt-give way. Koſ. Be gone, Sir. 
Sur. But I'll rake 
A courſe with you 
Ana. Depart, proud Spaniſh Fiend. i 
Sur, Captain, and Doctor— Ana. Child of perdition. 
Ka/. Hence, Sir. 
Did I not quarrel bravely ? Fac. Yes, indeed, Sir. 
Kaſ. Nay, an'I give my mind to't, I ſhall do. 
Fac. O,you mult follow, Sir, and threaten him tame. 
He'll curn again elſe. Kaſ. I'll return him then. 
Fac. Drugger, this Rogue prevented us, for thee: 
We had determin'd that thou ſhould*ſt ha* come, 
In a Spaniſh Sure, and ha? carried her fo ; and he 
A brokerly flave, goes, puts it on himſelt. 
Haſt' brought the Damask ? Dru. Yes, Sir. 
Fac. Thou muſt borrow 
A Spaniſh Sure. Haſt thou no credit with the Players ? 
Dru. Yes, Sir :'did you never fee me play the tool ? 
Fac. I know not, Nab : thou ſhals, if 1 can help ir. 
Hieronymo's old Cloak, Ruff, and Hat will ſerve, 
[ Subtle hath whiſpered with him this while. 
Fl tell thee more when thou bring'ſt *em. Ana.Sir,l know 
The Spaniard hates the Brethren, and hath ſpies 
Upon their actions : and that this was one 
I make no ſcruple. But the holy Synod 
Have been in Prayer, and Meditation for it. 
And *tis reveal'd no lefs to them than me, 
That caſting of money is moſt lawful. Sub. True: 
Bur here I cannot do ic ; it the Houſe 
Shou'd chance to be ſuſpected, all would out, 
And we be lock'd up in the Tower for ever, 
To make Gold there ( tor th? State) never come out : 
And then are you defeared. Ana. I will tell 
This to the Elders, and the weaker Brethren, 

That the wholo company ot the Separation : 
May join in humble Prayer again. (S«b. And Faſting.) 
Ana. Yea, for ſome fitter place. The peace of mind 
Reſt wich theſe Walls.  S«b. Thanks, courteous Anantias. 

Fac. What did he come tor 

Sub. About caſting Dollers, 
Preſently ome of hand. And fo I told him, 
A Spaniſh Miniſter came here to ſpiz, AR 
Againſt the faithful— Fac. I conceive. Come'Sabrle, 
Thou art ſo down upon the leaſt diſaſter ! 
How wouldſt tho? ha* done, if I had not helpt thee out? 
Sub. 1 thank thee Face, tor the angry Boy, i-taith, 


Now ſhe is honeſt I will ſtand again. 

Fac, You will not offer it ? Sur. Why? 
Fac. Stand to your word, 

Or here comes Dol. She knows — 

Sub. Yoare tyrannous ſtill. | 

Fac. Strict tor my right. How now,Dol? Haſt'told her, 
The Spaniſh Count will come ? 

Del. Yes, but another is come, 

You little look'd for ! Fac. Who's that ? 
Dol. Your Maſter : 

The Maſter of the Houſe. $ub. How, Do! ! 
Fac. She lyes. 

This is ſome trick. Come, leave your quiblins,Dorerbee. 
Del. Look out, and fee. Sub. Art thou in earneſt ? 
Dol. *Slighr. 

Forty o'the Neighbours are about him, talking. 

Fac. "Tis he, by this good day. 
Dol. *Twill prove ill on 

For ſome on us. Fac. We are undone, and taken. 
Dol. Loſt, P am afraid. 

Sub. You faid he would not come, 

While there died one a Week, Within the Liberties. 
Fac. No: *ewas within the Walls. 

Sub. Wage ſo? Cry* you mercy: 

I thoughe the Liberties. What ſhall we do now, Face ? 

| Fac. Be ſilent: not a word, if he call or knock. 

Ill into mine old ſhape again and meer him, 

Of Feremy, the Butler. I the mean time, 

Do you two pack up all the Goods, and purchaſe, 

That we can carry ! the two Trunks. Vl keep him 

Off tor to day, if I cannot longer: and then 

Ar night, I'll ſhip you both away to Ratcliff, 

Where we'll meet to morrow, and there we'll ſhare. 

Let Mammon's Braſs and Pewter keep the Cellar : 

We'll have another time for that. Bur, Dol, 

Pr'y thee go heat a little Water quickly, 

Subtle muſt ſhave me. All my Captains Beard 

Muſt off, co make me appear ſmooth Feremy. 

Yau'll do't? Sub. Yes, I'll ſhave you, as well as I can, 
Fac, And not cut my Throat, but trim me? 

Sub, You ſhall ſee, Sir. 


A&t-V. Scene I. 
Love-Wit, Neighbours. 


AS there been ſuch reſort, ſay you 2? - 
Net. 1. Daily, Sir. 

Nei. 2. And nightly, coo. 

Nez. 3. I, ſome as brave as Lords, 

Net. 4. Ladies, and Gentlewomen. 

Nei. 5. Citizens Wives. 

Nei. 1. And Knights. Nez. 6. In Coaches, 

Nei. 2. Yes, and Oylter- women. 

Nez. 1. Belide other Gallants. Nez. 3. Sailors wives. 
Nei. 4. Tabacco-men. v 
Net. 5. Another Pimlico ! 

Lov. What ſhould my Knave advance, 

To draw this company * He hung out no Banners 

Of a {trange Calf, with five Legs, to be ſeen ? 

Or a huge Lobſter, with ſix Claws? Nez. 6. No, Sir. 
Nei. 3. We had gone in then, Sir. Lov. He has no gift 

Of teaching i the Noſe, that ere I knew of. 


Fac. Who would ha' looke it ſhould ha* been that | You ſaw no Bills fer up that promis'd cure 


Raskal 

Surly ? He had dy'd his Beard and all. Well, Sir, 
Here's Damask come to make you a Sute. 

Sur. Where's Drugper ? 

Fac. He is gone to borrow me a Spaniſh habit; 
Pll be the Count, now. Sub. Bur where's the widow ? 

Fac. Within, with my Lord's Siſter : Madam Dol 
Is entertaining her. S«b. By your favour, Face, 


| 


| 
| 


Of Agues, or the Tooth-ach £ Nez. 2. No ſuch thinggSir. 
Lov. Nor heard a Drum fſtrook, tor Baboons , or 
Puppets ? 
Nei. 5. Neither, Sir. 
Lov. What device ſhould he bring forth now ? 


| I love a teeming Wir as L love my nouriſhment. 


*Pray God he ha* not kept ſuch open Houſe, 
That he hath fold my Hangings, and my Bedding : 
I let 
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I left him nothing elſe. If he have cat *em, 
A Plague o'the Moath, ſay I. Sure he has got 
Some bawdy Pictures, to call all this ging 
The Frier, and the Nun ; or the new At:on 
Of che Knighes Courler, covering the Parſons Mare 
The Boy of fix year old, with the great Thing : 
Or*t may be, he has the Fleas that run art Tile, 
Upon a Table, or ſome Dog to dance ? 
When ſaw you him? Nez. 1. Who Sir, Feremy ? 
Nez. 2. Feremy Butler ? 
We ſaw him not this Month. Lov. How ! 
Nei. 4- Not theſe hive weeks, Sir. 
Net. 6. Theſe fix weeks, at the leaſt. 
Lov. Yo' amaze me, Neighbours ! 
Nei. 5. Sure, it ,your worihip know not where he is, 


He's lipt away. Nez. 6. Pray God,he be not made away. 


[ He knocks. 


Lov Ha? I'sno time to queſtion, then. Nez. 6. About * 


Some three weeks fince, I heard a doletul cry, 
As I fate up, a mending my Wives Stockings. 
Lev. This's ſtrange ! that none will anſwer !. 
Didit chou hear TG 
A cry, faiſt thou 7 Nez. 6. Yes, Sir, like unto a Man 
That had been ſtrangled an hour, and could not ſpeak. 
Nez. 2.1 heard it too,juſt this day three weeks, at two 
a Clock (*em fo! 
Next morning. Lov. Theſe be Miracles, or you make 
A Man an hour ſtrangled, and could not ſpeak, 
And both you heard him cry ? Nez.3. Yes, downward,Sir. 
Lov. Thou art a wiſe fellow : Give me thy Hand I 
What Trade art thou on ? (pray thee. 
Nei. 3. A Smith, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 
Lev. A Smith? Then lend me thy help to get this 
Dapr open. 
/c.3. That I will preſently, Sir, but fetch my Tools— 
Nez. 1. Sir, beſt to knock again, afore you break it. 


Ae V. Scene II. 
Love wit, Face, Neighbours, 


Will. Fac. What mean you, Sir ? 
Nt. 1,52, 4. O, here's ferem : 
Fac. Good Sir, come trom the Door. 
Lov. Why | what's the matter ? 
Fac. Yet tarther, you are 00 near yct. 
Lev. V the name of Wonder ! 
What means the tellow ? . 
Fac. The Houle, Sir, has been viſited. 
Lev. What? with the Plague? ſtand thou then farther. 
Fac. No, vir, 
T had it not. Lov. Who had it then ? I left 
None elſe, but thee, i'*the Houle ! 
Fac. Yes, Sir, my feilow, 
The Car, that kept the Buctry, had it on hcr 
A weck betore I ſpicd it: but I got her 
Convey'd away, i the night. And fo I ſhut 
The Houſe up tor a month 
Lev. How! Fac. Purpoſing then, Sir, 
T'have burnt Roſe-vinegar, Treacle, and Tar, 
And ha*made it ſweet,that you ſhould ne*er ha*known it: 
2cauſe I knew the news would but afflit you, Sir. 
Lov. Breathe lefs, and farther off. Why,this is ſtranger ! 
The Neighbours tell me all, here, that the Doors 
Have {till been open Fac. How, Sir! 
Lov. Gallants, Men, and Woraen, 
And of all forts, tag-rag, been ſezn to flock here 
In threaves, theſe ten weeks, as to a ſecond Hog s-den, 
In days of Pimlico, and Eye-bright ! Fac, Sir, 
Their wi{doms will not fay ſo! Low. To day, they ſpeak 
Of Coaches, and Gallants; one in a French-hood, 
V'Vent in, they tell me: and another was ſeen 
In a Velvet Gown at the window : divers more 
Pals in and out ! 


Fac, They did paſs through the Doors then, 
Or Walls, I aſſure their Eye-tights, and their Spe&acles; 
For here, Sir, are the Keys: and here have been, 

In this my Pocket, now afove ewenty days ! 
And for before, I kept the Fort alone there. 


But that 'cis yet not deep i” the afternoon, 


| I ſhould believe my Neighbours had ſeen double 


; Through the black-pot, and made theſe apparitions ! 
For, on my faith to your worſhip, for theſe three weeks, 
And upwards, the Door has not been open'd. 

Lov. Strange ! 

Nez. 1. Good faith, think I faw a Coach ! 

Nez. 2. And I too, 
| TH1d ha' been ſworn! Liv. Do you but think it now ? 


| And but one Coach ? Nez. 4. We cannot tell,Sir: Feremy 
; Is a very honeſt fellow. Fac. Did you ſee me at all : 
| Nez. 1. No ; that we are ſure on. 
Nez. 2. Fl be ſworn o'that. 
Lev. Fine Rogues to have your Teſtimonies built on ' 
Nez. 3. Is Feremy come? 
Net. 1. O, yes, you mave leave your Tools, 
We were deceiv*d,he ſays. Net. 2. He has had the Keys: 
And the Door has been ſhut theſe three weeks. 
Nets. 3. Like enough. 
Lov. Peace, and get hence, you Changeclings. 
Fac. Surly come ! 
And Mammon made acquainted ? They'll tell all. 
(How ſhall I beat them off ? What ſhall I do? ) 
Nothing's more wretched than a guiley Conſcience. 


At V. Scene III. 


Surly, Mammon, Love-wit, Face, Neighbours, Kaſtril, 
Ananias, Tribulation, Dapper, Subtle. 


O, Sir, he was a great Phyſician. This, 
It was no Bawdy-houſe : but a meer Chance. 
You knew the Lord, and his Siſter. 

Mam. Nay, good Surly — — 

Sur. The happy word, Be rich—— 

Mam. Play not the Tyran 

Sur. Should be to day pronounc'd to all your Friends. 
And where bo your Andirons now ? and your Braſs-pors, 
That ſhould ha' been golden Flaggons,and great Wedges? 

Mam. Let me but breathe. What! they ha* ſhur 

their Doors, 
Methinks ! Sur. I, now *tis holy-day with them. 

Mam. Rogues, 

Cozeners, Impoſtors, Bawds. Fac. What mean you, Sir? 
[Mammon and Surly kn.ck. 

Mam. To enter, if we can. Fac. Another Mans Houſe ? 
Here is the owner, Sir. Turn youto him, 

And ſpeak your buſineſs. Mam. Are you,Sir, the owner 2 

Evxv. Yes, Sir. 

Mam. And are thoſe Knaves within your Cheaters ? 

Lov. What Knaves? what Cheaters ? 

Mam. Subtle, and his Lungs. 

Fac. The Gentleman is diſtracted, Sir | No Lungs, 
Nor Lights ha' been ſeen here theſe three weeks, Sir, 
Within theſe Doors, upon my word! Surg Y our word, 
Groom arrogant ? Fac. Yes, Sir, I am the Houſe-keeper, 
And know the Keys ha” not been out o my Hands. 

Sur. This's a new Face. 

Fac. You do miſtake the Houſe, Sir ! 

What Sign was't at? Sur. You Raskal! This is one 
O' the confederacy. Come, let's get Officers, 
And torce the Door. Low. "Pray you ſtay, Gentlemen. 

Sur. No, Sir, we'll come with Warranr. 

Mam. 1, and then 
We ſhall ha' your Doors open. Lev. What means this ? 

Fac. I cannot tell, Sir. 

Nei. 1. Theſe are two © the Gallants, 

That wedo think we ſaw. Fac. Two © the Fools? 


You talk as idly as they. Good faith, Sir, 
I think 
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Ithink the Moen has cras'd 'em all! ( O me, 
The angry Boy come too ? He'll make a noiſe, 
| And neer away till he have betray 'd us all. ) 
Kaſ. What Rogues, Bawds, Slaves, you'll open the 
Door anon, [ Kaſtril knocks. 
Punck, Cocatrice, my Suſter. By this lighe 
Pll ferch the Marſhal co you. You are a Whore, 
To keep your _ wt 
Fae. Who would you with, Sir ? 
Kaſ. The bawdy Doder, and the cozening Captain, 
And Pus my Suſter. Lov. This is ſomething, ſure ! 
Fac. Upon my truſt, the Doors were never open,Sir. 
Kaſ. 1 have heard all their tricks told me twice over, 
By the fat Knight, and the lean Gentleman. 
Lov. Here comes another. Fac. Ananias too ? 
And his Paſtor? Tri, The Doors are ſhut ainſt US. 
[ They beat too at the Door. 
Ans. Come forth, you Seed of Sulphur, Sons of Fire, 
Your ſtench it is broke forth : abomination 
Is in the Houſe. Kz/.I,my Suſter's there. 4n4.The place, 
It is become a Cage of unclean Birds. 
Kaſ. Yes, I will teech the Scavenger,and the Conſtable. 
Tri. You ſhall do well. 
Ana. We'll joyn to weed them out. 
a an will not come then ? Punck, device, my 
ufter : 
Ana. Call her not Siſter. She's a Harlot, verily. 
Koſ. Vl raiſe the ſtreet. | 
Lev. Good Genelemen, a word. 
Ana. Satan avoid, and hinder not our Zeal. 
Lew. The world's turn'd Bet lem. 
Fac, Theſe are all broke looſe, 
Out of S. Kather nes, where they uſe to keep 
The better fort of mad-folks. Nez. r. All theſe Perſons 
We ſawgo in and out here. Nez. 2. Yes, indeed, Sir. 
Nei. 3. Theſe were the Parties. 
Fae. Peace, you Drunkards. Sir, 
T wonder at it ! Pleaſe you to give me leave 
To touch the Door, Pll ery an' the Lock be chang'd. 
Lov. It mazes me! Fac. Good faith, Sir, I believe 
' There's no ſuch thing. *Tis all deceptio wiſs. 
Would I could get him away. {Dapper cries out within. 
Dep. Maſter Captain, Maſter Dodor. 
Lov. Who's that ? 
Fac. (Our Clerk within,that I forgot! )I know not,Sir. 
Dap. For God's fake, when will her Grace be at leiſure ? 
Fac, Ha! 
IMufions, ſome Spirit o' the Air : (his Gag is melted, 
And now he ſers out the Throar. ) 
Dep. 1 am almoſt ſtifled ——— 
Fac. ( Would you were altogether. ) 
Lov. 'Tisi' the Houle. 
Ha! Liſt. Fae. Believe it, Sir, i' the Air! 
Lov. Peace, you 
. Mine Aunts Grace docs not uſe me well. 
Sub. You Fool, x 
Peace, you'll mar all. 
Fac. Or you will elſe, you Rogue. 
Lev. O, is it ſo ? Then you converſe with Spirits! 
Come Sir. No more o' your tricks, good Feremy, 
The truth, the ſborreſt way. 
Fac. Diſmiſs this Rabble, Sir. 
What ſhall I do? I am catch'd. 
Lov. Good Neighbours, 
I thank you all. You may depart. Come Sir, 
You know that I am an indulgent Maſter : 
And therefore conceal nothing. What's your Med'cine, 
To draw ſo many ſeveral forts of wild fowl ? 
Fac. Sir, you were wont to affe& mirth and wit: 
( Bur here's no place to talk on't i” the Street.) 
Give me but leave to make the beſt of my Fortune, 
And only pardon me th* abuſe of your Houſe : 
It's all I beg. P'll help you to a widow, 
la recompence, that you ſhall gi? me thanks for, 


VVill make you ſeven years younger, and a rich one. 
'Tis but your putting on a Spaniſh Cloak. 
I have her within. You need not fear the Houſe, 
It was not viſited. Lov. But by me, who came 
Sooner than you expeted. Fac. Ir is true, Sir. 
'Pray you forgive me. 

Lov. Well, let's ſee your widow. 


A&t V. Scene IV. 


Subtle, Dapper, F ny Dol. 


Ow! ha” you eaten your Gag ? 
Dap. Yes faith, it crumbled 
Away ! my Mouth. 
Sub. You ha' ſpoil'd all then. Dap. No, 
I hope my Aunt of Fairy will forgive me. 
Sub. Your Aunt's a gracious Lady : but in troth 
You were to blame. Dap. The fume did over-come me, 
And I did do't to ſtay my Stomach. *Pray you 
So ſatisfie her Grace. Here comes the Captain. 
Fac. How now ! Is his Mouth dowa ? 
Sub. I! he has ſpoken ! Y 
Fac. ( A Pox, I heard him, and you too. ) He's ug- 
done then. 
(I have been fain to ſay, the Houſe is haunted 
With Spirits, to keep Churle back. 
Sub. And haſt thou done it? 
Fac. Sure, for this night. 
Sub. Why, then triumph and ſing 
Of Face fo famous, the precious King 
Of preſent wits. Fac. Did you not hear the coil, 
About the Door? Sub. Yes, and I dwindled with it.) 
Fac. Shew him his Aunt, and let him be diſparch'd : 
Pll fend her to you. Sub. Well Sir, your Aunt her Grace, 
Will give = Audience preſently, on my ſue, 
And the Capcains word, that you did not eat your Gag 
In any contempr. of her Highneſs. 
Dap. Not I, in troth, Sir. 
[ Dol like the Queen of Fairy. 
$«b. Here ſhe is come. Down © your Knees and 
wriggle : 
She has a ſtately preſence. Good. Yet nearer, 
And bid, God fave you. Dap, Madam. 
Sub. And your Aunt. 
Dap. And my moſt gracious Aunt, God ſave you Grace. 
Dal. Nephew, we thought co have been angry with 
ou : 
But = ſweet Face of yours hath turn'd the Tide, 
And made it flow with Joy, chat ebb'd of Love. 
Ariſe, and touch our Velvet Gown. Sub. The Skirts, 
Ard kiſs '*em. So. = Let me kk rhes _-y Head. 
Much, Ne , ſhalt thow win; muc 8 thou [pend ; 
Much es _ away : much ſhalt thou lend. 
Sub. (I, much, indeed. ) Why do you not thank her 
Grace. 
Dap. I cannot ſpeak for joy. 
Sub. See, the kind wretch ! 
Your Graces Kinſman right, Dol. Give me the Bird. 
Here is your Fly in a Purſe, about your Neck, Coutin, 
Wear it, and feed it about this day fev*night, 
On your righe Wriſt— $S#«b. Open a Vein with a Pin, 
And let it fuck but once a week: till then, 
You mult not look on't. Del. No. And, Kinſman, 
Bear your felf worthy of the Blood you come on. 
Sub.Her grace would ha'you eat no more //0l/ack Pies, 
Nor Dagger Frume'ty. Dol. Nor break his faſt, 
In Heavertand Hell. Suh. She's with you every where! 
Nor play with Coſtar-mongers,at mam chance, tray tri 
God make you rich, ( when as your Aunt has done ut: ) 
t kee 
The gallaneſ Company, and the beſt Games— 
Dap. Yes, Sir. 
Sub. Gleek and Primers: and _ you get,be true to us. 
1 


Dap. By 
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Dep. By this Hand, I will. 
$5. You may bring's a thouſand Pound 
Before to morrow night, (if but three thouſand 
Be ſtirring ) an? you will. Dap. I ſwear, I will then. 
Sub. Your Fly will learn you all Games. 
Fac. Ha' you done there 7 ; 
Sub. Your Grace will command him no more duties * 
Dcl. No : 
But come, and ſee me often. Ilmay chance 
To leave him ghree or four hundred Cheſts of Treaſure, 
And tome twelve thouſand Acres of Fairy Land, 
If he game well, and comely, with good Gameſters. 
Sub. There's a kind Aunt ! kils her departing part. 
But you muſt fell your forty Mark a year, now. 
Dap. I, Sir, Imean. Sub. Or, git away : Pox ont. 
Dap. Il gi't mine Aunt, I'll go and ferch the Writings. 
Sub. 'Tis well, away. Fac. Where's Subtle ? 
Sub. Here. What news ? 
Fac. Druzger is at the Door, go take his Sute, 
And bid him fetch a Parſon, preſently : 
Say, he ſhall marry the widow. Thou ſhale ſpend 
A hundred pound by the ſervice! Now Queen Dol, 
Ha'you pack'd up all? Dol. Yes. And how do you like 
The Lady Pl:ant? Del. A good dull innocent. 
Sub. Here's your Hieronymo's Cloke, and Hat. , 
Fac. Give me *cm. 
Sub, And the Rulf coo ? 
Fac. Yes, ll come to you preſently. 
£254. Now he is gone abour his proje& Dol, 
I told you of, for the widow. Dol. 'Tis dire&t 
Azainlt our Articles. Sub. Well, we'll fit him, wench. 
Haſt thou gull'd her of her Jewels, or her Bracelets ? 
Del. No, but I will do't. t 
Sb. Soon at night, my Dolly, 
When we are ſhipt, and all our Goods aboard, 
Lalt-ward for Ratcliff we will turn our courſe 
To Brainford, weſtward, if thou faiſt the word, 
And cake our leaves of this ore-weening Raskal, 
This peremptory Face. 
Dol. Content, V am weary of him. 
Sub. Thou'baſt cauſe, when the flave will run a wi- 
ving, Dol, 
Againſt che Inſtrument that was drawn between us, 
Di). Vil pluck his Bird as bare as I can. 
$#b. Yes, ecll her, 
She mult by any means addreſs ſome preſent 
To il!” cunning Man; make him amends for wronging 
His Art with her ſuſpicion; ſend a Ring, 
Or Chain of Pearl; ſhe will be tortur'd clſe 
Extremely in her ſleep, fay : and ha? ſtrange things 
Come to her. Wile thou ? Del. Yes. 
Sub. My fine flitter-mouſe, 
My Bird o' the night; we'll tickle it at the Pigeons, 
When we hare all, and may unlock the Trunks, 
And lay, this's mine, and thine ; and thine and mine. 
| | They kiſs. 
Fac. What now, a billing ? Suh. Yes, a little exalted 
In the good paſlage of our ſtock-affairs. 
Fac. Drugger has brought his Parſon; cake him in,Subtle, 
And ſend Nab back again to waſh his Face. 
* $45, T will : and ſhave himſelf ? 
Fac. It you can get him. 
Del. You arc hot upon it, Face, what ere it is! 
Fac. A trick, that Del ſhall ſpend ten pound a 
Month by. | 
I; ke gone ? S»b, The Chaplain waits you i' the Hall, Sir. 
Fac. Vl go beſtow him. Do!. He'll now marry her, 
inſtantly. - 
£45, He cannot, yet, he is not ready. Dear Do!, 
Cozen her of all thou canſt. To deceive him 
* Is no deceit, bur Juſtice, that would break 
Such an inextricable rye as ours was. 
Dl. I ct me alone to fic him. 
Fac. Come, my ventures, 


, 


| 


| 


You __ up all? Where be the Trunks? Bring 
orth. 

Sub. Here. Fac. Let's ſee *em. Where's the mony ? 

Sub. Here, 

In this. Fac. Mammon's ten pound : eight ſcore before. 
The Brethrens money, this. Druggers, and Dappers, 
What Papers that ? 

Dol. The Jewel of the waiting Maids, 
That ſole it from her Lady, to know certain 
Fac. If ſhe ſhould have precedence of her Miſtris ? 

Dol. Yes. 

Fac. What Box is that ? 

Sub. The Fiſh-wives Rings, I think : 

And th* Ale-wives ſingle money. I&t not Dol ? 

Dol. Yes : and the whiſtle, that the Sailors Wiſe 
Brought you to know an* her Husband were with Ward. 

Fac. We'll wet it to morrow : and our Silver-beakers, 
And Tavern Cups. Where be the French Peti-coats, 
And Girdles, and Hangers? $xb. Here, i' the Trunk, 
And the Bolts of Lawn. 

Fac. Is Druggers Damask there ? 

And the Tabacco? Sub. Yes. Fac. Give me the Keys. 

Del. Why you the Keys ! 

Sub. No matter, Dol: becauſe 
We ſhall not open *em, before he comes. 

Fac. *Tis true, you ſhall not open them, indeed : 

Nor have 'em forth. Do you ſee? Not forth, Dol. 

Dol. No! 

Fac. No, my ſmock-rampant. The right is,my Maſter 
Knows all, has pardon'>& me, and he will keep *em ; 
Door, 'tis true (you look ) for all your Figures : 

I ſent for him, indeed. Wherefore, good Partners, 
Both he, and ſhe, be ſatisfied : for here 

Determines the Indenture tripartite, 

*T wixt Subtle, Dol, and Face. All I can do 

Is to help you over the Wall, of the back-ſide ; 

Or lend you a Sheet to fave your Velvet Gown, Del. 
Here will be Officers preſently ; bethink you, 

Of ſome courſe ſuddainly to ſcape the Dock : 

For thicher you'll come elſe. Hark ycu, Thunder. 


[ Some knock. 
$«b. You are a precious Fiend ! 
Off. Open the Door. 
Fac. Dol, lam forry for thee i-faith. But hearſt thou ? 


It ſhall go hard, bur I will place thee fome-where ; 
Thou ſhalt ha' my Letter to Miſtris Amo. 
Deol. Hang you 
Fac. Or Madam Caeſarean. 
Dol. Pox upon you, Rogue, 
Would I had bur time to beat thee. Fac. Subtle, 
Let's know where you fer up next ; Ill fend you 
A cuſtomer, now and then, for old acquaintance : 
What new courſe ha' you ? Sub. Rogue, Ill hang my ſelf: 
That I may walk a greater Devil than thou, | 
And haunt thee i” the Flock-bed, and the Buttery. 


A& V. Scene V. 


Love-wit, Officers, Mammon, Surly, Face, Kaſtril, Ananias, 
Tribulation, Drugger, Da. Plant. ; 


WW Hat do you mean, my Maſters ? 
Mam. Op:n your Door, 
Cheaters, Bawds, Conjurers. 
Of. Or we'll break it open. 
Lov. What Warrant have you ? 
Off. Warrant enough, Sir, doube not : 
If you'll not open it. Lov. Is chere an Officer, there ? 
Off. Yes, two or three for failing. 
Lov. Have but patience, 
And I will open it ſtraight. Fac. Sir, ha' you done ? 
Is it a marriage? perfect? Lov. Yes, my Brain. 
Fac, Off with your Ruff, and Cloke then; be your ſelf, 
Sur. Down with the Door. (Sir. 
Ka/. Slight, 
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Kal. Slight, ding ic open. Lov. Hold: 
Hold Gentlemen; what means this violence ? 
Mam. VVhere is this Colliar ? 
Sur. And my Caprain Face? 
Mam. Theſc day-Owls. we 
Sur. That are birding in Mens Parſes. 
Mam. Madam Suppoſitory. | 
_Kaſ. Doxey, my Sitter. Ana. Locuſts 
Of che foul Pit. - 77i. Profane as Be and the Dragon. 
Ana. Worſe than the Graſhoppers,or the Lice ot Egypr. 
Lov. Good Gentlemen, hear me.” Are you Officers, 
And cannot ſtay this violence? Of: Keep the Peace. 
Lov. Gentlemen, what is the matter ? Whom do you 
Mam. The Chimical cozener. (leek ? 
Sur. Andthe Captain Pander, 
Kaſ. The Mun my Sufter. _ 
Mam. Madam Rabbi. Ana. Scorpions, 
And Caterpillers. Low. Fewer at once, I pray you. 
Of. One after another, Gentlemen, I charge you, 
By vertue of my ſtaff— Ana. They are the vellels 
Of Pride, Luſt, and the Cart. Low, Good Zeal, lic ſtill, 
A little while. Trs. Peace, Deacon Anamas. | 
Lov. The Houſe is mine here,and the Doors are open: 
If there be any ſuch Perſons as you ſeek for, 
Uſe your authority, ſearch on o*' Gods Name. 
[ am but newly come to Town, and finding 


© This tumule "bout my Door ( to tell you true ) 


It ſomewhat maz'd me; till my Man, here, (fearing 
My more diſpleafure) told me he had done 
Somewhat an infolent part, let out my Houſe 
( Belike, preſuming on my known averſion 
From any Air o'the Town,while there was Sicknels ) 
To a Doctor, and a Captain: who, what they are, 
Or where they be, he knows not. Mam. Are they gone ? 
| They enter. 
Lov, You may go in and ſearch, Sir. Here, I tind 
The empty Walls worſe than I left 'em, ſmok'd, 
A few crack'd Pots, and Glafles, and a Fornace 
The Ceiling fil'd with Poeſies of the Candle : 
And Madam, with a Dildo, writ o' the Walls. 
Onely one Gentlewoman, I met here, 
That is within, that ſaid ſhe was a widow——- 
Ka/. "2A my Suſter. I'll go thump her. Where 
is ſhe ? 
Lov. And ſhould ha* married a Spaniſh Count, but he, 
V Vhen he came to't, negleted her fo groſly, 
That I, a widower, am gone through with her. 
Sur. How! Havel lolk her chen ? 
Lov. Were you the Don, Sir ? 
Good faith, now, ſhe do's blame yo' extremely, and ſays 
You ſwore, and told her, you had tane the pairs 
To dye your Beard, and umbre o'er your Face, 
Borrowed a Sure, and Ruff, all for her love ; 
And then did nothing. V Vhat an over-ſight, 
And want of putting forwaid, Sir, was this ! 
VVell fare an old Harquebuzier, yer, 
Could prime his Powder, and give fire, and hit, 
All in a ewinckling. Mam. The whole neſt are fled ! 
Lov. V Vhat fore of Birds were they ? 
 Mammon comes forth. 
Mam. A kind of Choughs, 
Or thieviſh Daws, Sir, that have picke my Purſe 


- Of eight-ſcore and ten pounds, within theſe five weeks, 


Belide my firſt Materials; and my Goods, 

That lie Y the Cellar : which I am glad they ha' left. 

{ may have home yet. Lov. Think you fo Sir? Mam. I. 
Lov. By order of Law, Sir, but not otherwile. 
Mam. Not mine own ſtuff ? 
Lov. Sir, I can take no knowledg, 

Thar they are yours, bur by publick means. 

It you can bring Certificate, that you were gull'd of *em, 

Or any tormal VVrit out of a Court, ' 

That you did cozen your felf, 1 will not hold them. 
Mam. I'll rather loſe *em. Low. That you ſhall notSir, 
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By me, in eroth. Upon theſe terms they are yours. 

What ſhould they ha? been, Sir, turn'd into Gold all ? 
Mam. No. 

I cannot tell. Ir may be they ſhould. What then ? 
Low. What a great loſs in hope have you ſuſtain'd ? 
Mam. Not I, the Commonwealth has. 

Fac. I, he would ha'buile 
The City new; and made a Ditch about it 
Ot Silver, ſhould have run with Cream from Heg/d-n 3 
That every Sunday in Meer-fie/ds, the youngkers, 

And ties, and rom-boys ſhould have fed on, grats. 
Mam. 1 will go mount a Turnip-cart, and preach 

The end of the world, within theſe two months. Surly, 

What ! in a dream ? Sur. Muſt I needs cheat my felt, 

With that ſame fooliſh vice of honeſty ! 

Come ler us go, and hearken out the Rogues. 

Thar Face VII mark for mine, if &er I meer him. 

Fac. It I can hear of him, Sir, Ill bring you word, 
Unto your Lodging: for in troth, they were ſtrangers 
To me, I chought 'em honeſt, as my elf, Sir. ' 

| They come forth. 

Tri. *Tis well, the Saints ſhall not loſe all yet. Go, 
And get ſome Carts— Lov.For what,my zealous Friends? 

Ana. To bear away the portion of the righteous 
Our of this Den of Thieves. Lov. What is that portion ? 

ina. The Goods, ſometimes the Orphans, that the 

Brethren 

Boughe with their Silver Pence. 

Lov. What, thoſe i' the Cellar, 

The Knight Sir Mammon claims? Ana. I do defi 

The wicked Mammon, fo do all the Brethren. 

Thou prophane Man, I ask thee, with what conſcience 

Thou canſt advance that Ido! againit us, 

That have the Seal ? Were noc the Shillings numbred, 

That made the Pounds? Were not the Pounds told out, 

Upon the ſecond day of the fourth week, 

In the eighth monch, upon the Table dormant, 

The year of the laſt patience of the Saints, 

Six hundred and ten ? 

Lov. Mine earneſt vehement Botcher, 

And Deacon alſo, I cannot diſpute with you, 

Bur if you get you not away the ſooner, 

[ ſhall contute you with a Cudgel. na. Sir. 
Tri. Be patient Ananias. Ana. | am ſtrong, 

And will ſtand up, well girt, againit an Hoſt, 

That threaten Gad in exile. Lov. I ſhall {end you 

To Amſterdam to your Cellar. Ana. I will ax chere, 

Againit thy Houſe: may Dogs defile thy Walls, 

And Waſps, and Hornets breed beneath thy Root, 

This ſeat of falſhood, and this cave of coz nage. 

Lov. Another too? Pru. Not I vir, I am no Brother, 

[ Drugger enters, and he beats bim away, 

Lov. Away you Harry Nicholas, do yourtalk ? 

Fac, No, this was Abe! Drugger. Good Sir, Go, 

' To the Parſon. 


And fatisfie him; tell him, all is done : 
He ſtaid roo long a waſhing of his Face. 
The Doctor, he thall hear ot him at Weſtcheſter ; 
And of the Captain, tell him, at Yarmouth, or 
Some good Port-town elle, lying tor a wind. 
If you get off the angry Child, now, Sir——— 

Kaſ. Come on, you yew, you have match'd moſt 

tweetly, ha' you not ? | To bu Siſter. 

Did not I ſay, I would never ha' you tupt 
But by a dubb'd Boy, to make you a Lady-Tom ? 
'Slight, you are a Mammet ! O, I could touſe you, now. 
Death, mun'you marry with a Pox? Lov. You lye, Boy ; 
As ſound as you: and I am afore-hand with you. 

Kaſ. Anon ? 

Lov. Come, will you quarrel? I will feize you, Sirrahi. 
Why do you not buckle to your Tools? 

Kaſ. Gods light! : 
This is a fine old Boy, as ere I ſaw 
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Lov. What, do you change your Copy, now ? Proceed, 
Here ſtands my ? wont ſtoop ar her if you dare. 
Kaſ. 'Slight, I muſt love him ! I cannot chuſe, +-faith ! 
And I ſhould be hang'd for't. Suſter, I proteſt, _ 
I honour thee for this match. Lov. O, do you fo, Sir? 
Kaſ. Yes,an? thou canſt take Tabacco,and drink,old Boy, 
I'll give her five hundred Pound more to her marriage, 
Than her own State. Lov. Fill a Pipe-full, Feremy. 
Fac. Yes, but go in, and take it, Sir. Lov. We will. 
I will be rul'd by thee in any thing, Jeremy. 
Kaſ. 'Slight,thou art not hide-bound ! thou art a Fovy? 
Bo ' 


Come Ict' in, I pr'y thee, and take our whifts. 
Lov. Whiff in wich your Siſter, brother Boy. That 
Maſter 
That had receiv'd ſuch happineſs by a Servant, 
In ſuch a Widow, and with ſo much Wealth, 


Were very ungrateful, if he would not be 

A little indulgent to that Servants wit, 

And help his Fortune, though with ſome ſmall ſtrain 
Of his own Candor. Therefore, Gentlemen, 

And kind Spectators, if I have out-ſtripe 

An old Mans gravity, or ſtrict Canon, think 

What a young Wife, and a good Brain may do : 
Stretch ages truth ſometimes, and crack it too. 

Speak for thy ſelf, Knave. Fac. So I will, Sir. Gentlemen, 
My part a little fell in this laſt Scene, 

Yet 'twas decorum. And though I am clean 

Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mammon, Dol, 

Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, all 

With whom I traded ; yet I oy ſelf 
On you, that are my Country : this Pelf, 
Which I have got, it you do quit me, reſts 
To feaſt you otten, and invite new Gueſts. 
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. 
CATILINE 
[Drown the remembrance : let not miſchief ceaſe 
AR I But while it is in puniſhing, increaſe. ; 
Conſcience and Care die in thee ; and be free 
Syla's Ghop. Not Heav'n it ſelf, from thy Impiety : 
Lec Night grow blacker with thy Plots, and Day, 
Oſt thou not feel me, Rome? not yet ? Is} Ac ſhewing but thy Head forth, ſtart away 
Night ; From this half-ſphear : and leave Rome's blinded Walls 


So heavy on thee, and my weight ſo light ? 

Can Syl/z's Ghoſt ariſe within thy Walls 
Leſs threatning than an Earthquake, the quick falls 
Of thee and thine ? Shake not the frighted heads 
Of thy ſtzep Towers ? or ſhrink to their firſt Beds ? 
Or, as their Ruine the large Tyber fills, 
Make that ſwell up, and drown thy ſeven proud Hills ? 
What ſleep is this doth ſeize thee fo like Death, 
And is not it ? VVake, feel her my in breath : 
Behold I come, ſent from the Sryg;an Sound, 
As a dire Vapor that had cleft che ground, 
T ingender with the Night, and blaſt the Day ; 
Or like a Peſtilence that ſhould diſplay 
Infetion through the world : which thus I do. 

[ Diſcovers Catiline i ba Study. 

Pluto be at thy Councels, and into 
Thy darker boſome enter Sylla's Spirit : 
All that was mine, and bad, thy breaſt inherit. 
Alas how weak is that for Catiline ! 
Did I bur ſay (vain voice !) all that was mine ? 
All that the Gracchi, Cimma, Marixs would : 
VVhat now, had I a Body again, I could, 
Coming from Hell ; what Fiends would wiſh ſhould be ; 
And Hamibal could not have wiſh'd to ſee : 
Think thou, and practice. Let the long hid Seeds 
Of Treaſon in thee, now ſhoot forth in $ 
Ranker than Horror ; and thy former Facts 
Not fall in mention, but to urge new Ads : 
Conſcience of them provoke theo on to more. 
Bo ſtill thy Inceſts, Murders, Rapes before 
Thy Senle ; thy forcing firſt a Veſtal Nun ; 
Thy Parricide, late, on thy own only Son, 
Alter his Mother ; to make empry wy 
For thy laſt wicked Nuptials ; worſe than they 
That blaze that act of thy inceſtuous Lite, 
VVhich got thee at once a daughter and a wife, 
I leave the ſlaughters that thou didſt tor me 
Of Senators, for which, I hid for thee 
Thy Murder of thy Brother, (being fo bribd) 
And writ him in the Liſt of my proſcrib'd 
Afﬀer thy Fact, to fave thy little ſhame: 
Thy Inceſt with thy Siſter, I not name. 
Theſe are too light. Fate will have thee purſue 
Deeds, after which no miſchief can be new ; 
The Ruin of thy Countrey : thou wert buile 
For ſuch a work, and born for no leſs guilt. 
What though defeated once th' haſt been, and known, 
Tempr it again : That is thy ac; or none. 
Whae all the ſeveral Ills that vitit Earth, 
(Brought forth by Night, with a ſiniſter birth) 
Plagues, Famine, Fire, could nor reach unto, 
The Sword, nor Surfeirs ; let thy Fury do: 
Make all paſt, preſent, future Ill chine own ; 
And conquer all Example in thy one. 
Nor let thy _— find any vacant time 
To hate an old, bur till a freſher Crime 


; T* embrace Luſts, Hatreds, Slaugh Fu 

And not recover ſighe till their — — 

Do light them to their Ruines. All the Names 

Of thy Confederates too, be no lefs great 

In Hell chan here: that when we would repeat 

Our ſtrengths in muſter, we may name you all, 

And Furies upon you for Furies call. 

Whilſt what you do may ſtrike them into fears, 

Or make them grieve, and wiſh your miſchief theirs. | 


Catilme. 


T7 is decreed, Nor ſhall thy Fate, O Rome, 

Refilt my vow. Tho Hills were fer on Hills, 
And Seas met Seas to guard thee, I would through : 
I plough up Rocks, ſteep as the Alpes, in duſt ; 

And lave the Tyrrbene Waters into Clouds ; 

But I would reach thy Head, thy Head, proud City. 
The IIlls that I have done cannot be ſafe 

But by atrempring greater ; and I feel 

A Spirit within me chides my ſluggiſh hands, 

And ſays, they have been innocent too long. 

WasI a man bred great'as Rome her ſelf ? 

One form'd for all her Honours, all her Glorics ? 
Equalto all her Titles ? that could ſtand 

Cloſe up with Arlas, and ſuſtain her Name 

As ſtrong as he doth Heaven? And was I, 

Of all her Brood, mark'd out for the repulſe 

By her no voice, when 1 ſtood Candidate, 

To be Commander in the Pontick War ? 

[ will hereatrer call her Step-dame ever ! 

If ſhe can loſe her Nature, I can loſe 

My Viety; and in her ſtony Entrails 

Dig me a Seat : where I will live again, 

The labour of her Womb, and be a burden 
Weightier than all the Prodigies and Monſters 

That ſhe hath teem'd with, tince ſhe firſt knew Mars, 


Catiline, Aurelia. 


Ho's there? Aur. "Tis I. Cat. Aurelia ? 
Aur, Yes. Cat. Appear, 
And break like day, my Beauty, to this Circle: 
Upbraid thy Phebas, that he is ſo long 
In mounting to-that point, which ſhould givethee 
Thy proper ſplendor. Wherefore frowns my Sweet ? 
Have I coo long been abſent from theſe Lips, 
| He kiſſetb them: 

This Cheek, theſe Eyes? What is my treſpaſs : ſpeak. 

Aur. It ſeems you know,that can accuſe your ſelf. 

Cat. I will redeem it. 

Aur. Still you fay ſo. When? 

Cat. When Oreſti/la, by her bearing well 
Thele my Retiremenes, and ſtoln cimes for thoughe, 
Shall give their Effects leave to call her Queen 


Ot all che world, in place of humbled Rome. ' 


Amr. 
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Catiline, 


© — 


Aur. You court me now. 

Cat. As I would always, Love, 
By this Ambroſiack Kiſs, and this of Ne&ar, 

ouldſt thou but hear as gladly as 1 ſpeak. 
Could my Avrelia think I mzant her lels ; 
When wooing her, I firſt remov'd a Wite, 
And then a Son, to make my Bed and Houſe 
Spatious, and fit t emb:ace her? Theſe were Deeds 
Nag t have begun with, but tacnd wich more 
And greater: © He that, building, ſtays at one 
© Floor, or the ſecond, hath erected none. 
"Twas how to raile thee I was meditating ; 
To make ſome a& of mine anſwer thy Love : 
That Love, that when my State was now quite ſunk, 
Came with thy wealth, and weigh'd ic up again, 
And made my 'emergent Fortune once more look 
Above the Main; which now ſhall hit the Stars, 
And ſtick my Oreſtslla there amongſt *em, 
If any Tempeſt can but make the Billow, 
And any Billow can bur lift her Greatneſs. 
Bur I muſt pray my Love, ſhe will put on 
Like Habits with my felf. I bave todo 
With many Men and many Natures. Some 
That muſt be blown and footh'd; as Lentulzs, 
Whom [I have heav'd with magnifying his Blood, 
And a vain Dream out of the Sybifs Books, 
F'hata third man of that great Family 
Whereot he is deſcended, the Cornel:i, 
Should be a King in Rome: which I have hic'd 
The flattering 4ugvres to interpret him, 
Cinna and Syllia dead. Then bold Cerbegas, 
Whoſe Valour I have turn'd into his Poylon, 
And prais'd 1o into daring, as he woul 
Go on upon the Gods, kits Lightning, wreſt 
The Engine from the Cyclops, and give fire 
Art face of a fill Cloud, and ſtand his Ire , 
When I would bid him move. Others there are, 
Whom Envy to the State draws, and puts on 
For Contumelies receiv'd, (and ſuch are fure ones) 
As Curizs, and the fore-nam'd Lentulae, 
Botli which have been degraded in the Senate, 
And mult have their Diſgraces ſtill new rubb'd, 
To make 'em ſmart, and labour of Revenge. 
Others whom mcer Ambition fires, and dole 
Ot” Provinces abroad, which they. bave feign'd 
To their crude hopes, and I as amply promis'd : 
'Thele, Lecca, Vargunteins, Beſtia, Autronins. 
Some whom their Wants oppreſs, asth'* idle Captains 
Ot Silas Troops: and divers Roman Knights 
(The protuſe waſters of their Patrimonies) 
S0 threatned with their Debts, as they will now 
Run any deſperate Fortune for a Change. 
Theſe tor a time we muſt, relieve, Aurelia, 
And make our Houle the Safe-guard : like for thoſe 
That tear the Law, or ſtand within her gripe, 
For any a& palt, or to come. Such will 
From their own Crimes be factious, as from ours. 
Some mare there be, ſlight Airlings, will be won 
W:th Dogs and Horſes, or perhaps a Whore; 
Which muſt be had: and it they venture Lives 
For us, Awrelia, we muſt hazard Honours 
A little. Gert thee ſtore and change of women, 
As I have boys; and give *em time and place, 
And all connivence : be thy ſelf, too, courtly ; 
And entertain, and feaſt, fitup, and revel z 
Call all the great, the tair, and ſpirited Dames 
Of Rome about thee : and begin a faſhion 
Of Freedom and Community. Some will thank thee, 
Tho the ſowr Senate frown, whoſe heads mult ake 
In fear and fecling too. We muſt not ſpare 
Or coſt or modeſty. It can but ſhew 
Like one of Func's, os of Fove's diſguiſes, 
In either thee or me } and will as ſoon, 
When things ſucceed, be thrown by, or let fall, 


_— 


—— 


As is a Vail put off, a Viſor chang'd, 
Or the Scene ſhifted, in our Theaters— |_4 noiſe without. 
Who's that? Ir is the voice of Lentulas. 
Awr. Or of Cethegds. 
Cas. In, my fair Aurelia, 
And think upon theſe Arts. They muſt not ſee 
How far you are truſted with theſe Privacies 3 
Tho on their ſhoulders, necks, and heads you riſe. 


Ce ns 


Lentulus, Cethegw, Catiline. 


is, methinks, a morning full of fate ! 
It riſeth lowly, as her ſullen care 

Had all the weights of ſleep and death hung at ic! 
She is not Roſie-tinger'd, but ſwoln black ! 
Her Face is like a water turn'd to blood, 
And her fick Head is bound about with Clouds, 
As if (hethreatned Night e*'re Noon of Day ! 
It does not look as it would have a Hail 
Or Health wiſh'd in it, as on other Morns. 

Cert. Why, allche fitter, Lentulus: Our coming 
Is not for Salutation, we have Buſineſs. 

Cat. Said nobly, brave Cethegus. Where's Autronius ? 

Cer. Is he notcome? Cat. Not here. 

Cet. Not Vargunteius ? 

Cat. Neither. - 

Cert, A fire in their Beds and Boſoms, 
That ſo will ſerve their Sloth rather than Vertue. 
They are no Romans, and at ſuch high need 
As now. Len. Both they, _ Lecca, Curins, 
Fulvius, Gabinius, gave me word laſt night, 
By Lucius Beſtia, they would all be here, 
And early. 
Cet. Yes ? As you, had I not call'd you. 
Come, we all ſleep, and are mcer Dormice ; Flies 
A little lefs than dead: more dulnefſs hangs 
On us than on the morn. W? are ſpirit bound, 
In Ribs of Ice; our whole Bloods are one Stone ; 
And Honour cannot thaw us, nor our Wants, 
Tho they burn hot as Fevers to our States. 

Cat. I muſe they would be tardy at an hour 
Of ſo great purpoſe. 
Cet. I che Gods had call'd 
Them to a pur they would juſt have come 
With the ſarae Tortoyſe ſpeed ! that are thus flow : 
To ſuch an Aion, which the Gods will envy, 
As asking no leſs means than all their Powers 
Conjoyn'd, & effe&. I would have ſeen Rome burnt 
A this time, and her Aſhes inan Urn: 

he Kingdom of the Senate rent aſunder ; 
And the degenerate talkiug Gown run frighted - 
Our of the Air of Italy. 

Cat. Spirit of Men ! 
Thou Heart of our great Enterpriſe ! how much 
I lovetheſe Voices in thee ! 

Cer. Q, the days 
Of Sylla's Sway, when the free Sword took leave 
To a& all that it would ! | 

Cat, And was familiar 
With Entrails, as our Awgwres. 

Cet. Sons kilPd Fathers, 
Brothers their Brothers. * 

Cat. And had Price and Praiſe. 
All Hate had Licence given it; all Rage reigns. 

Cer. Slaughter beſtrid the Streets,and ſtretch'd himfeli 
To ſeem more huge; whillt to his ſtained thighs 
The Gore he drew flow'd up, and carried down 
Whole heaps of Limbs and Bodies through his Arch, 
No Age was ſpat'd, no Sex. 

Cat. Nay, no Degree. 

Cert. Not Infants in the Porch of Life were free. 
The Sick, the Old, that could burrhope a Day 
Longer by Natures Bounty, not ler ſtay. 


Virgins, and Widows, Matrons, pregnant Wives, 


( 


C atiline, 


—  — "OO _ _— _— — —  —_ 


All died. Cat. "Twas Crime enough, that they had Lives. 
To (trike but only thoſe that could do hurr, 
VVas dull and poor. Some fell ro make the Number, 
As ſome the Prey. Cer. The rugged Charon fainted, 
And ask'd a Navy, rather than a Boar, 
To ferry over the fad V Vorld that came; 
The Maws and Dens of Beaſts could not reccive 
The Bodies that thoſe Souls were frighted from ; 
And ev'n theGraves were filld with Men, yet living, 
V Vhoſe Flight and Fear had mix'd them with the Dead. 
Cat. And this ſhall be again, and more, and more, 
Now Lenzulus, the third Cornelins, | 
[so ſtand up in Rome. Len. Nay, urge not that 
Is ſo uncerfain. Car. How! Len. I mean, not clear'd, 
And therefore not to be refleed on. 
Cat. The Sybils Leaves uncertain! or the Comments 
Of our grave, deep, divining Men, not clear ! 
Len. All Prophecies, you know, ſuffer the torture. 
Cat. But this already hath confeſs'd, without ; 
And fo been weigh'd, examin'd, and compar'd, 
As *ewere malicious Ignorance in him 
V Vould faint in the Belief. -Len. Do you believe it ? 
Cat. Do I love Lentulus, or pray to ſee it ? 
Len. The Augures all are conſtant, I am meant. 
Cat. They' had loſt their Science elle. 
Len. They count from Cinna. 
Cat. And Sylla next, and ſo make you the third; 
All that can ſay the Sun is ris'n, muſt think it. 
Len. Men mark me more of late, as I come forth! 
Cat. V Vhy, what can they do lels ? Cinna and Sylla 
Are ct, and gone ; and we muſt turn our Eyes 
On him that is, and ſhines. Noble Cerbegus, 
But view him with me, here! He looks already 
As if he ſhook a Scepter ore the Senate, 
And the aw'd Purple dropt their Rods and Axes ! 
The Statues melt again, and Houſhold Gods 
In Groans confeſs the Travels of the City : 
The very V Valls ſweat Blood before the Change ; 
And Stones ſtart our to Ruin, ere it comes. 
Cer. Bur he, and we, and all are idle ſtill. 
Len. | am your Creature, Sergius ; and what cre 
The Great Cornelian Name ſhall win to be, 
It is not Awgury, nor the Sybils Books, 
But Cati/me, that makes it. Cat. I am Shadow 
To honour'd Lentulus, and Cethegus here, 
V Vho are the Heirs of Mars. Cer. By Mars himſelf, 
Catiline is more my Parent ; for whoſe Vertue 
Earth cannot make a Shadow great enough, 
Thongh Envy ſhould come too. O, there they are. 
Now we ſhall calk more, though we yet do nothing. 


To them. | Autyonius, Vargunteius, Longinus, Curius, Lecca, 
Beſtia, Fulvius, Gabinius, ©, 


Ail, Lucius Catiline. Var. Hail, noble Sergins. 
Lon. Hail, Publius Lentulus. 
Cur. Hail, the third Cornelius. 
Lee. Caius Cembegus, hail. 
Cer. Hail, Sloth and Words, 
In ſtead of Men and Spirits. Cat. Nay, dear Caius 
Cer. Are your Eyes yet unſecl'd? Dare they look Day 
In the dull Face 2 Cat. He's zcalous for th* Aﬀair, 
And blames your tardy coming, Gentlemen. 
Cet. Unleſs we had fold our 1clves to Sleep and Eaſe, 
And would be our Slaves Slaves— Cat. Pray you forbear. 
Cer. The North is not fo ſtark and cold. | 
Cat. Cethegus—— 
Beſ. We ſhall redeem all, if your Fire will let us. 
Cat. You are too full of Lightning, noble Cams. 
Boy, fe2 all Doors be ſhut, that none approach us 
On this part of the Houſe. Go you, and bid 
The Prielt, he kill the Slave I mark'd laſt night, 
And bring me of his Blood, when I ſhall call him : 
Till then, wait all without. Var. How is't, Autronius ? 


Fiut. Lengmus? Lon, Curius? Cur. Lecca? 
Var. Feel you nothing ? 
Ln. A ſtrange unwoneed Horror doth invade me, 
I'know not what it is! Lec. "The Day goes back, 
Or c!ſz my Senſes! Cur. As at A4treus Feaſt ! 
| A Darkneſs comes over rhe Vince, 
Ful. Darkneſs grows more and more! 
Len. The Veſtal Flame, I think, be out. 
Gab. What Groan was that? | 4 Groan of many Porp/? 
Cet. Our Phant'lies. is beard under $rom. d, 
Strike Fire out of our ſelves, and force a Day. 
Aut. Again ic ſounds! " {imncticre 
Beſ. As all the City gave it ! 
Cet., We fear what our ſolves Icign. 
Var. What Light is this ? | A fiery Light appears, 
Cur, Look forth. Len. Ir ſtill grows greater : 
Lec. From whence comes it ? 
Lon. A bloody Arm it is, that holds a Pinz 
Lighted, above the Capitol ! and now 
le waves umto us! Cat. Brave, and ominors ! 
Our Enterpriſe is ſeal'd. Cer. In ſpite of Darknef;, 
That would diſcountenance it. Look no more 3 
We loſe time, and our ſelves To what we came for, 
| Speak Lucizs, we attend you. Cat. Nobiz{t Romans, 
It you were lefs, or that your Faith and Vertue 
Did not hold good that Title, with your Blood, 
I ſhould not now unprofitably ſpend 
My ſelf in Words, or catch at emfty Hopes, 
By airy ways, for folid Certaintics. 
Bur ſince in many, and the greateſt Dangers 
I ſtill have known you no leſs true than valiant, 
And that I taſte in you the ſame Afﬀections, 
To will or ill, to think things good or bad, _ 
Alike with me, (which argues your firm Friendſhip) 
I dare the boldlicr, with you, ſet on foot, 
Or lcad, unto this great and goodlieſt Action. 
What I have thought of it atore, you all 
Have heard a part. I then exprefs'd my Zeal 
Unto the Glory ; now, the Need enflames mc. 
When I torethink the hard Conditions 
Our States mult undergo, except in time 
We do redeem our ſelves to Liberty, 
And break the Iron Yoke forg'd for our Necks 
For what leſs can wecail it? when we ſce 
The Commonwealth engrofs'd fo by a few, 
The Giants of the State, that do by turns 
Enjoy her, and defile her ! All the Earth, 
Her Kings and Tetrarchs, are their Tributaries; 
People and Nations pay them hourly Stipends ; 
The Riches of che V Vorld flows to their Cofters, 
And not to Romes. VVhile (but thoſe few) the 1elt, 
However Great we are, Honeſt, and Valiant, 
Are herded with the Vulgar, and fo kept, 
As we were only bretl to conſume Corn, 
Or wear our VVooll; to drink the Cities VVater ; 
Ungrac'd, without Authority, or Mark f'1 
Trembling beneath their Rods : ro whom (if all RH 
Were well in Rome) we ſhould come torth bright Axes. | 
All Places, Honours, Othces are theirs, 
Or where they will confer 'em! They leave us 
The Dangers, the Repulſes, Judgments, V Vants ; 
V Vhich how long will you bear, moſt valiant Spirits? 
V Vere we not betrer to tall once with Verrue, | 
Than draw a wretched and diſhonour'd Breath, 
To loſe with Shame, when theſe Mens Pride will laug! / 
[ call the Faith of Gods and Men to queſtion, 
The Power 1s in our Hands, our Bodies ablc, 
Our Minds as ſtrong ; o' th* contrary, in them _ | 
All chings grownaged, with their V Vealth and Years: 
There wants but only to begin the Buſinels, 
The ue is certain. Cer. Lev. On, let us go on. 
Cur. Beſ. Go on, brave ——_— 
Cat. It doth ſtrike my Soul, 
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Catiline. 


O- but the ſmalleſt Air of Man within him 2) 

To ſes them ſwell wich Treaſure, which they pour 

Our i their Riots, eating, drinking, building, 

I, i the Sea! plaining of Hills with Valleys, 

And railing Valleys above Hills ; Whilſt we 

Have not to give our Bodies Neceſlaries. 

They ha' their change of Houſes, Mannors, Lordſhips 3 

VVe ſcarce a Fire, or a poor Houſhold Lar ! 

They buy rare Artick Statues, Tyrian Hangings, 

Epbeſian Pictures, and Corinthian Plate, 

Attalick Garments, and now new-tound Gems, 

Since Pompey went for Afia, which they purchaſe 

Ar price ot Provinces ! The River Phaſis 

Cannot afford 'em Fowl, nor Lucrine Lake 

Oyſters enow : Circes too is ſearch'd, 

To pleaſe the witty Gluttony of a Meal ! 

Their ancient Habitations they negleR, 

And ſet up new 3 then, it the Echo like not 

In ſuch a Room, they pluck down thoſe, build newer, 

Alter them too ; and, by all frantick ways, 

Vex their wild V Vealth, as they moleſt the People, 

From whom they force ic! Yet they cannot tame, 

Or overcome their Richcs | not by making 

Baths, Orchards, Fiſh pools, lerting in of Seas, 

Here, and then there forcing *em out again, 

V Vich mountainous Heaps, for which the Earth hath loſt 

Moſt of her Ribs, as Entrails ; being now 

VVounded no 1z(s for Marble, than tor Gold ! 

VVe, all this while, like calm, benumb'd SpeRators, 

Sir till our Seats do crack, and do not hear 

The thundring Ruins 3 whilſt at home our wants, 

Abroad our Debts do urge us; our States daily 

Bending to bad, our Hopes to worſe ; and what 

Is left, but to be cruſh'd ? V Vake, wake, brave Friends, 

And meet the Liberty you oft have wiſh'd for. 

Behold, Renown, Riches, and Glory court you. 

Fortune holds out theſe to you, as Rewards. 

Me thinks (though I were dumb) th* Aﬀair it ſelf, 

The Opportunity, your Needs, and Dangers, 

VVith the brave Spoil the V Var brings,ſhould invite you. 

Ule me your General, or Soldier ; neither 

My Mind nor Body (hall be wanting to you: 

And, being Conſul, 1 not doubt t' effect 

All that you wilh, it eruſt not flatter me, 

And you'd not rather ſtill be Slaves, than Free. 
Cer, Free, tree. 
Ln. 'Tis Freedom. Cur. Fredom we all ſtand for. 
Cat.V Vhy,theſe are noble Voices! Nothing wants then, 

But that we take a ſolemn Sacrament, 

To ſtrengthen our Deſign. Cert. And fo to a it. 

Deterring hurts, where Powers are ſo prepar'd. 
Aut. Yet, ere we enter into open act, 

(With favour) *ewere no lofs, if *e might be inquir'd, 

What the Condition of theſe Arms would be. 
Var. I, and the Means to carry us through ? 
Car. How, Friends ! 

Think you that I would bid you graſp the Wind, 

Or call you to th* embracing of a Cloud ? 

Pat your known Valors on fo dear a Buſineſs, 

And have no other Second than the Danger, 

Nor other Garland than the Loſs? Become 

Your own Aſſurances. And for the Means, 

Conſider, firſt, the ſtark Security 

the Commonwealth is in now ; the whole Senate 

Slzepy, and dreaming no ſuch violent Blow ; 

Fheir Forces all abroad ; of which the greateſt, 

Thar might annoy us moſt, is fartheſt off, 

In Aſia, under Pompey ; thole near hand, 

C ommanded ty our Friends ; one Army” in Sparn, 

By Cnerrs Piſo;, the other in Mauritama, 

By Neucerinus J both which I have tirm, 

And faſt unto our Plot. My.ſelf then ſtanding 

Now to be Conſul, with my hop'd Colleague 

Cam Antonins, cne no lels engag'd 


By's wants, than we ; and whom I've power to m 
And caſt in any Mould. Beſide, ſome others, 
That will not yet be nam'd, (both ſure, and great ones) 
Who, when the time comes, ſhall declare thenr(elves 
Strong for our Party ; ſo that no Reſiſtance 
In Nature can be thought. For our Reward then, 
Firſt, all our Debts are paid ; dangers of Law, 
Actions, Decrees, Judgments againſt us, quitted ; 
The Rich men, as in Syl/a's times, proferib'd, 
And Publication made of all their Goods: 
That Houſe is yours ; that Land is his ; thoſe Waters, 
Orchards, and Walks, a third's ; he has that Honour, 
And he that Office : Such a Province falls 
ToVargunteins ; this t Artronius z that 
To bold Cethegus ; Rome to Lentulns, 
You ſhare the World, her Magiſtracics, Pricſthoods, 
Wealth, and Felicity, amongſt you, Friends; 
And Catiline your Servant. Would you, Curizs, 
Revenge the Contumely ſtuck upon you, 
In being removed from the Senate ? Now, 
Now is your time. Would Publius Lentulus 
Strike, for the like Diſgrace ? Now is his ceime. 
Would ſtout Longinus walk the Streets of Rome, 
Facing the Pretcr ? Now has he a time 
To ſ{purn and tread the Faſces into Dirt, 
Made of the Ulurers and the Li#ors Brains. 
Is there a Beauty, here in Ree, you love ? 
An Enemy you would kill ? What Head's not yours ? 
Whoſe Wife,which Boy, whoſe Daughcer, of what Race, 
That th' Husband or glad Parents ſhall not bring you, 
And boaſting of the Office? Only ſpare 
Your ſclves, and you have all che Earth belide, 
A Field to bow? your Longings in. 
I ſee you rais'd, and read your forward Minds 
High, in your Faces. Bring the Wine and Blood 
You have prepar'd there. Lon. How ! 
Cat. I have kill'd a Slave, 
And of his Blood caus'd to be mixt with Wine. 
Fill every Man his Bowl. There cannot be 
A fitter Drink to make this Santtion in. 
Here, I begin the Sacrament to all. 
O for a Clap of Thunder now, as loud 
As to be heard throughout the Univerſe, 
Totell the World the Fa, and co applaud it. 
Be firm, my Hand ; not ſhed a drop, but pour 
Fierceneſs into me with it, and fell Thirſt 
Of more and more, till Rome be leſt as Bloodleſs 
As ever her Fears made her, or the Sword, 
And when I leave to wiſh this to thee, Step-dame, 
Or ſtop r effe& it, with my Powers fainting; 
So may my Blood be drawn, and fo drunk up, 
As is this Slaves. Lon. And ſo be mine. Len. And mine, 
Aut, And mine. Var. And mine. 
Cer. Swell me my Bowl yet fuller. [ They drink. 
Here, I do drink this, as I would do Cato's, - 
Or the new Fellow Cicero's, with that Vow 
Which Catiline hath given. Cur. So do I, 
Lec. And I. Beſ. And I. Ful. AndI. Gab.And all of us. 
Cat.Why,now's the buſineſs ſate,& each man ſtrengrhned. 
Sirrah, what ail you ? | He ſpies one of bis Boys 
Pag. Nothing. Be/. Somewhat modeft. mot anſwer— 
Car. Slave, 1 will ſtrike your Soul out with my Foot, 
Let me but find you again with ſuch a Face : 
You Whelp— Beſ. Nay, Lucius. Cat. Arc you coying it, 
When I command you to be free, and general 
To all? Beſ. You'll be obferv'd. Car. Ariſe, and ſhew 
Bur any leaſt averſion i your Look 
To him that boards you next, and your Throat opens. 
Noble Confederates, thus far is peife&. 


elr, 


_—— 


: 


| 


* | Only your Suffrages I will expe& 


At the Aſſembly tor the chufing Cen/uls, 
And all the Voices you can make by Friends 


! To my Election. Ihen let mc work out 


' 


Your Fortunes, and mine own. Mean while, all reſt 
Seal'd 
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Seal'd up, and filent, as when rigid Froſts 


Have bound up Brooks and Rivers, forc'd wild Beaſts 


Unto their Caves, and Birds into the Woods, 
Clowns to their Houſes, and the Country fleeps ; 
That when the ſudden Thaw comes, we may 
Upon *em lik a Deluge, bearing down 
Half Rome before us, and invade the reſt 

With Crics, and Noiſe, able to wake the Urns 
Of thoſe are dead, and make their Aſhes fear. 


* 


The Horrors that do ſtrike the World, ſhould come 
Loud, and unlook'd for ; till they ſtrike, be dumb. 
Cer. Ocaculous Sergims ! Len. God-like Catiline 


CHORUS. 
An nothing Great, and at the height, 
Remain ſo ? but its own Weight 
Will ruin it ? Or, «'t blind Chance, 
That . fill defires new States t' advance, 
And quit the old ? Elſe why muſt Rome 
Be by it ſelf now overcome ? 
Hath ſhe not Foes enow of thoſe | 
Whom ſhe hath made ſuch, and encloſe 
Her round about ? Or, are they none, 
Except (he. firſt become ber own ? 
O wretchedneſs of greateſt States, 
To be obnoxiows to theſe Fates ! 
That cannot keep what they do gain ; 
And what they raiſe, ſo ill ſuſtain | 
Rome now «s Miſtrs of the whole 
World, Sea and , to either Pole; 
And even that Fortune will deſtroy 
The Power that maile it : She doth j 
So much in Plenty, Wealth, and Eaſe, 
As now th Exceſs u ber Diſeaſe. 
Sbe builds in Gold, and to the Stars, 
we. # threatned Heaw'n with Wars ; 
Lind ſeeks for Hell in Quarries deep, 
Giving the Fiend:, that there do keep, 
A hope of Day. Her Women wear 
The Spoils of Nations in an Ear, 
Chang'd for the Treaſure of a Shell ; 
And in their looſe Attires do ſwell, 
More light thay Sails, when all Winds play : 
Tet are the Mew more looſe than they | 
More kemb'd, and bath'd, and 
More fleek, more ſoft, and ſlacker Limb'd ; 
As proſtitute ; ſo much, that Kind 
May ſeek it ſelf there, and not 
eat on Beds of Silk and Gold, 
At Ivory Tables, or Wood fold 
Dearer than it ; and leaving Plate, 
Do drink in Stone of bigher Rate. 
They bunt all Grounds, and draw all Seas, 
Foul every Brook and Buſh, to pleaſe 
Their wanton T afte ; in reque 
beſt. 


Have new and rare things, not t 
mw”, g-he 07 4- ADcHR 


Hence comes that wi 

That hath enforc'd Romes Vertue thence, 

Which ſimple Poverty firſt made : 

And now Ambition doth invade 

Her State, with eating Avarice, 

Riot, and other Vice. 

Decrees are bought, and Laws are ſold, 

Honours, and Offices, for Gold 1 

The Peoples Voices, and the free 

—_— in the Senate, bribed be. 

Such ruin of ber Manners, Rome 

Deth ſuffer now, as ſhe's become 

(Without the Gods it ſoon gainſay) 

Both ber own Spoiler, and own Prey. 
So, Aſia, art thow cru'lly even 

_ te Blows thee given ; 
en Wwe, W ſe Vertue conquer” thee, 

Thus, by thy Vices, ruin d'be; - 


d, and trimm'd, 


Act II. 
Fulvia, Galla, Servant. 


Hoſe Rooms do ſmell extreamly. Bring my Glaſs 
And Table hither. Galla. Gal. Madam. Fu!. Look 
Within, i my blue Cabinet, for the Pearl 
I had ſent mg laſt, and bring it. Gat. That from Clodias ? 
Ful. From Caims Ceſar. Yo! are for Clodius till, 
Or Curius. Sirrah, if Quintus Curius come, 
I am not in fit mood ; I keep my Chamber : 
Give warning ſo without. Gal. Is this it, Madam ? 
Fu. Yes,belp to hang it in mine Ear. Gal. Believe me, 
It is a rich one, Madam. Fal. I hope fo: 
Ie ſhould not be worn there elſe. Make an end, 
And bind my Hair up. Gal. As *twas yeſterday ? 
| Fl. No, nor the Cother day. When knew you me 
Appear two days together in one Drefling ? | 
Gal. Will you ha'*t !! the Globe, or Spire? 
Fl. How thou wilt; 
Any way, ſo thou wilt do it, good Impertinence. 
Thy Company, if I ſlept not very well 
A nights, would make me an errant Fool, with Queſtions. 
Gal. Alas, Madam —— 
Ful. Nay, e half o* the Dialogue, ceaſe. 
Gal. I do it indeed but for your Exerciſe, 
As your Phyſician bids me. Fal. How ! does he bid you 
To anger me for Exerciſe? Gal. Not to anger you, 
But ſtir your Blood a lictle : There's difference 
Between Luke-warm and Boiling, Madam. Ful. ove! 
She means to cook me, I think. Pray you, ha* done. 
Gal. I mean to dreſs, you, Madam. Ful. O, my June, 
Be Friend to me! Off ring at Wit too ? Why, Galla! 
Where haſt thou been # 
Gal. Why, Madam? Fl. What haſt thou done 
With thy poor innocent ſelf? 
Gal. fore, ſweet Madam ? | 
Ful. Thus to come forth, ſo ſuddenly, a Wit-worm? 
Gal. It pleaſes you to flout one. I did dream 
Of Lady $ i—— Ful. O, the wonder is out. | 
That did infe& thee? Well, and how ? Gal. Mourhought 
She did diſcourſe the beſt— Ful.That ever thou t.2ard it? 
Gal. Yes: Ful.P thy Sleep? Of what was her Difcourle? 
Gal. O' the Republick, Made and the State, 
And how ſhe was in debr, and where ſh meant 
To raiſe freſh Sums : She's a great States-woman ! 
Ful. Thou dream(t all this? 
Gal. No, but you know the is, Madam ; 
And both a Miſtris of che Latin Tongue, : | 
And of the Greek. Fol. I, but I never dreamt it, Gala, 
As thou haſt done ; and therefore you/mult pardon me. 
Gal. Indeed you mock me, Madam. Fu. Indezd, no. 
Forth with your learned Lady. She has a Wit too? 
Gal. A very maſculine one. Ful. A She-Critick, Galla ? 
And can compoſe in Verſe, and make quick Jeſts, 
Modeſt, or otherwiſe ? 
Gal. Yes; Madam. Fu. She can ſing = 
And play on Inſtruments? Gal. Of all kihds, they ſay. 
Ful. doth dance rarely ? Gal. Excellent ! So well, 
As a bald Senator made a Jeſt, and aid, 
"Twas better than an honeſt Woman need. 
Ful Tut,ſhe may bear that. Few wiſe womens honeſties 
Will do their courtſhip hurt. Gal.She's liberal roo, Madam. 
Ful. What | of her Money, or her Honour, pr y chee? 
Gal.Of both ; you know not which ſhe doth ſpare leaſt. 
Ful. A comely Commendation. Gal. Troth, tis pity 
She isin years. Ful, Why, Galla? Gal. For it 1s. 
Ful. O, is that all? I cthoughtth' hadſt had a Reaſon. 
Gal. Why, ſo I have. She has been a fine Lady, 
And yer ſhe dreſſes her ſelf (except you, Madam) 
One of the beſt in Rome 3 and SR Inn hides 


Her Decays —_—_— Ful. "They lay, it is 
Rather a Viſor, a Face, the wears. 
Ii 2 Gal. They 


244 


Catiline. 


Gal. They wrong her verily, Madam; ſhe does ſleek 
Wich Cxums of Bread and Milk, and lies a-nights 
In as neat Gloves Bur ſhe is fain of late | 
To ſeek, more than ſhe's ſought to, (the fame is) 
And ſo ſpends that way. Ful. Thou know'ſt all ! But Gal 
What ſay you to Catiline's Lady, Oreſtilla ? (la, 
There is the Gallant ! Gal. She does well. She has 
Very good Sures, and very rich ; but then 
She cannot pur 'em on ; ſhe knows not how 
To wear a Garment. You ſhall have her all 
Jewels and Gold ſometimes, fo that her ſelf 
Appears the leaſt part of her ſelf. No in troth, 
As [ live, Madam, you pur 'em all down 
Wirh your meer ſtrength of Judgment, and do draw too 
The World of Rome to follow | You attire 
Your ſelf ſo diverſly, and with that ſpirit ! 
Still to the nobleſt Humours | They could make 
Love to your Drefs,altho' your Face were away ,they ſay. 
Ful. And Body roo, and ha? the better Match on'e. 
Say they not fo too, Galla? Now | What News 
Travels your Count'nance with? Ser. If't pleaſe you, 
The Lady Sempronis is lighted at the Gate, (Madam, 
Gal. Caſtor, my Dream, my Dream. 
Ser. And comes to ſee you. 
Gal. For Venzs ſake, good Madam, fee her. Ful. Peace, 
The Fool is wild, I think. Gal. And hear her talk, 
Sweet Madam, of Stace-matters, and the Senate. 


Sempronia, Fulvia, Galla. 


Ulvia, good Wench, how dot thou ? 

Ful. Well, Sempronia. : 
Whither are you thus early addreft 2 Sem. To fee 
Aurelia Oreſtilla. She ſent for me. — - | 
T came to call thee with me; wilt thou = 

F,l. T cannot now, in troth ; I-have ſome Letters ' 
To write, and fend away. Sew. Alas, I pity thee. 
I ha' been writing all chis night (and am 
So very weary) unto all the Tribes, - 
And Centuries, for their Voices, to help Catiline 
In his Eleion. We ſhall make him Conſul, 
T hope, amongſt us. Craſſms, I, and Ceſar 
Will carry it tor him. Fl. Does he ſtand forte ? 
Sem. He's the chief Candidate. Ful. Who ſtands beſide? 
(Give me ſome Wine, and Powder for my Teeth. 
Sem. Here's a good Pearl, in troth. Ful. A pretty one. 
Sem. Avery Orient one!) There are Competitors, 
Cains Antonins, Publits Galba, Luctws 
Caſſius Longinus, Quintus Cornificias, 
Cairs Licinins, and that Talker Cicero. 
But Catiline and Antonizes will be choſen 
For four of the other, Licinims, Longinus, 
Galba, and Cornificrws, will give way : 
And Cicero they will not chuſe. Ful. No ? why ? 
Sem, It will be crofs'd by the Nobility. 
Gal. (How ſhe does underſtand the Common Buſineſs!) 
Sem. Nor were it fit. He is but a new Fellow, 
An Inmate here in Rome, (as Catilme calls him) 
And the Patricians ſhould do very ill 
To let the Conſulſhip be fo defild 
As't would be, it he obtain'd it! A meer Upſtart, 
That has no Pedigree, no Houſe, no Coat, 
No Enfigns of a Family ! Fal. He has Vertue. 
Sem. Hang Vertue, where there is no Blood 'is Vice, 
And in him Sawcineſs, Why ſhould he prefume 
To be more Learned, or more Eloquene, 
Than the Nobility ? or boaſt any Quality 
Worthy a Nobleman, himſelf not Noble ? 
Ful. *T'was Vertue only, at firſt, made all Men Noble. 
Sem. 1 yield you, it might at firſt, in Rome's poor age, 
When both her Kings and Conſuls held the Plow, 
Or Garden'd well: But now we ha' no need 
Todig, or loſe our Sweat forfe. We have Wealth, 
Fortune, and Eaſe ; and then their Stock to ſpend on, 


Of Name, for Vertue ; which will bear us our 
'Gainſt all new Comers, and can never fail us, 
While the Succeſſion ſtays. And we muſt glorifie 
A Muſhrom ? one of yeſterday ? a fine Speaker ? 
"Cauſe he has ſucke at Arbens ? and advance him, 
To our own loſs. No, Fulvis; there are they 
Can ſpeak Greek too, if need were. Ceſar and I 
Have fate upon him ſo hath Craſws too, 
And others. We have all decreed his Reſt, 
For rifing farther. Gal. Excellent rare Lady ! 
Ful. Sempronia, you are beholden to my Woman here; 
She does admire you: Sem. O good Galls,tow doſt thou ? 
Gal. The better for your learned Ladiſhip. 
Sem. Is this gray Powder a good Dentifrice ? 
Ful. YouſeeI uſe it, Sem. I have one is whiter, 
Ful. I may be fo. 
Sem, Yet this ſmells well. Gal. And cleanſes 
Very well, Madam, and refiſts the Crudities. 
Sem. Fulvia, I pray thee, who comes to thee now ? 
Which of our great Patricjans ? Foul. Faith, 1 keep 
No Catalogue of **em. Sometimes I have one, 
Sometimes another, as the Toy takes their Bloods. 
Sem.Thou haſt them all, Faich,when was Bwintws Curir, 
Thy ſpecial Servant, here? Ful. My ſpecial Servan:? 
Sem. Yes,thy Idolater,I call him. Ful. He may be yours, 
If you do like him. Sew. How ! Ful. He comes not here ; 
I have forbid him hence. Sem. Venw forbid ! 
Ful. Why ! Sem. Your ſo conſtant Lover. 
Ful. So much the rather. 
I would have Change. So would you teo, I am ſure. 


And now you may have him. Sem. He's treſh yet, Fulvia. 


Beware how you do tempt me. Ful. Faich, tor me 
He's ſomewhat too freſh indeed ; the Salt is gone, 
That gave him ſeaſon. His good Gifts are done. 
He does not yield the Crop that he was wont. 
And for the AR, 1 can have f:cret Fellows, 
Witch Backs worth ten of him, and ſhall pleaſe me 
(Now that the Land is fled) a Myriad better, 
Sem. And thoſe one may command. 
Ful. *'Tis true : theſe Lordlings, 
Your Noble Fawnez, they are fo imperions, faucic, 
Rude, and as boiſterous as Centawrs, leaping 
A Lady at firſt ſight. Sem. And muſt be born 
Both with, and out, they think. Fu/. Tut, Ill obſerve 
None of *em all, nor hutaour 'em a jot 
Longer than they come laden in the Hand, 
And ſay, Here's t'one for th'other. 
Sem. Does Ceſar give well ? 
Ful. They ſhall all give, and pay well, that come here, 
If chey will have it; and that Jewels, Pearl, 
Plate, or round Sums, to buy theſe. I'm not taken 
Which a Cob-Swan, or a high-mounring Bull, 
As fooliſh Leda and Europe were ; 
Bur the bright Gold, with Danae. For ſuch Price 
I would endure a rough, harſh Fupiter, 
Or ten ſuch thundring Gameſters, and refrain (ing. 
To laugh at 'emyill chey are gone, with my much ſuffer- 
Sem. Th'art a moſt happy Wench, that thus canſt make 
Uſe of thy Youth and Freſhnets, in the S:aſon; 
And haſt it to make uſe of. Fu/. (Which is the happineſs.) 
Sem. I am now tain to give to them, and keep 
Muſick, and a continual Table, to invite 'em. 
Ful. (Yes,and they ſtudy your Kitchen,more than you.) 
Sem. Eat my felt our with Uſvry, and my Lord too, 
And all my Officers, and Friends befide, 
To procure Moneys for the needtul Charge 
I muſt be at, co have 'em; and yet ſcarce 
CanlI atchieve 'em fo. FAul. Why. that's becauſe 
You affe& young Faces only, and ſmooth Chins, 
Sempronia. It you ld love Beards and Briſtles, 
(One with another, as others do) or Wrinkles ——— 
Who's that ? Look, Gallas, Gel. Tis the Party, Madam. 
Ful, What Party ?: Has he no name ? 
Gal. "Tis Quntns Curewi. 
Ful. Did 
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»/. Did I not bid 'em fay I kept my Chamber ? 
Gal. Why, ſo they do. Sem. Ill leave you, Fulvia. 
Ful. Nay, good Sempronia, (tay. 
Sem. In faich, I will nor. 
Ful. By Juno 1 would not fee him. 
Sem. Fl not hinder you. 

Gal. You know, he will not be kept out, Madam. 
Sem. No, 
Nor ſhall not, careful Gallas, by my means. 
Fl. As I do live, Sempronia— 
Sem. What needs this ? 
Ful, Go, ſay I am a-ſleep, and ill at caſe. 
Sem. By Caſtor, no, I'll tell him, you are awake; 

And very well. Stay Gala; farewell Fulvis : 

I know my manners. Why do you labour thus, 

With action, againſt purpoſe ? Quintas Curixe, 

She is, i'faich, here, and in diſpoſition. 


f 


l 


Ful. Spight with your courteſie! How. ſhall I be tor- | 


eur'd! 
Curins, Fulvia, Galla. 


Here are you, fair one, that conceal your felt, 
And keep your Beauty within Locks and Bars here, 

Like a Fools Treaſure ? | 
Ful. True, ſhe was a Fool, 

When firſt ſhe ſhew'd it to a Thief. 

Cur. How, pretty ſullenneſfs ! 

So harſh and Gore 2? Ful. The Fools Artillery, Sir. 
Cur. Then take my Gown off, for th' encounter. 
Ful. Stay Sir. 

I am notin the mood. Cur. Il put you into'r. 

Ful. Beſt putyour felf i your caſe again, and kee 

Your furious Appetite warm, againſt you have place for't. 
Cur. What! do you coy it ? 

Ful. No Sir. Pam not proud. 
Cur. I would you were. You think this ſtate becomes 
ou ? 

By Hercules, it do's not. Look i your Glaſs now, 

And ſee how ſcurvily that countenance ſhews ; 

You wonld beloth to own it. Fu}. 1 ſhall not change it. 
Cur. Faith but you muſt, and flack this bended Brow ; 

And ſhoot leſs ſcorn : there is a Fortune coming 

Towards you, Dainty, that will take thee thus, 

And ſet thee aloft, torread upon the Head 

Of her own Statue here in Rome. Ful. I wonder, 

Who let this promie in ! Did you, good Diligence ? 

Give him his Bribe again. Or if you had none, 

Pray you demand him, why he'is fo venturous, 

To preſs uy my Chamber, being forbidden, 

Boch by my If and Servants? 

Cur. How ! This's handſome ! 
And ſomewhat a new ſtrain ! 

Ful. *Tis not ſtrain'd, Sir. 
*Tis very natural. Cur. I have known it otherwiſe, 
Beeween che Parties, though. 

Ful. For your fore-knowtedge, 

Thank that which made it. Ir will not be fo 

Hereafter, F aſſure you. Cur. No, my Miſtris ? 

Ful. No, though you bring the ſame materials. 
Cur. Hear me, 

You over-a& when you ſhould under-do. 

A little call your felf again, and think. 

If you do this to practiſe on me? or find 

At what forc'd dence you can hold your Servant; 

That it be an arrificial trick to enflame, 

And fire me more, fearing my Love may need it, 

As heretofore you ha' done : why, proceed. 

Ful. As I ha* done heretofore 
Cur. Yes, when you'ld fain 

Your Husbands rnalouts, your Servants watches, 

Speak ſoftly, and run often to the Door, 

Or tothe Window, form ſtrange fears that were not; 

As it che pleaſure were lefs acceptable, 


————— 


That were ſecure. Fu!. You are an impudent Fellow: 

_ And when you might better have done it at the 
ace, 

To take me in at the Caſement. Fel. I take yon in ? 

Cur. Yes, you my Lady. Ard then, bring a bed 
with you, 

To have your well-raughr Waiter here, com? running, 

And cry, her Lord, and hide me without caul:, 

Cruſh'd in a Cheſt, or thruſt up in a Chimney. 

When he, tame Crow, was winking at his Farm ; 

Or, had he been here, and prefent, would have kept 


| Both Eyes, and Beak ſeal'd up, for fix Sefterces, 


Ful. You have a flanderons, beaftly, unwaſh'd Tongue, 
your rude Mouth, and favouring your ſelf, 
n-manner'd Lord. ' Cur. How now ! 
» Ful. It is your Title, Sir. 
Who ( fince' you ha* loſt your own good Name, and 


know not 
Whatqto loſe more) cafe not whoſe Honour you wout:s, 
Or Fame you with it. You ſhould go 


And vent your ſelf 7 che Region where you live, 
Among the Suburb-brothels, Bawds, and Brokers, 
Whicher your broken Fortunes have deſign'd you. 
{ He offers to force her,and ſhe draws her Knife. 
= —_ then I muſt ſtop your fury, I fee; and 
pluc 
The Tragick Viſor off. Come, Lady Cypre, 
Know your own Vertues, quickly. tl nor be 
Put to the wooing of you thus, afreſh, 
At every turn, for all the YVenas in you. 
Yield, and be pliant, or by Pellux How now ? 
Will Las turn a Lucrece * Ful. No, but by Caftor, 
Hold off your Raviſhers Hands, I pierce your Heart elſe. 
Il not be put to kill my ſelf, as ſhe did, 
For you, fweet Tarquin. What? do you fall off? 
Nay, it becomes you graciouſly ! Put not up. 
You'll ſooner draw your Weapon on me, 1 think it, 
Than on the Senate, who have caſt you forth 
Diſgracefully, to be the-common Tale 
Of the whole City 3 baſe; infamous Man ! 
For, were you other, you would there imploy 
Your deſperate Dagger. Cut. Fulvia, you do know 
The ſtrengths you have upon me3 do nor uſe 
Your power too like a Tyrant : I can bear 
Almoſt until you break me. Ful. F do know, Sir, 
So do's the Senate too, know you can bear. 
Cur, By all the Gods, the Senate will ſmare deep 
For your upbraidings. I ſhould be righe ſorry 
To have the means fo to be veng'd on you, 
( At leaſt, the will ) as I ſhall ſhortly on them. 
But, go you on ſtill ; fare you well, dear Lady: 


| You could not ſtill be fair, unlefs you were proud. 


You will repent thefe moods, and ere'r be long too. 
I ſhall ha* you come about again. 
Ful. Do you think 10? 
Cur. Yes, and I know ſo. Ful. By what Augury? 
Cur. By the fair Entrails of the Matrons Cheſts, 
Gold, Pearl, and Jewels here in Rome, which Fulvia 
Will then (bue late) ſay that ſhe might have ſhac'd : 
And —_ mis. 
Ful. Tut, all your promis'd Mountains, 
And Seas, I am fo ftalely acquainted with ——— 
Cur. But, when ”—_ ee the univerſal Flood 
Run by your Coffers ; that my Lords, the Senatcrs, 
Are fold for Slaves, their Wives for Bond women, 
Their Houſes and tine Gardens given away, 
And al! their Goods, under the Spear ar ove-cry, 
And you have none of this; but are ſtill Fuw:a, 
Or perhaps lefs, while you are thinking of it; 
You will adviſe then, Ginek, with your Cuſhion, 
And look o* your Fi z ſay, how you were wiſh'd; 
And fo he lett you. Fu/. Call him again, Ga/a : 


This is not ufual ! ſomerhing hangs on this 
| That I mult win outof him. Cur. How now, mele you ? 
Fu!. Come, 


% 


Catiline. 


Y 
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Such the old Bruti, Decii were, 
The Cipi, Curtii, who did give 
Themſelves for Rome: and would not live 
As Men, good only for a year, 
Such were the great Camilli, too ; 
The Fabii, $vio's; that ſtill rhought 
No work at price enough was bought, 


Ful. Come, you will laugh now, at my eaſinels ! 
Bur *tis no miracle : Doves, they ſay, will bill, 
After their pecking and their murmuring. Cur. Yes, 
And then tis kindly. I would have my Love 
Angry 1ometimes, to ſweeren off the reſt 
Ot her behaviour. Fl. You do ſee, I ſtudy 
How | may pleaſe you then. But you think, Curiws, 


*Tis covetiſe hath wrought me: if you love me, That for their Country they could de. 
Change that unkind conceit., Cur. By my lov'd Soul, nd to ber bonour, [o did knit ; 
I love thee, like to ic ; and *tis my ſtudy, As all their atts were underſtood 


Mo-e than mine own revenge, to make thee happy. 
Ful. And 'tis that juſt revenge doth make me happy 

To hear you proſecute : and which, indeed, 

Hath won me to you, more than all the hope 

Of what can elle be promis'd. I love Valour 

Better than any Lady loves her Face, 

Or dreſlng, than my felt do's, Let me grow 

Still, where I do embrace. But what good means 

Ha' you t' effec it ? Shall I know your Proje? 


The Sinews of the publick good : 
And they themſelves, one Soul, with it. 
Theſe Men were truly Magiſtrates 3 

Theſe neither prattis'd forte, nor forms : 

Nor did they leave the Helm in ſtorms ! 
Hnd ſuch they are make happy States. 


Act II 


Cur. Thou ſhalt, if chou'le be gracious. 

Ful. As I can be. 

Cur. And wilt thou kiſs me then? Ful. As cloſe as Shells Cicero, Cato, Catulas, Antoninzs, Craſſm, Ceſar, Chorus, 
Of Cockles meet. Cur. And print *em deep ? Littors. 


Fu. Quite through 


Our ſubtlz Lips. Cur. And often ? Ful. I will ſow *em 
Faſter than you can reap. What is your Plot ? 

Cur. Why, now my Fulvis looks like her bright name! 
And is her ſelf! Fu. Nay,anſwer me, your Plot; 
I pr'y thce rell me, Quintus. Cur. I, thele Sounds 
Become a Miſtris. Here is Harmony ! 
When you are harſh, I ſee the way to bend you 
I: not with violence, but ſervice. Cruel, 


A Lady is a fire ; gentle, a light. 
[ She Uſe and flatter bim along ſtill. 
Ful. Will you not tell me, what I azk you? Cur. All 
That I can think, ſweet Love, or my Breaſt holds, 
Vil pour into thee. Ful. What is Your deſign then ? 
Chr. T'll tell chee, Catiline ſhall now be Conſul: 
Bur you will hear more ſhortly, 
Ful. Nay, dear love—— 
Cur. Il ſpeak it in thine Arms, let us goin. 
Rome will be fack'd, her Wealth will be our prize ; 
By publick ruine, private Spirits muſt riſe. 


CHORUS. 


Reat Father Mars, and greater Jove, 

5 2 wy auſpice, Rome bath ſtood 
So long ; and firſt was built in Blood 
Of your ous Nepbew, that then ſtrove 

Net with bs Brother, but your rites : 

Be preſent to ber now, as then, 

Hnd let not proud and fattious Men 
Againſt your wills oppoſe their mights. 

Conſuls, now are to be = : 

O, put it mm the publick voice 

To make a ga and worthy choice : 
Excluding ſuch as would invade 
The Commonwealth. Let whom we name, 

Have wiſdom, we ſight , fortitude, 

Be more with Faih than Face endu'd, 

And ſtudy Conſcience, above F ame. 

Such, as not ſeek to get the ſtart 

In State, by Power, Parts, or Bribes, 
Ambitions Bawd:s : but move the Tribes 
By Vertue, Mode#ty, Deſert. 
Such, as to Fuſtice will adhere, 
What ever great one it offend : 
And from the embraced truth not bend 
Fur ewvy, hatred, gifts, cr fear. 
That by their deeds will make it known, 
Whoſe Dignity they do ſuſtain ; 
And Life, State, Glory, all they gain, 
Count the Republicks, not their own. 


————_—_ 


Reat Honours are great burdens : bat, on whom © 
They are caſt with envy, he doth bear ewo loads. 


His cares muſt ſtill be double to his joys, 

In any Dignity ; where, it he err, 

H2 finds no pardon : and for doing well 

A moſt ſmall praiſe, and that wrung aut by force. 

I ſp:ak this, Romans, knowing what the weight 

Ot the high _ you” have truſted to me, is. 

Not that hereby would with art decline 

The good, or greatneſs of your benefit z 

For, I aſcribe it to your ſingular grace, 

And vow to owe it to no title elle, 

Except the Gods, that Cicero is your Conſul, 

I have no Urns; no duſty Monuments 3 

No broken Images of Anceſtors, 

Wanting an Ear, or Noſe; no forged Tables 

Of long deſcents, to boaſt falſe honours from : 

Or be my undertakers to your truſt. 

But a new Man (as I am ſtil'd in Rome ) 

Whom you nave dignified ; and more, in whom 

Yo! have cuta way, and left it ope for vertue 

Hereafter, to that place ; which our great Men 

Held ſhut up, with all ramparts, for themſelyes. 

Nor have but few of them, in time been made 

Your Conſul; ſo ; new Men, before me, none 

At my firſt ſuit; in my juſt year ; prefer'd 

To all competitors ; and ſome the nobleſt—— 
Cra. Now the vein ſwels. Ceſ. Up glory. 
Cic. And to have 

Your loud conſents, from your own utter'd Voices; 

Not filent Books: nor from the meaner Tribes, 

Bur firſt and laſt, the univerſal concourſe ! 4 

This is my joy, my gladnefſs. But my care, 

My induſtry and vigilance now muſt work, 

That ſtill your Counſels of me be approv'd, 

Both by your ſelves, and thoſe to whom you have 

With grudge prefer'd me*: two things I muſt labour, 

That neither they upbraid, nor you repent you. 

For every lapſe of mine will now be call'd 

Your error, if I make fuch. But, my hope is, 

So to bear through, and our, the Conſulſhp, 

As ſpight ſhall ne'er wound you, though ic may me. 

And tor my ſelf, 1 have prepar'd this ſtrength, 

Todo fo well ; as, if there happen ill 

Unto me, ic ſhall make the Gods to bluſh : 

And be their crime, not mince, that I am envi'd. 
Czſ. O confidence! more&new than is the Man |! 
Cic. I know well, in what terms I do receive 

The Commonwealth, how vexed, how perplex'd : 


la which there's not that milchict, or ill fate, 


\ 


Ui 


That good M:n fear not, wicked Men expect nor. 
I know, beſide ſom? turbulent practiſes 
Already on foot, and rumors of more dangers —- 
Cra. Or you will make chem,it there be none. 
Cic. Laſt, 
I know, *ewas this, which made the envy and pride 
Of the great Roman Blood bate, and give way 
To my Ele&ion. Cat. Marcus Tullize, true ; 
Our need made thee our Conſul, and thy vertue. 
Cef. Cato, you will undo him with your praile ? 
Cato. Ceſar will hurt himſelf witch his own envy. 
Chor. The Voice of Cato is the Voice of Rome. 
Cato, The Voice of Rowe is the Conſent of Heaven ! 
And that hath plac'd thee, Cicero, at the Helm, 
Where thou muſt render now thy felf a Man, 
And Maſter of thy Art. Each petty hand 
Can ſteer a Ship becalm'd 4 bur he that will 
Govern, and carry her to her ends, muſt know 
His Tides, his Currents; how to ſhift his Sails; 
What ſhe will bear in foul, what in fair Weathers ; 
Where her Springs are, her Leaks ; and how to ſtop *'em; 
What Stands, what Shelves, what Rocks do threaten her ; 
The torces, and the natures of all Winds, 
Guſts,Storms,and Tempeſts; when her Keel ploughs Hell, 
And Deck knocks Heaven : then to manage her, 
Becomes the name and office of a Pilot! 
Cic. Which I'll perform, with all the diligence 
And fortitude I have; not for my year, | 
But for my life ; except my life be lels, 
And that my year conclude it: if it muſt, 
Your Will, lov'd Gods. This Heart ſhall yet employ 
A day, an hour is left me, fo for Rome, 
As it ſhall ſpring a life our of my death, 
To ſhine for ever glorious in my facts. 
The vicious count their years, vertuous their ads. 
Chor, Moſt noble Conſul! Let us wait him home. 
Ce/. Moſt popular Conſul he is grown, methinks ! 
Cra. How the rout cling to him ! 
Ceſ. And Cato leads 'em ! 
Cra. You, his collegue Antonizs, are not lookt on. 
Ant. Not I, nor do | care. Ceſ. He enjoys reſt, 
And eaſe the while. Let th? others Spiric toil, 
And wake it out, that was inſpir'd for turmoil. 
Cats. If all reports be true, yet Caius Ceſar, 
The time hath need of fuch a Watch and Spirit. 
Cx/. Reports? Do you believe *em Catulas ? 
Why he does make, and breed *em for the People; 
T” endear his ſervice to 'em. Do you not taſte 
An Art that is fo common ? Popular Men, 
They mult create ſtrange monſters, and then quell *em, 
To make their Arts ſeem ſomething. Would you have 
Such an Herculean aQtor in the Scene, 
And not his Hydra? They muſt {weat no lefs 
To fit their properties, than rexprets their parts. 
Cra. Treafons, and guilty Men arc made in States 
Too off, to dignific the Magiſtrates. 
Catu. Thoſe States be wretched that are forc'd to buy 
Their Rulers fame with their own infamy. 
Crs, We therefore ſhould provide that ours do not. 
Ce/. That will Antonivs make his Care. 
Ant. 1 ſhall. 
Ce/. And watch the watcher. 
Catu. Here comes Catiline. 
How does he brook his late repullſe ? 
Ce/. I know not, 
But hardly ſure. Cat. Longinus too did ſtand ? 
Ce/. Ar firſt: but he gave way unto his Friend. 
Catu. Who's that's come? Lentwlms ? 
Ce/. Yes; he is again 
Taken into the Senare. Ant. And made Pretor. 
Catu, I know'e, He had my luffrage,next the Conſu!s. 
Ce/. Truc, you were there, Prince ot ghe Senate, then. 


C atiline, 
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Catiline, Antonins, Catulus, Ceſar, Craſſus, Long in, 
Lentul:s. 


HP" nobleſt Rawans. The moſt worthy Conſul, 
| gratulate your Honour. Ant. I could wiſh 
It had been happier, by your fellowſhip, 
Moſt noble Sergizr, had it pleas'd the People. 
w_ wks not pleaſe che Gods, who inſtruct the 
eoplc : 
And their unqueſtion'd pleaſures mult be ſery'd. 
They know what's fitter tor us than our ſelves ; 
And *rwere Impiety to think againſt them. 

Catu. You bear it rightly, Laciws; and it glads me, 
To find your thoughts fo even. Cari. I (hall ſill 
Study to make them ſuch to Rome, and Heaven, 

(I would withdraw with you a little, Fulizs, 

Cf. Ill come home to you : Crafſas would not ha' you, 
To ſpeak to him, *fore Qurtars Catulus. ; 

Cai. I apprehend you.) No, when they ſhall judge 
Honours convenient for me, I ſhall have'em, 

With a full hand : I know it. In mean tim2, 
They are no lefs part of the Commonwealth, 
Thar do obey, than thoſe that do command. 
Cats. O ler me kils your Fore-head, Lucius. 
How are you wrongd! Catz. By whom 7 
Cats. Publick report. 
Thar gives you out, to ſtomach your repulſe; 
And brook it deadly. Cati. Sir, the brooks not me. 
Believe me rather, and your ſelt, now of me: 
It is a kind of ſlander to truſt rumour. 

Catu. I know it. And I could be angry with it. 

Cati. Somay not]. Where it concerns himſelf, 
Who's angry at a ſlander, makes it true. 

Catu. Molt noble Sergizns ! This your temper melts me. 

Cra. Will you do office to the Conſul, Quintws ? 

Ce/. Which Cato, and the rout have done the other ? 

Catu. I wait, when he will go. Be ſtill your ſelf, 

He wants no ſtate, or honours, that hath vertue. 

Cati. Did I appear fo tame, as this Man chinks me ? 
Look'd 1 pm ? ſo dead? 1o like that nothing, 
Which he calls vertuous ? O my Breaſt, break quickly; 
And ſhew my Friends my in-parts, leſt they think 
[ have betraid *em. ( Lon. Where's Gabinius ? 

Len. Gone. 

Lon. And Vargunteius ? 

Len. Slipe away 3 all ſhrunk : | 
Now that he miſt the Conſulſhip. ) Cari. I am 
The ſcorn of Bond-men, who are next to Beaſts. 
What can I worſe pronounce my ſelf, that's fitter ? 
The Owle of Rome, whom Boys and Girls will hout ! 
That were I ſet up, for that woodden God, 
That keeps our Gardens, could not fright the Crows, 
Or the leaſt Bird from muting on my Head. 

( Lon. *Tis ſtrange how he ſhould mils ir. 

Len. Is't not ſtranger, 
The up-ſtart Cicero ſhould carry it fo, 
By all conſents, from Men fo much his Maſters? 

Len. 'Tis true. ) 

Cati. To what a ſhadow am I melted! 

( Lon. Antonius wan it but by ſome few Voices. ) 

Cati. Struck through, like Air, and feel ic noz. My 

wounds \ 
Cloſe faſter, than they'r made. (Len.The whole deſign, 
And enterpriſe is loſt by't. All Hands quit it, 
Upon his fail.) Cari. I grow mad at my patience. 
le is a Viſor that hath poilon'd me. 
Would it had burnt me up, and I died inward : 
My heart fuſt turn'd co aſhes. ( Lon. Here's Cecbegws yer. ) 


Catiline, 


Catiline. - 


Catiline, Cethegws, Lentulnt, Longinis, Cato, 


Epulle upon repulſe ? An in-mate Conſul ? 
That 1 conld reach the Axel, where the Pins arc, 
Which bolt this Frame 3 that I might pull *em out, 
And pluck all into Chaos, with my felt. 
Cect. Whar, are we wiſhing now ? 
Cats. Yes, my Cetbeg rs. | 
Who would nor fall with all the World abone him ? 
Cet. Not I, that would ſtand on it, when it falls 
And torce new nature out to make another. 
Theſe wiſhings taſte of Woman, nor of Roman. 
Ler 1s {-ek other Arms. Cati. What ſhould we do? 
Cer. Do, and not wiſh; ſomething that wiſhes take not : 
So {i:dden, as the Gods ſhould nor prevent, 
Nor ſcarce have time to fear. Cati, Onoble Cairs ! 
Cer It likes me better, that you are not Conlul. 
I would not go through open Doors, but break 'em; 
Swim to my ends through Blood ; or build a Bridge 
Ot Carcaſles ; make on, upon the heads 
Of Men, ſtruck down like Piles; to reach the lives 
Of thole remain and ſtand: Then is a prey, 
When danger ſtops, and ruine makes the way. 
Cati. How thou doſt utter me,brave Soul, that may not 
Ar all times ſhew ſuch as I am, but b:ad 
Upon pccaſion ? Lentu/ns, this Man, 
Tf all our fire were out, would fetch down new, 
Our of the hand of Jeve; and rivet him 
To Caucaſns, ſhould he but frown: and let 
His own gaunt Eagle fly at him, to tire. 
Len. Peace, here comes Cato. 
Cati. Let him come, and hear. 
T will no morediflcmble. Quit us all ; 
I, and my lov'd Cethegas here, alone 
Will undertake this Giants War, and carry it. 
Len, What needs this, Lucirs ? 
Lon. Sergins, be more wary. 
Cati. Now, Marc Cato, 0ur new Conſuls Spic, 
Wha: is your ſowre auſterity ſent t' explore ? 
Cato. Nothing in thee, licencious Cariline : 
Halters and Racks cannot expreſs from thee 
More than thy deeds. 'Tis only judgment waits thee. 
Cati. Whoſe? Cato's? ſhall he judge me ? 
Cato. No, the Gods ; 
Who ever follow thole, they go not with : 
And Senate, who with fire, muſt purge ſick Rome 
Ot noiſome Citizens, whereof thou 'art one. 
Be gone, or elſe let me. *Tis bane to draw 
The lame Air with thee. Cer. Strike him. 
Len. Hold, good Caivs. 
Cer. Fear'ſt thou not, Cato? Cato. Raſh Cethegns, no. 
*I were wrong with Rcme, when Catilime and thou 
Do threat, if Cato fear'd. Cati. The fire you ſpeak of, 
It any flames of it approach my Fortunes, 
Il quench it not with water, but with ruine. 
Cato. You hear this, Remans. 
Cati. Bear it to the Conſul. 
Cet, 1 would have ſent away his Soul before him. 
You are too heavy, Lentulus, and remils ; 
Ie is for you we labour, and the Kingdom 
Promis'd you by the Syb:/s, 
Cati. Which his Pretor-ſhip, 
And ſome ſmall flattery ot the Senate more, 
Will make him to forget. 
Len. You wrong me, Lucie. 
Lon, Hz will not need theſe Spurs. 
Cer. The ation needs 'em. 
Thee things, when they procecd not,they go backward. 
Len. Let us conſult then. Cer. Let us firſt rake Arms. 
They that deny us juſt things now, will give 
All that we ask, if once they fee our Swords. 
Car. Our objets muſt be ſought with wounds, not 
WOrcs. 


| 


Cicero, Fulvia, 


S there a Heaven? and Gods ? and can it be 
They ſhould fo ſlowly hear, fo ſlowly ice ! 
Hatch eve no Thunder ? or is Fove become 
Stupid as thou art? O neer-wretched Rome, 
When both thy Senate, and thy Gods do ſlezp, 
And neither thine, nor their own States do keep! 
What will awake thee, Heaven? what can excice 
Thine anger, it this practice be too light ? 
His former drifts partake of former times, 
Bur chis laſt Plot was only Carilines. 
O, that it were hislaſt. But he, before 
Hath ſafely done fo much, he'll {till dare more. 
Ambition, like a torrent, nc'er looks back ; 
And isa 1welling, and the laſt affe&tion 
A high mind can put off: being both a rebel 
Unto the Soul, and Reaſon, and enforceth 
All Laws, all Conſcience, treads upon Religion, 
And offereth violence to Nacures el. 
But here is that tranſcends ic ! A black purpoſe 
To confound Nature: and to ruine thar, 
Which never Age nor Mankind can repair! 
Sit down, good Lady ; Cicero is loſt 
In this your Fable: for, to think it true 
Temptech my Reaſon. Ir fo far exceeds 
All infolent Fictions of the Tragick Scene ! 
The Commonwealth yet panting underneath 
The ſtripes and wounds of a late civil War, 
Gaſping tor life, and ſcarce reſtor'd to hope; 
To ſeek roppreſs her with new cruclty, 
And utterly extinguiſh her long name, 
With ſo prodigious and unheard-of fierceneſs! 
What ſink of monſters, wretches of loſt minds, 
Mad after change, and deſpeaace in their ſtates, 
Wearied, and gall'd with their necefſicies, 
(For all this I allow them ) durſt have thought ic ? 
Would not the barbarous deeds have been belicv'd, 
Of Maris, and Sylla, by our Children, 
Without this fact had riſe forth greater for them ? 
All that they did, was Piety, to this ! 
They yer but murdred Kinstolk, Brothers, Parents, 
Raviſh'd the Virgins, and perhaps, ſome Matrons ; - 
They lett the City ſtanding, and the Temples: 
The Gods and Majeſty of Rome were ſafe yer! 
Theſe purpoſe to fire it, to deſpoil them, 
( Beyond the other evils) and lay waſte 
The far-triumphed World : for, unto whom 
Rome 1s too little, what can be enough ? 
Ful. 'Tis true, my Lord, I had the fame diſcourſe. 
Cic. And then, to take a horrid Sacramene 
In human Blood, for execution 
Of this their dire deſign ; which might be call'd 
The heighth of wickedneſs : bur that, that was higher, 
For which they did it! Ful. I aſſure your Lordſhip, 
The extreme horrour of it almoſt eurn'd me 
To Air, when firſt I heard it; 1 was all 
A Vapour when *twas told me: and I long'd 
To vent it any where. 'Twas ſuch a ſecret, 
I chought it would have burne me up. 
Cic. Good Fulvia, 
Fear not your act ; and leſs repent you of it. 
Ful. I do not, my good Lord. I know to whom 
I have utter'd it. Cic. You have diſcharg's it, ſafely. 
Should Rewe,for whom you have done the happy ſervice, 
Turn moſt ingrate ; yer were your vertue paid 
In conſcience of the tact : fo much good dees 
Reward themſelves. Fu!. My Lord, I did it not 
To any other aim, but for it felt. 
To no ambition. Cic. You have learn'd the difference 
Of doing office to the publique Weal, 
And private triendſhip*: and have ſhewn it, Lady. 
Be ſtill your felf. I have ſent for Quinte Curine, 


» 


And 
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Catiline, 


And (for your vertuous fake) it 1 can win. him 
Yet to the Common-wealth, he ſhall be ſafe too. 
Ful, [ll undereake, my Lord, he ſhall be won, 


Cic. Pray you join with me chen, and help to work him. 


Cicero, Liddor, Fulvia, Curius. 


Ow now 2? Is he come ? 
Lic. He' is here, my Lord. Cic. Go preſently , 

Pray my Colleague Antonius I may ſpeak with him, 
About Gas preſent Buſineſs of the State 
And (as you go) call 6n my Brother Quintus, 
And pray him, with the Tr:bwnes, to come to me. 
Bid Curius enter. . Fulvia, you will aid me ? 

Ful. It is my Duty. Czc. O, my noble Lord ! 
[ have to chide you, i faith. Give me your Hand. 
Nay, be not troubled ; 't ſhall be gently, Curius. 
You look upon this L3y ? What! do you gueſs 
My Buſineſs yet? Coms, if you frown, I thunder : 
Theretore put on your better Looks and Thoughts. 
There's nought but fair and good intended to you ; 
And I would make thoſe your Complexion. 
Would you, of whom the Senate had that hope, 
As, on my knowledge, it was in their purpoſe 
Nexe Sicting to reſtore you, as they done 
The ſtupid and ungratful Lentulns, 
{Excuſe me, that 1 name you thus together, 
For yct you are not ſuch.) Would you, I ſay, 
A Perlon both of Blood and Honour, ſtocke 
[1 a long Race of vertuous Anceſtors, 
Embark your felf for ſuch a helliſh Aftion, 
With Parricides and Traicors, Men turn'd Furies; 
Our of the Waſte and Ruine of their Fortunes ! 
(For *tis Deſpair that is the Mother of Madnefs.) 
Such as want (that which all Confpirators 
But they have fuſt) meer Colour for their Miſchiet ? 
O, I muſt bluſh with you. Come, you ſhall not labour 
T' extenuate your Guile, but quit it clean : 


Bad Men excule their Faults, good Men will leave 'em. 


He acts the third Crime, that defends the firſt. 
Here is a Lady that hath got the ſtarr 
In Piety of us all, and for whoſe Vertue 
| could almoſt turn Lover again, but that 
Terentia would be jealous. Whatan Honour 
Hath ſhe atchieved to her ſelf | What Voices, 
Titles, and loud Applauſes will purſue her 
Through every Street | What Windows will be fill'd, 
To thoot Eyes at her | What Envy and Griet in Matrons, 
They are not ſhe! When this her Act ſhall ſeem 
Worthier a Chariot, than it Pompey came 
With Aſie chain'd | All this is, while the lives 
But dead, her very Name will be a Statue ! 
Not wrought for Time, but rooted in the Minds 
Of all Poſtericy ; when Braſs and Marble, 
I, and the Capitol it ſelf is Dult ! 
Fu. Your Honour thinks goo highly of me. Cic. No; 
{ cannot think enough; and I would have 
Him emulate you. "Tis no ſhame to follow 
The berter Precedent. She ſhews you, Curius, ' 
What Claim your Country lays to you, and what Duty 
You owe to it : Be not afraid to break 
Wich Murderers, and Traitors, for the ſaving 
A Life fo near and neceſlary to you, 
As is your Countries. Think but on her Right. 
No Child can be too natural to his Parent. 
She is our Common Mother, and doth challeng 
The prime part of us ; do not ſtop, but give it. 
He that is void of Fear, may ſoon be jult : 
And no Religion binds Men to be Traitors. 
Ful. My Lord, he underſtands it, and will follow 
Your ſaving Counſel ; but his Shame yet ſtays him. 
| know that hu is coming, Cur. Do you know it ? 
Ful, Yes, let me {peak with you. 
Cur. O, you are—— F«l. What am I? 


Cur, Speak not fo loud, 
Fu!. I am what you ſhould be, 

Come, do you think Id walk in any Plot 

Where Madam Sempronia ſhould take place of me, 

And Fulvia come i' the Rere, or o' the by ? 

That I would be her Second, in a Buſineſs, 

Though ic might vantage me all the Sun 1ecs ? 

lc was a filly phant'ſig of yours. Apply 

Your ſelf to me, and the Conſul, and be wile ; 

Follow the Fortune I ha' put you into : 

You may be ſomething this way, and with ſafety. 
Cic. Nay, I muſt tolerate no Whiſperings, Lady. 
Fu/. Sir, you may hear, I tell him, in the way 

Wherein he was, how hazardous his Courſe was. 

Cic. How hazardous? How certain to all ruin. 

Did he, or do yer any of them imagine 

The Gods would ſleep, to ſuch a StzgiauPeactice, 

Againſt that Commonwealth which chey have founded 

With ſo much Labour, and like Care have kept, 

Now neer ſeven hundred Years ? It is a Madneſs, 

Wherewith Heaven blinds 'em, when it would confound 

That they ſhould rhink it. Come, my Curivs, (em, 

I ſee your Nature's right ; you ſhall no more 

Be mention'd with them: TI will call you mine, 

And trouble this good Shame no farther. Stand 

Firm for your Country, and become a Man 

Honour'd and lov'd. It were a noble Lite, 

To be tound dead, embracing her. Know you 

What Thanks, what Titles, what Rewards the Senate 

Will heap upon you, certain, for your Service ? 

Let not a deſperate Action more engage you, 

Than Satery ſhould 3 and wicked Friendſhip torce, 

What Honeſty and Vertue cannot work. 

Ful He tells you right,fweer Friend; *tis ſaving Counſel. 
Cur. Moſt noble Conſul, I am yours, and hers ; 

I mean, my Countries : = have form'd me new, 

Inſpiring me with what I ſhould be truly. 

And I entreat, my Faich may not ſeem cheaper 

For ſpringing out of Penitence. Cic. Good Carine, 

It ſhall be dearer rather ; and becauſe 

FlId make it ſuch, hear how I eruſt you more. 

Keep ſtill ” q5 former Face, and mix again 

With theſe loſt Spirits 3 run all their Mazes with 'em ; 

For ſuch are Treaſons : Find their Windings our, + 

And ſubtle Turnings, watch their Snakic Ways, | 

Through Brakes and Hedges, inco Woods of Darkneſs, 

Where they are fain to creep upon their Breaſts 

In Paths ne'er crod by Men, but Wolves and Panthers. 

Learn, bclide Cariline, Lentulzs, and thoſe 

Whoſe Names I have; what new ones they draw in ; 

Who elſe are likely ; what choſe Great ones are 

They do not name ; what ways they mean to take ; 

And whither their Hopes point, to War, or Ruine 

By ſome Surpriſe. Explore all their Intents ; 

And what you find may profit the Republick, 

Acquaint me with it, either by your ſelf, 

Or this your vertuous Friend, on whom I lay 

The Care of urging you. Ill ſee that Rome 

Shall prove a thankful and a bounteous Mother. 

Be ſecret as the Night. Cur. And conſtant, Sir. 

Cic. I do not doubt it; chough'the time cut off 

All Vows. The Dignity of Truth is loſt 

With much proteſting. Who is there! This way, 

Leſt you be ſeen and met. And when you come, 

Be chis your Token to this Fellow, Light 'em. 

[ He whiſpers with bin. 
- O Rome, in what a Sickneſs art thou falln ! 

How dangerous and deadly | when chy Head 

Is drown'd in Sleep, and all chy Body Fev'ry ! 

No Noiſe, no Pulling, no Vexation waxes thee, 

Thy Lethargy is fuch : or if, by chance, 

Thou heav'it thy Eye lids up, thou dolt forget 

Sooner than thou wert told, thy proper Danger. 


I did unreverently, to blame the Gods, 
K k Who 
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Who wake for thee, though thou ſnore for thy ſelf. 

Is ir not ſtrange, thou ſhould'ſt be fo diſeas'd, 

And fo ſecure ? Burt more, that the firſt Symptoms 

Ot tuch a Malady ſhould not riſe our 

From any worthy Member, but a baſe 

And common Strumpet, worthleſs ro be nam'd 

A Hair, or part of thee ? Think, think, hereafter, 
What thy needs were, when thou nijuſt uſe ſuch Means: 
And lay ir to thy Breaſt, how much the Gods 
Upbraid thy foul negle& of them, by making 

So vile a thing the Author of thy Safety. 

They could have wrought by nobler ways, have ſtruck 
Thy Foes with forked Lightning, or ramm'd Thunder ; 
Thrown Hills upon'em, in the AR; have ſent 

Death, like a Damp, to all their Families; 

Or caus'd their Conſciences to burſt 'em. But 

When they will ſhew thee what thou art, and make 
A ſcorntul difference 'ewixe their Power and thee, 
They help thee by ſuch Aids as Geeſe and Harlots. 


How now ? What anſwer ? Is he come ? Lic. Your Brother | 


Will ſtreight be here; and your Colleague Antonins 
Said, coldly, he would follow me. Cic. I, chat 
Troubles me ſomewhat, and is worth my fear. 

He is a Man 'gainſt whom I muſt provide, 

That (as hell do no good) he do no harm. 

He, though he be not of the Plot, will like it, 
And with it ſhould proceed: for, unto Men 

Preſt with their Wants, all Change is ever welcom. 
I muſt wich Offices and Patience win him, 

Make him by Art, that which he is not born, 

A Friend unto the Publick, and beſtow 

- The Province on him, which is by the Senate 
Decreed to me; that Benefit will bind him. 

'Tis well, if ſome Men will do well for Price : 

So few are vertuous when the Reward's away. 

Nor muſt I be unmindful of my Private, 

For which I have call'd my Brother, and the Tribunes, 
My Kinsfolk, and, my Clients, to be near me. 

He that ſtands up *gainſt Traitors, and their Ends, 
Sha!l nzed a double Guard, of Law, and Friends : 
Eipecially in ſuch an envious State, 

That ſooner will accuſe the Magiſtrate, 

Than the Delinquent ; and will rather grieve 

'The Treaſon is not acted, than believe. 


Cxſar, Catiline. 


He Night grows on, and you are for your Meeting : 
Ti therefore end in few. Be reſolute, 

And put your Enterpriſe in a&t. The more 

Actions of depth and danger are conſider'd, 

The leſs afſuredly they are perform'd. 

And thence it hapneth, that the braveſt Plots 

(Not executed ſtreight) have been diſcover'd. 

Say, you are conſtant, or another, a third, 

Or more; there may be yet one wretched Spirit, 

Wich whom the fear of Puniſhment ſhall work 

*Bove all the thoughts of Honour and Revenge. 

You are not now to think what's beſt to do, 

As in Beginnings ; but what mult be done, 

Being thus entred ; and flip no advantage 

That may ſecure you. Let 'em call it Miſchief ; 

When it 1s paſt, and proſper'd, 'twill be Vertue. 

Thare petty Crimes are puniſh'd, great rewarded, 

Nor muſt you think of Peril, ſince Attempts 

Begun with Danger, ſtill do end with Glory ; 

And, when Need ſpurs, Deſpair will be call'd Wiſdom. 
Lefs ought the care of Men or Fame to fright you 3 
For they that win, do ſeldom receive ſhame 

Of Victory, how c'er it be atchicv'd 

And Vengeance, leaſt. For who, beſieg'd with Wants, 
Would ſtop at Death, or any thing beyond it ? 

Come, there was never any great thing yet 

Aſpired, but by Violence or Fraud : 


And he that ſticks (for folly of a Conſciencey 
To reach it—— Cat. Is a good Religious Fool. 
Ce/. A uperſticious Slave, and will die Beaft. 
| Good night. You know what Cref/ss thinks, and T, 
| By chis. Prepare you Wings as large as Sails, 
| To cut through Air, and leave no Print behind you. 
| ASerpent, c'er he comes to be a Dragon, 
Does eat a Bat ; and fo muſt you a Conſul, 
| That watches. What you do, do quickly, Sergiav. 
You ſhall not ſtir for me. Car. Excuſe me. Lights there. 
Ce/. By no means. 
Cat. Stay then. All good thoughts to Ceſar. 
And like to Craſſus. 
Ce/. Mind but your Friends Counſel. 


Catiline, Aurelia, Lecca. 


R I will bear no Mind. How now, Aurelia ? 
Are your Confederates come ? the Ladies? Aur. Yes. 
Cat. And is Sempronia there ? 
Aur. She is. Cat. That's well. 
She has a ſulphrous Spirit, and will take 
Light at a Spark. Break with them, gentle Love, 
Abour the drawing as many of their Husbands 
Into the Plot, as can if not, to rid 'em. 
That'll be the eaſier practice unto ſome, 
Who have been tir'd with *em long. Sollicic 
Their Aids for Money, and their Servanes help, 
In firing of the City at the time 
Shall be defign'd. Promiſe *em States, and Empires, 
And Men, tor Lovers, made of better Clay 
Than ever the old Porter Titan knew. 
Who's that ? O, Porcizs Lecca | are they met ? 
Lee. They are all here. 
Cat. Love, you have your Inſtru&ions: 
I'll eruſt you with the Stuff you have to work on. 
You'll form it ? Porcias, fetch rhe Silver Eagle 
I ga” you in charge ; and pray 'em they will enter. 


Catiline, Cethegws, Curine, Lentulws, Vargunteim, Longinm, 


Gabinius, Ceparins, Antronime, Oc. 


Friends, = Faces glad me. 'This will be 
Our laſt, I hope, of Conſultation. 

Cer. So it had need. Cur. We loſe Occafion daily. 

Car. I,and our Means; whereof one wounds me moſt. 
That was the faireſt : P;/o is dead in Spain. 

Cer. As we are here. Lon. And, as 'tis thought, by envy 
Of Pompey's Followers. Len. He too's coming back 
Now out of Aſia. Car. Therefore, what we intend, 
We muſt be ſwift in. Take your Seats, 4nd hear. 

I have already ſent Septimine 

Into the Picene Territory, and Julius, 

To raiſe Force for us in Apulia 3 

Manlims at Feſule is (by this time) up, 

With the old needy Troops that follow'd Sylls : 
And all do but expe& when we we will give 
The Blow at home. Behold this Silver Eagte, 
*T was Marims Standard in the Cimbrian War, 
Fatal to Rome ; and, as our Augure: tell me, 
Shall ſtill be fo : for which one ominous Cauſe, 
I have kept it ſafe, and done it ſacred Rites, 

As to a Godhead, in a Chappel built 

Of purpoſe to it. Pledge then all your Hands, 
To tollow it, with Vows of Death and Ruine, 
Struck Gently, and home. So Waters ſpeak 
When they run deepeſt. Now's the time, this year, 
The twentieth from the firing of the Capire!, 
As fatal too to Rome, by all Predictions ; 

And in which honour'd Lentu/ws muſt riſe 

A King, if he purſue it. Cur. If he do not, 

He is not worthy the great Deſtiny. 

Len. It is too great for me; but what the Gods 
And their great Loves decree me, I muſt not 
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Seem carelels of, Eat. No, nor we envious. 

We have enough beſide ; all Galia, Belgia, 

Greece, Spain, and Africk. Car. I, and 4ſia too, 

Now Pompey is returning. Cat. Nobleſt Romans, 

Me thinks our Looks are not fo quick and high 

As they were wont, 

Cur. No ? whoſe isnot? Cat. We have 

No Anger in our Eyes, no Storm, no Lightning : 

Our Hate is ſpent, and fum'd away in Vapour, 

Before our Hands be at work. I can accuſe 

Not any one, bur all, of flackneſs. Cer. Yes, 

And be your ſelf fuch, while you do it. Cat. Ha? 

'Tis ſharply anſ{wer'd, Caizs. Cet. Truly, truly. 

Len. Come, let us cach one know his part to do, 

And then be accus'd. Leave theſe untimely Quarrels. 
Cur. I would there were more Romes than one to ruin. 
Cet. More Romes ? More Worlds. 

Cur. Nay then, more Gods, and Natures, 

If they took part. Len. When ſhall the time be, firſt ? 
Cat. I think, the Saturnals. Cert. 'Twill be too long. 
Cat. They are not now far off, 'tis not a Month. 

Cet. A Week, a Day, an Hour is too far off: 

Now were the fitteſt time. Cat. We ha? not laid 

All things fo fafe and ready. Cer. While we are laying, 

We ſhall all lie, and grow to Earth. Would I 

Were nothing in it, it not now. Theſe things 

They ſhould be done, e'er thought. 

Cat. Nay, now your Reaſon 

Forſakes you, Caizs. Think, but what commodity 

That time will miniſter ; che Cities Cuſtom 

Of being then in Mirth and Feaſt— Len. Loos'd whole 

In Pleaſure and Security— Aur. Each Houſe 

Reſolv'd in Freedom—— Cur. Every Slave a Maſter — 
Len. And they too no mean Aids —— 

Cur. Made from their hope 

Of Liberty—— Len. Or hate unto their Lords. 

Var. "Tis ſure, there cannot be a time found out 

More apt and natural. Len. Nay, good Cerhegae, 

VVhy do your Paflions now diſturb our Hopes ? 

Cet. VVhy do your Hopes delude our Certainties ? 
Cat. You mult lend him his way. Think,for the Order, 

And Proceſs of it. ' Lon. Yes, L#n. I like not Fire; 

"Twill too much waſte my Cicy. Cat. V Vereit Embers, 

There will be VVealth enough, rak't out of them, 

To ſpring anew. It muſt be Fire, or nothing. 

Lon. V Vhat elſe ſhould frighe or terrific 'em ? Var. True. 

In that Confuſion, muſt be the chief Slaughter. 

Cur. Then we ſhall kill 'em braveſt. Cep.And in heaps. 
Aut. Strew Sacrifices. Cur. Make the Earth an Altar. 
Lon, And Rome the Fire. Lec. 'Twill be a noble Night. 
Var. And worth all Sy{z's Days. 
Cur. VVhen Husbands, V Vives, 

Grandlires, and Nephews, Servants, and their Lords, 

Virgins, and Prieſts, the Infant, and the Nurſe, 

Go all to Hell rogether in a Fleer. 

Cat. I would have you, Longinas, and Statiline, 

To take the Charge o' the Firing, which muſt be 

Ar a Sign given with a Trumper, done 

In twelve chicf Places of the City at once. 

The Flax and Sulphur are already laid 

In at Cethegws Houle ; fo are the V Veapons. 

Gabinizzs, you, with other Force, ſhall ſtop 

The Pipes and Conduits, and kill thoſe that come 

Fox, V Vater. Car. VVhat ſhall I do? Cat. All will have 

EmPloy ment, fear not : Ply the Execution. 

Cur. For that, truſt me, and Cethbegws. Cat. I will be 

At hand, with the Army, to meer thoſe that ſcape: 

And Lentulus, begire you Pompey's Houſe, 

To ſ(zife his Sons alive; for they are they 

Muſt make our peace with him, All elſe cut off, 

As Tarquin did the Poppy-heads, or Mowers 

A Ficld of Thiltles, or elſe, up, as Plows 

Do barren Lands, and ſtrike together Flints 

And Clods, th' ungrateful Senate and the People ; 


———C 


Till no Rage gone betore, or coming after, 
May weigh wich yours, though Horrour leapt her ſelf 
Into the Scale ; bur, in your violent Acts, 
The fall of Torrents, and the noiſe of Tempeſts, 
The boyling of Carybd#, the Scas wildneſs, 
The eating torce of Flames, and wings of V Vinds, 
Be all our-wrought by your tranſcendent Furies. 
It had been done e'er this, had I been Conſwl ; 
We had had no ſtop,no let. Ley, How find you Antonius? 
Cat. Th other has won him, loſt : that Cicero 
V Vas born to be my oppoſition, 
And ſtands in all our ways. Cur. Remove him firft. 
Cer. May that yet be done ſooner ? 
Cat. V Vould it were done. 
Cur, Var. Ill do't. 
Cer, It is my Province; none uſurp it. 
Len. What are your Means ? 
Cer. Enquire not. He ſhall die. 
Sball, was to ſlowly ſaid. He's dying. That 
Is yet too flow. He's dead. Cat. Brave, only Reman, 
Whoſe Soul might be the Worlds Soul, were that dying ; 
Refuſe not yer the Aids of theſe your Friends. 
Len. Here's Vargunteins holds good quarter with him. 
Cat. And under the pretext of Clientele, 
And Viliation, with the morning Hail, 
Will be admitted. Cer. What is that to me ? 
Var. Yes, we may kill him in his Bed, and ſafely. 
Cet. Safe is your way then,take it. Mine's mine own. 
Cat. Follow him, Vargunteizs, and perſuade, 
The Morning is the fitteſt time. Lew, The Night 
Will turn all into Tumule. Len. And perhaps 
Miſs of him too. Cat. Entreat and conjure him 
In ali our Names— Len. By all our Yows and Friendſhips. 
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[To them. 


WW Hat ! is our Council broke up firſt ? 4ur.You ſay, 
Women are greateſt Talkers. Sem. We ha' done, 
And are now fit for action. Lon. V Vhich is Paſſion. 
There's your beſt activity, Lady. Sem. How 

Knows your wiſe Fatnels that ? 

Lon. Your Mothers Daughter 
Did teach me, Madam. Cert. Come Sempronia, leave him 
He is a Giber ; and our preſent Buſineſs 
Is of more ſerious conſequence. Awrelia 
Tells me, you' have done moſt maſculinely within, 

And play the Orator. Sem. Burt we mult haſten 
To our Deſign as well, and execute 3 
Not hang ſtill in the Fever of an Accident. 

Cat. You ſay well, Lady. Sem. I do like our Plot 
Exceeding well ; *cis fure, and we ſhall leave 
Lictle to Fortune in it. Car. Your Banquet ſtays. 
Aurelia, take her in. VVhere's Fulwvia ? 

Sem. O,the two Lovers are coupling. Cur.In good faith, 
She's very ill with fitting up. Sem. YorU'ld have her 
Laugh, and lie down? Ful. No, faith, Semprenia, 

I am not well: Fll take my leave, it draws 
Toward the Morning. Curizs ſhall ſtay with you. 
Madam, I pray you pardon me : my Healch 
I muſt reſpet. Awr. Farewel, good Fu'o/a. 
{ Curius whiſpers this to Fulvia. 

Cur. Make haſte,and bid him ger his Guards abouc him. 
For Vargunteins and Cornelius 
Have undertane it, ſhould Cerhegas mils : 

Their Reaſon, that they think his open Raſhneſls 

VVill ſuffer cafier diſcovery 

Than their Attempt, fo vailed under Friendſhip. 

I'll bring you to your Coach. Tell him, betide, 

Of Ceſar's coming forth here. Cat. My tweet Madam, 
V Vill you be gone? Fal. I am, my Lord, in truth, 

In ſome Indifpolition. Car. I do with 

You had all your Health, fweer Lady. Lentulzs, 

You'll do her Service. Len. To her Coach, and Duty. 
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WH: Miniſters Men muſt for practice ule! 

The raſh, th' ambitious, needy, deſperate, 

Fooliſh, and wretched, ev'n the Dregs of Mankind, 

: To Whores, and Women ! Still ic muſt be fo. 

Each have their proper place, and in their Rooms 

They are the beſt. Grooms fitteſt kindle Fires, 

Slaves carry Burdens, Butchers are for Slaughters, 

Apothecaries, Butlers, Cooks, for Poyſons 3 

As theſe for me ; Dull ſtupid Lentulzs, 

My Stale, with whom I ſtalk ; the raſh Cethegw 

My Executioner ; and fat Longinae, 

Statilins, Curins, Ceparims, Cimber, 

My Labourers, Pioneers, and Incendianies : 

With thele Domeſtick Traitors, Boſom-thieves, 

Whom Cuſtom hath call'd Wives 3 the readieſt Helps 

To betray heady Husbands, rob the eaſe, 

And lend the Moneys on Returns of Luſt. 

Shall Car:line not do now, with theſe Aids, 

So ſought, fo ſorted, ſomething ſhall be call'd 

Their Labour, but his Profit ? and make Ce/ar 

Repent his vent"ring Counſels to a Spiric 

So much his Lord in Miſchicf? when all cheſe 

Shall, like the Brethren ſprung of Dragons Tecth, 

Ruin each other, and he fall amongſt 'em, 

With Craſſus, Pompey, or who elle appears 

But like, or near a Great one. May my Brain 

Reſolve to Water, and my Blood turn Phlegm, 

My Hands drop off, unworthy of my Sword, 

And that b' inſpired of it felt co rip 

My Breaſt for my loſt Entrails, when I leave 

A Soul that will not ſerve ; and who will, are 

The ſame with Slaves, ſuch Clay I dare not fear. 
he Cruelty I mean to aQ, I wiſh 

Should be call'd mine, and carry in my Name; 

Whilſt After-ages do toil our themſelves 

In thinking for the like, but do it leſs : 

And were the Power of all the Fiends let looſe, 

With Fate to boot, it ſhould be {till Example, 

When, what the Gaul or Moor could not effec, 

Nor emulous Carthage, with their length of ſpite, 

Shall be the Work of one, and that my Night. 


Cicero, Fulvia, Quintus. 


Thank your Vigllance. Where's my Brother, Quintus? 
|| Call all my Servants up. Tecll noble Curins, 
And fay it to your ſelf, you are my Savers ; 
Bur that's too little for you z you are Romes. 
What could I then hope leſs ? O Brother! now 
The Engines I told you of are working, 
The Machin 'gins to move. Where are your Weapons ? 
Arm all my Houſhold preſently, and charge 
The Porter, he let no Man in till day. 
£-;. Not Clients, and your Friends ? 
C:c. They wear thoſe Names, 
That come to murder me. Yet ſend for Cate, 
And @Quintus Catulus ; thoſe I dare truſt : 
And Flaccus, and Pomprinius, the Prators, 
By the back way. Qui. Take care, good Brother Marcus, 
Your Fears be not form'd greater than they ſhould ; 
And make your Friends grieve,while yourEnemics laugh. 
Cic. 'Tis Brothers Counſel, and worth thanks. But do 
As I cntreat you. I provide, not fear. 
Vas C/ar rhere, fay you ? Ful. Curius ſays, he met him 
Coming from thence. Cic. O, fo. And had you a Council 
Ot Lidizs roo 2 Who was your Speaker, Madam ? 
Fu. Shs that would be, had chere been forty more; 
Semprc42, who had both her Greek and Figures, 
And ever and anon would ask us if 
The witty Ccn/ul could have mended that, 
Or Orator Cicero could hays ſaid it better 2 


Cic. She's my gentle Enemy. Would Cerbeguy 
Had no more danger in him. But my Guards 
Are you, great Powers, and th' unbated Strengths 
Of a firm Conſcience, which ſhall arm each Step 
Tane for the State; and teach me ſlack no Pace 
For tear of malice. How now, Brother? @uz, Cato, 
And Quintus Catulus were coming to you, 
And Crefſus with *em. I have let 'em in 
By th'Garden. Cie. What would Craſſus have? 9i.T hear 
Some whiſpering 'bout the Gate, and making doubt 
Whether it be not yet too early, or no ? 
But I do think, they are your Friends and Clients, 
Are fearful to diſturb you. Cic. You will change 
T' another thought anon. Ha' you giv'n the Porter 
The Charge I] will'd you ? 

Bui. Yes. Withdraw, and hcarken. 


Varguntems, Cornelius, Porter, Cicero, Cato, 
Catulrns, Craſſus, 


He Door's not open yer. 
Cor. You were beit co knock. 

Var. Let them ſtand cloſe then ; and, when we are in, 
Ruſh after us Cor. But where's Cethegus ? Var. He 
Has letr ir, ſince he might not Got his way. 

Per. Who's there? Var. A Friend, or more. 

Per. I may not let 
Any man in, till day. Var. No? why ? Cor. Thy Reaſon ? 

Por. I am commanded fo. Yar. By whom ? Cer. I hope 
We are not diſcover'd. Yar. Ycs, by Revelation. 

Pr'y thee, good Slave, who has commanced thee ? 

Por. He that may beſt, the Conſul. 

Var. We are his Friends. 

Por. Als one. Cor. Beſt give your Name. 

Var. Doſt thou hear, Fellow ? 

I have ſome inſtant Buſineſs with the Conſul. 
My Name is Vargunteius. 

Cic, True, he knows it, [ Cicero ſpeaks to them 
And for what friendly Office you are ſent. from above. 
Cornelins too is there? Vary. We arg betray'd. 

Cic. And deſperate Cethegus, is he not ? 

Var. Speak you, he knows my Voice. 

Cic. What ſay you to' ? v 

Cor, You are deceiv'd, Sir. Cic. No, 'tis you are ſo ; 
Poor miſled men. Your States are yet worth Pity, 

If you would hear, and change your ſavage minds. 
Leave to be mad ; forſake your Purpoſes 

Of Treaſon, Rapine, Murder, Fire, and Horror ; 

The Commonwealth hath Eyes, that wake as ſharply 
Over her Lite, as yours do tor her Ruin. 

Be not deceiv'd, to think her Lenicy X 
Will be perpetual; or, if Men be wanting, 

The Gods will be, to ſuch a calling Caute. 

Conſider your Attempts, and while there's time, 
Repent you of *em. It doth make me tremble, 

There ſhould thoſe Spirits yet breath,that when they can- 
Live honeſtly, would rather periſh baſcly. (not 

Cato, You talk roo much to 'em, Marcus, they are lolt. 
Go forth, and apprehend *em. Cats. It you prove 
This Practice, what ſhould let the Commonwealth | 
To take due Vengeance? Var. Let us ſhitt away. {| 
The Darkneſs hath conceal'd us yet. We'll ſay, 

Some have abus'd our Names. Cer. Deny it all 

Cato Quintus, what Guards ha' you? Call the 7ribunes 
And raile the City. Conſul, you are too mild, (Aid, 
The foulneſs of ſome Facts takes thence all Mercy, 
Report it to the Senate. Hear | The Gods 

 [.t thunders and lightens violently on the ſudden. 
Grow angry with your Patience. 'Tis their Care, 
And mult be yours, that guilty Men eſcape nor. 
As Crimes do grow, Juſtice ſhould rowls it (elt; 
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Hat is this, Heavens, you prepare 
With ſo much ſwiftneſs, and ſo ſudden riſing ? 

There are no Sons of Earth that dare, 

Again, Rebellion ? or the Gods ſurpriſing ? 
The World doth ſhake, and Nature fears ; 

Yet us the Tumult, and the Horror preater 
Within our Minds, than in our Ears : (ber. 

So mach Rome's Faults (now grown her Fate) do threat 
The Prieſt and People run about, 

Each Order, Age, and Sex amaz'd at other ; 
And at the Ports all thronging out, 

As if their Safety were to quit their Mother : 
Yet find they the ſame Danters there, 

From which they make ſuch baſte to be preſerved : 
For gnilty States do ever bear 

The Plagues about them which they have deſerved. 
And till thoſe Plagues do get above 

The Mountains of cur F aults, and there do ſit ; 
We ſee 'em not. Thus ſtill we love 

The Evil we do, until we ſuffer it. 
But moſt, Ambition, that near Vice 

To Vertue, hath the Fate of Rome provoked ; 
And made that now Rome's ſelf uo price 

To free ber from the Death wherewith ſhe's yoked. 
That reſtleſs Ill that ſtill doth build 

Upon ſucceſs , and ends nit in aſpiring : 
But there begins ; and ne're « fill'd 

While cught remains that ſeems but worth deſiring. 
IVherein the Thought, unkke the Eye, 

To which things far ſeem [ſmaller than they are, 
Deemt all Contentment plac'd on bigh : 

And thinks there's nothing great but what is far. 
O, that in time Rome did not caſt 

Her Errors ap, thu Fortune to prevent; 
T” bave ſeen her Crimes ere they were pa#t , 

fnd felt her Fanlts before her Puniſhment. 


A@ IV. 


Allobroges. 
Drivers Senators paſs by, quaking and trembling. 


AN theſe Men fear, who are not only ours, 
But the World's Maſters? Then I fee the Gods 
Uphraid our Suff rings, or would humble them, 
By ſending theſe affrights while we are here : 
That we might laugh ac their ridiculous Fear, 
Whoſe Names we trembled at beyond the Alpes. 
Of all that paſs, I do not fee a Face 
Worthy a Man; that dares look up, and ſtand 
One Thunder out : but downward all, like Beaſts, 
Running away from every flaſh is made. 
The falling world could not deſerve ſuch baſenefs. 
Are we imploy'd here by our Miſeries, 
Like ſuperſtitious Fools (or rather Slaves) 
To plain our Griefs, Wrongs and Oppreflions, 
To a meer clothed Senate, whom our Ty 
Hath made, and ſtill intends to keep our Tyrants ? 
Ir is our bale petitionary breath 
That blows 'em to this Granneb; which this prick 
Would foon ler out, if we were bold and wretched, 
When they have taken all we have, our Goods, 
Crop, Lands and Houſes, they will leave us this : 
A Weapon and an Arm will till be found, 
Thonaked left, and lower than the ground. 


, 


Cato, Catulus , Cicero, Allobroges. 


O; urge thine Anger ſtill: good Heaven and juſt. 
” Tell guilty men what Powers are above them. 
In ſuch a confidence of wickedneſs 
"Twas time they ſhould know ſomething fit to fear. 
Catu, T never ſaw a Morn more full of Horror. 
Cato. To Catiline and his : But to Juſt Men, 
Tho Heaven ſhould ſpeak with all his wrath at once, 
Thar with his breath the Hinges ot the World 
Did crack, we ſhould ſtand upright, and unfear'd. 
Cic., Why, fo we do, good Cato. Who be theſe ? 
Catu. Ambaſſadors trom the Allobroges, 
I take *em, by their habits. 
All. 1, theſe Men | 
Seem of another Race ; let's ſue to theſe, 
There's hope of Juſtice with cheir Fortirude. 
Cic, Friends of the Senare, and of Rome, to day 
We pray you to forbear us: On the morrow, 
What Suit you have, let us, by Fabius Sanga, 
(Whoſe Patronage your State doth uſe) bur know it, 
And on the Conſuls Word, you ſhall receive 
Diſpatch, or elſe an Anſwer worth your Patience. 
All. We could not hope fer more, moſt worthy 
Conſul. 
This Magiſtrate hath ſtruck an awe into me, 
And by his Sweernels won a more regard 


| Unto his Place, than all the boiſtrous Moods 


That ignorane Greatneſs practiſerh, to fill 

The large unfic Authority it wears. 

How eaſie is a Noble Spirit diſcern'd 

From harſh and-ſ\ulphurous matter, that flies out 
In Contumelies, makes a noiſe, and ſtinks ! 
May we find good and great Men; that know how 
To ſtoop to Wants, and meet Necefhties, 

Anq will not turn from any equal Suits. 

Such Men, they do not ſuccour more the Cauſe 
They undertake with favour and ſucceſs, 

Than by ir their own Judgments they do raiſe, 
In turning juſt Mens Needs into their Praile. 


The Senatt. 


Re Room for the Conſuls. Fathers, take your places. 
Here in the Houſe of Jupiter the Stayer, 

By Edic from the Conſul, Marcus Tullins, 
You'are met, a frequent Senate. Hear him ſpeak. 

Cic. What may be happy and auſpicious, ſtill 
To Rome and hers. Honoar'd and Conlcript Fathers; 
If I were filent, and that all the Dangers 
Threatning the State and you, were yer ſo hid 
In Night, or Darkneſs thicker in their Breaſts, 
That are the black Contrivers; fo that no 
Beam of the Lighe could pierce *em ; yet the Voice 
Of Heav'n, this Morning, hath ſpoke loud enough 
T” inſtru& you with a feeling of che Horror , 
And wake you from a Sleep as ſtark as Death. 
I have of lace ſpoke often in this Senate 
Touching this Argument, bur {till have wanted 
Either your Ears or Faith 3 So incredible 
Their Plots have ſcem'd, or I fo vain, co make 
Theſe things for mine own Glory and tali: Greaengfe, 
As hath been given out. Bur be it fo. 
When they break torth, and ſhall declare themſelves 
By their coo foul Effects, then, then the Envy 
Of my juſt Cares will tind another Name. 
For me, I am but one, and this poor Lite 
So lately aim'd at, not an Hour yet lince, 
They cannat with more cagernels purſue, 
Than I wich gladneſs would lay down, and loſe, 
To buy Romes Peace, it that would purchale ir. 
Bur whenl ſee they'ld make it but the ſtep 


To mote and greater; unto yours, Reg, all; 
I would 
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] would with thoſe preſerve it, or then fall. 

Ce. 1, I, let you alone, cunning Artificer : 

See how his Gorget peers above his Gown ; 

To tell the people in what danger he was. 

It was abſurdly done of Varguntens, 

To name himſelf before he was got 1n. 

Cra. It matters not, ſo they deny it all : 

And can but carry the lye conſtantly. 

Will Cat:line be here ? 

Ce/. I have ſent for him. 

Cra. And hz? you bid him to be confident ? 

Ceſ. To that his own neceflity will prompt him. 

Cra. Seem to believe nothing at all that Czcero 
Relates us. Ceſ. It will mad him. 

Quintus Cicero brings in the Tribunes and Guard:. 

Cra. O, and help 
The other Party. Who is that ? his Brother ? 

What new Intelligence has he brought him now ? 
Ce/:Some Cautions from his Wite,how to behave him. 
Cic. Place ſome of them without, and ſome bring in. 

Thank their kind Loves. Ir is a comfort yer, 

That all depart not from their Countries Cauſe. 

Ceſ. How now, what means this Muſter , Conſul 

Antonius ? 

Ant. 1 do not know, ask my Colleague, he'll tell you. 
There is ſome Reaſon in State that I muſt yield to; 
And 1 have promis'd him : Indeed he has bought it, ! 
With giving me the Province. - 

Cic. 1 protels, 

It grieves me, Fothers, that I am compelPd 

To draw theſe Arms, and aids for your defence ; 

And more, againſt a Citizen of Rome, 

Born here amongſt you, a Patrician, 

A man, I muſt conteſs, of no mean Houſe, 

Nor no {mall Vertue, if he had employ'd 

Thoſe Excellent Gifts of Fortune, and of Nature, 

Unto the good, not ruine of the State. 

But being bred in's Father's needy Fortunes, 

Brought up in's Siſters Proſtitution, 

Confirm'd in civil Slaughter, entring firſt 

The Commonwealth, with Murder of che Gentry ; 

Since both by Study and Cuſtom converſant 

" With all Licentiouſnefs . what could be hop'd 

In ſuch a Ficld of Riot, but a courſe 

Extream pernicious ? Tho I muſt proteſt, 

[ found his Miſchiefs ſooner with mine Eyes 

Than with my Thought ; and with theſe Hands of mine, 
Before they touch'd at my ſuſpicion. 

Ce/. What are his Miſchiefs, Conſul? you declame 
Againſt his Manners, and corrupt your own : 

No wiſe man ſhould, for hate of guilty men, 

Loſe his own Innocence. 

Cic. The Noble Ceſar 
Speaks God-like truch. But when he hears I can 
Convince him, by his Manners, of his Miſchiets, 

He might be tilent ; and not caſt away 

His Sentences in vain, where they ſcarce look 

Toward his Subject. 

Cato. Here he comes himſelf. 

If he be worthy any good man's voice, 

That good man fit down by him: Cato will not. 
[ Catiline ſts down, and Cato riſes from bim. 
Catu, If Cato leave him, Vle not keep afide. 
Cati, What Face is this the Senate here puts on 
Againſt me, Fathers ! Give my Modeſty 
Leave to demand the cauſe ot ſo much ſtrangeneſs. 
Ceſ, It is reported he:e, you are the Head 
To a ſtrange Faction, Luciws. 
Cic. I, and will 
Be prov'd againſt him. 
Cati. Let it be. Why, Conſul, 
If in the Commonwealth there be ewo Bodies, 
One lean, weak, rotten, and that hath a Head ; 
The other ſtrong and healthful, but hath none : 


If Ido give it one, dolI offend ? 
Reſtore your ſelves unto your temper, Fathers ; 
And, without perturbation, hear me ſpeak. 
Remember who I am, and of what place, 
What petty fellow this is that oppoſes ; 
One that hath exercis'd his Eloquence 
Still to the bane of the Nobility : 
A boaſting inſolent tongue-man. 

Cato. Peace, lewd Traytor, 
Or waſh thy Mouth. He is an honeſt man, 
And loves his Counttey ; would thou didit fo too. 

Cati. Cato, you are too zealous tor him. 

Cato. No; 
Thou art coo impudent. 

Cats. Cariline, be filent. 

Cati. Nay then, I cafily fear, my juſt defence 
Will come too late to fo much prejudice ! 

(Ce/. Will he fit down ?) 

Cati. Yet let the world torſake me, 
My Innocence muſt nor. 

Cato. Thou innocent ? 
So are the Furies. Cic. Yes, and Ate too. 
Doſt thou nor bluſh, pernicious Catulime ? 
Or hath che palenefs of hy Guile drunk up 
Thy Blood, and drawn thy Veins as dry ot chat 
As is thy Heare of Tiuth, thy Breaſt of Vertue ? 
Whither at length wile thou abuſe our patience? 
Srill ſhall chy Fury mock us? To whar licence 
Dares thy unbridled boldneſs run it felt ? 
Do all the nightly Guards, kept on the Palace, 
The Cities Watches, with the Peoples Fears, 
The Concourſe of all good men, this fo {trong 
And fortified Seat here of the Senate, 
The preſent looks upon thee, {ſtrike thee nothing 2? 
Doſt chou not feel thy Counſels all laid open ? 
And ſee thy wild Conſpiracy bound in 
With each man's ——a0 ary ? wiiich of all chis Order 
Canſt thou think ignorant (if thy || bur urrer 
Their Conſcience to the righc) ot what thou didſt 
Laſt Night, what on the former, where thou wert, 
Whom thou didit call cog:ther, what your Pots were ? 
O Age and Manners | This the Cen /u! ics, 
The Senate unde1 ſtands, yet this man lives! 
Lives ? I, and comes here inco Countel with us 3 
Partakes the Pu'>lick Cares : and with his Eye 
Marks and points ont each Man of us to ſlaughter. 
And we, good M-n, do fatisfie th: State, 
If we can ſhun but thiis Man's Sword and Madneſs. 
There was that Vertue once in Rome, when good men, 
Would, with more ſharp Coercion, have reſtrain'd 
A wicked Citizen, than the deadlic{t Foe. 
We have that Law ſtill, Catiline, for thee ; 
An A as grave, as ſharp : The State's not wanting, 
Nor the Authority of this Senate; we, 
We that are Con/als, only fail our fclves. 
This ewenty days the Edg of that Decree 
We have ler dull and ruit; kept ic ſhut up, 
As ina Sheath, which drawn, ſhould rake thy Head. ; 
Yet ſtill chou liv'{t : and liy ſt not to lay by 
Thy wicked Confidence, but to contirm it. 
I could defire, grave Fathers, to be tound 
Still merciful, to ſeem, in theſe main perils 
Graſping the State, a Man remiſs and ſlack ; 
Bur then I ſhould condemn my felt of Sloth 
And Treachery. Their Camp's in Iraly, 
Pitch'd in the Jaws here of Hetruria ; 
Their Numbers daily increaſing, and their General 
Within our Walls: nay, in our Counſ:1! plotting 
Houtly ſome fatal miſchief to the Publick, 
If, Catileme, I ſhould command thee now, 
Here to be taken, kill'd ; 1 make juſt douber, 
Whether all good men would not think it done 
Rather too late, than any man too cruel. 
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Cato. Except he were of the ſame Mcal and Batch. 
Cic. But that which ought to have been done long 
lince, 

] will, and (for good Reaſon) yet forbear. 
Then will I take thee, when no Man is found 
So loſt, ſo wicked, nay, ſo like thy elf, 

But ſhall profeſs, 'tis done of need and right. 
While there is one that dares defend thee, live ; 
Thou ſhalt have leave, but fo as now thou liv'lt ; 
Watch'd at a hand, beſieged, and oppreſt 

From working 1:aſt Commotion to the State. 

I have thoſe Eyes and Ears ſhall ſtill keep guard, 
And ſpial on thee, as they have ever done, 

And thou not feel it. What then canſt thou hope 
If neicher Night can with her Darkneſs hide 
Thy wicked Meetings, nor a Private Houſe 

Can in her Walls contain the guilty whiſpers 

Of thy Conſpiracy : If all break out, 

All be diſcover'd, change thy mind at laſt, 

And loſe thy thoughts of Ruine, Flame and Slaughter. 
Remember how I told, here to the Senate, 

That ſuch a day thy Lictor, Cains Manlixs, 

Would be in Arms. Was I deceived, Catiline ? 

Or in the Fac, or in the Time ? the Hour ? 

I told roo in this Senate, that thy purpoſe 

Was on the Fifth (the Kalends of November) 

T' haveſlaughter'd this whole Order : which my caution 
Made many leave the City. Canſt thou here 

Deny, but thisthy black Deſign was hindred 

That very day by me ? Thy ſelf closd in 

Within my ſtrengths, ſo that thou could'ſt not move 
Againſt a publick Reed 2 When thou wert heard 

To ſay upon the parting of the reſt, 

Thou would'ſt content thee with the Murder of us 
That did remain. Hadſt thou no hope beſide, 

By a ſurprize by Night, to take Prenefte ? 

Where when thou cam'ſt, didft thou not find the place 
Made good againſt thee with my Aids, my Watches? 
My Garrifons fortified it. Thou doſt nothing, Sergias ; 
Thou canſt endeavour nothing, nay, not think, 

But I both ſee and hear it ; and am with thee, 
By and before, about and in thee too. 

Call but to mind thy laſt Nights buſineſs. Come, 

Fe uſe no Circumſtance : at Lecce's Houſe, 
The Shop, and Mint.of your Conſpiracy, 
Among your Sword-men, where ſo many 
Both of thy Miſchief and thy Madneſs met. 
Dar'ſt thou deny this? Wherefore art thou ſilent ? 
Speak, and this ſhall convince thee : Here they are, 

I ſce *erm in this Sexate, that were with thee. 

O, you Immortal Gods ! in what Clime are we ?. 
What Region do we live in? in what Air? 

What Commonwealth or State is this we have ? 

Here, here, amongſt us, our own Number, Fathers, 
In this moſt holy Council of the world 

They are that ſeek the Spoil of me, of you, 

Of ours, of all; what I can name's too narrow : 
Follow the Sun, and find not their Ambition. 

Theſe I behold, being Conſal ; nay, I ask 

Their Counſelsof the State, as from good Patriots : 
Whom it were fit the Axe ſhould hew in pieces, 

I not ſo much as wound yet with my Voice. 

Thou waſt laſt Night with Lecca, Catiline, 

Your Shares of [aly you there divided; 

Appointed who, and whither each ſhould go ; 

What Men ſhould ſtay behind in Rowe, were choſen ; 
Your Offices ſet down; the parts mark'd out, 

And places of the City, for the fire; 

Thy ſelf (thou affirm'dſt) waſt ready to depart, 
Only alittle let there was that ſtay'd thee, 

That I yet liv'd. Upon the word, ſtepr forth 
Three of thy Crew, to rid thee of that Care; 
Two undertook this Morning, before Day, 

To kill me in my Bed. Alll this I knew; 


? 
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Your Convent ſcarce diſmiſs'd, arm's all my Servants, 
Call'd both my Brother and Friends, ſhut out your 
Clients 
You ſent co viſit me; whoſe Names I told 
To ſome there, of good place, before they came. 
Cato. Yes, I, and Quimtns Catulus can affirmiit. 
Ce/. He's loſt and gone. His Spirits have forlook him. 
Cic. If this be fo, why, Catiline, dot thou (tay ? 
Go where thou mean'it. The Ports are open ; torth. 
The Camp abroad wants thee, their Chi-f, too long. 
Lead wich thee all thy Troops out. Purge the City. 
Draw dry that noiſom, and pernicious Sink, 
Which lett behind thee, would infe& the World. 
Thou wilt free me of all my Ez2rs at once, 
To fce a Wall berween us. Doſt thou ſtop 
To do that now commanded ; which before, 
Of thine own choice, thou'art prone to ? Go. The Conſu! 
Bids thee, an Enemy, to depart the City. 
Whither, chou'lt ask ? to Exile ? I not bid 
Thee that. Bur ask my Counſel, I perfwade it. 
What is there, here, in Rome, that can delight thee ? 
Where not a Soul, without thins own foul knor, 
But fears and hates thee. What Domeſtick Note 
Of private filthinefs, but is burne in 
Into thy Life? What cloſe and ſecrer ſhame 
But is grown one with thine own Intamy ? 
What Luſt was ever abſent from chine Eyes? 
Whart lewd Fact from thy Hands? what wickedn2(s 
From thy whole Body ? where's that Youth drawn in 
Within thy Nets, or catch'd up with thy baits, 
Before whoſe Rage thou haſt not borne a Sword, 
And to whoſe Luſts thou hatt not held a Torch ? 
Thy latter Nuptials I let paſs in filence 
Where fins incredible on fins were heapt : 
Which I not name, leſt in a Civil State 
So monſtrous Facts ſhould either appear to be, 
Or not tobe reveng'd. Thy Fortunes too 
I glance not at, which hang bur till next 14s. 
[ come to that which is more known, mare publick; 


The Life and Safety of us all by thee 


Threatned and ſought. Stood it thou not in the Field 
When Lepidas and Tullas were our Con/uls, 
Upon the day of Choice, arm'd, and with Forces, 
To take their Lives, and our chief Citizens ? 
When not thy Fear, nor Conſcience chang'd thy Mind, 
But the meer Fortune of the Commonwealth 
Withftood thy ative malice? Speak but right. 
How otten haſt thou made attempt on me ? 
How many of thy Afaules have I declin'd 
With ſhifting bue my Body (as we'ld fay), 
Wreſted thy Dagger from thy Hand, how of: ? 
How often hath ie faln, or ſlipe by chance ? 
Yet can thy fide not want it : which how vow'd, 
Or with what Rites, *tis ſacred of thee, I know nor, 
Thar ſtill chou mak'ſt it a Neceflity, 
To fix it in the Body of a Conſul. 
But let me loſe this way, and ſpeak to thee, ! 
Not as one mov'd with hatred, which ought, 
But pity, of which none is owing thee. 

Cat. No more than unto Tantalus or Tityus. 

Cic. Thou cam'ſt e're while into this Sexare. Whe 
Of ſuch a frequency, fo many Friends 
And Kindred thou haſt here ſaluted thee ? 
Were not the Seats made bare upon thy entrance ? 
Riſs' not the Conſular Men, and lefe their places 
So ſoon as thou fſat'ſt down ? and fled thy ide, 
Like to a Plague or Ruine? Knowing how of | 
They had been by thee mark'd out for the Shambles ? 
How doſt thou hear this? Surely, if my Slaves 
Art home fear'd me with half ch' affright and horror, 
That here thy Fellow-Citizens do thee, 
I ſhould ſoon quic my Houſe, and think it need coo. 
Yet thou dar'lt carry here ? Go torth at laſt, 


Con- 
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Go Sw thy ſelf to flight and ſolitude. V Vhom I could {carce reſtrain to day, in Zcal, 
} i harge the Commonwealth of her deep Fear. From ſeeking out the Parricide to ſlaughter ; 
Go: inco baniſhment, if thou waic'ſt the word. , So much conſent in all good Men and Minds, 


V: y colt thou look ? They. all conſent unto it, 
Dt thou expect th* Authority of their Voices, 
Whole ſent wills condemn thee ? While they tit, 
They approve it; while they litter ic, they decree it , 
And while they are ſilent to it, they proclaim it. 
Prove thou there honeſt, Vie endure the Envy. 

Bur there's no thought thou ſhouldit be ever he, 
V{hom either ſhame ſhould call from filcthinefs, 
Terror trom danger, or diſcourſe from Fury. 

Go; I intreat thee: yet why do | ſo? 

When I already know they're ſent atore, 

That tarry tor thee'in Arms, and do expect thee 

On th Aurelian way. I know the day 
Set down *cwixt thee and Manlius 3 unto whom 

The >ilver Eagle too is ſent before : 

Which I do hope ſhall prove to thee as banetul 

As thou conceiv'ſt it to the Commonwealth. 

Bur may this wiſe and ſacred Senate ſay, : 
What mean'ſt thou Marcus Tullius ? If thou know'lt 
That Catine be look'd for, to be chief 

Of an inteſtine War; that he 'is the Author 

Of ſuch a wickedneſs; the caller out 

Of men of mark in miſchief, to an action 

Of ſo much Horror ; Prince of ſuch a Treaſon ; 
Why doſt chou ſend him forth ? why let him ſcape ? 
This is ro give him Liberty and Power : 
: Rather thou ſhould'ſt lay hold upon him, ſend him 4 
Todeſerv'd death, and a juſt puniſhment. 
'To theſe fo holy Voices thus I anſwer. 

If I did think it timely, Conſcript Fathers, 

To puniſh him with death, I would not give 

The Fencer uſe of one ſhort Hour to breathe; 

But when there are in this grave Order ſome, 

Who with ſoft Cenfures ſtill do nurſe his Hopes; 
Some that with not believing have confirm'd 

His Deſigns more, and who Authority 

The weaker, as the worſt Men too have follow'd : ' 

I would now ſend him where they all ſhould ice 
Clear as the Light, his Heart ſhine; where no man 
Could be fo wickedly, or fondly ſtupid, ; 
But ſhould cry out, he ſaw, touch'd, felt and graſpt it- 
Then, when he hath run out himſelf 3 led forth 

His deſp'rate party with him 3 blown rogether 

Aids of all kinds, both ſhipwrack'd Minds and Fortunes: 
Not only the grown Evil that now is ſprung 

And ſprouted forth, would be pluck'd up and weeded ; 
But the Stock, Root, and Seed of all the Miſchiets, 
Choaking the Commonwealth. Where ſhould we take 
Of ſuch a ſwarm of Traitors only him, 

Our Cares and Fears might ſeem a while rcliev'd, 
But the main peril would bide ſtill inclos'd 
-Deep in the Veins and Bowels of the State. 

As Humane Bodies labouring with Fevers, 

VVhile they are toſt with heat, if they do take 

Cold water, ſeem for that ſhort ſpace much easd, 
But afterward are ten times more afflicted. 

V Vheretore, I ſay, let all this wicked Crew 

Depart, divide themſelves from good Men, gather 
Their Forces to one Head ; as 1 faid oft, 

Let 'em be fever'd from us with a wall ; 

I ct 'em leave off attempts upon the Conſu! 

In his own Houſe; to circle in the Prator ; 

To girt the Court with weapons; to prepare 

Fire and Balls, Swords, Torches, Sulphur, Brands : 
In ſhort, let it be writ in each Man's Forehead 
VVhat thoughts he bears the Publick. I here promitle, 
Fathers Conſcript, to you, and to my felt, 

Thar Diligence in us Conſuls, for my Honour'd 
Colleague abroad, and for my ſelf at home; 

So great Authority in you ſo much 

Vertue in theſe the Gentlemen of Rome ; 


As on the going out of this one Catilne, 

All ſhall be clear, made plain, opprefs'd, reveng'd. 
And with this Omen go, pernicious Plague, 

Out of the City, to the wiſh'd Deſtruction 

Ot thee and thole that, to the Ruine ot her, 

Have tane that bloody and black Sacrament. 

Thou 7upiter, whom we do call the Strayer 

Both ot this City and this Empire, wilc 

(VVith the ſame Auſpice chou didit raiſc it firſt) 
Drive from thy Altars, and all other Temples, 

And Buildings of this City ; from our V Valls, 
Lives, States and Fortunes of our Citizens, 

This Fiend, this Fury, with his Complices. 

And all ch offence of good Men (thele known Traytors 
Unto their Countrey, Thieves of Italy, 

Joyn'd in fo damn'd a League of Miſchief ) thou 
VVile with perpetual Plagues, alive and dead, 
Puniſh for Kome, and fave her innocene Head. 

Cati, It an Oration, or high Language, Fathers, 

Could make me guilty, here is one hath doneic ; 
H' has ſtrove to emulate this Mornings Thunder, 
V Vich his prodigious Rhctorick. But I hope 
This Senate is more grave than to give credit 
Rafhly co all the V omits, 'gainſt a Man 

Ot your Own Order : a Patrician; 
And one whoſe Anceſtors have more deſerv'd 
Of Rome than this Man's Eloquence could utter, 
Turn'd the beſt way : as till ic is the worſt. 

Cato, His Eloquence hath more deſerv'd to day, 
Speaking thy 111, than all chy Anceſtors 
Did in their good : and that the State will find, 
Which he hath ſav'd. 

-* Cati. How, he ? werelI that Enemy 

That he would make me: Fld not wiſh the State 
More wretched than to nced his preſervation. 
What do you make him, Cato, ſuch a Hercules ? 
An Atlas? a poor petty Inmate ! 

Cato, Traytor. 

Cati. He fave the State ? A Burgeſs Son of Arpinum. 
The Gods would rather twenty Romes (ſhould pciith, 
Than have that Contumely ſtuck upon 'em, 

That he ſhould ſhare wich them in the preferving 
A Shed or Sign-poſt. Cato. Peace, thou Prodigy. 

Cati. They would be forc'd themſelves again, and loſt 
In the firſt rude and indigeſted heap ; 

E're ſuch a wretthed Name as Cicero 
Should found with theirs. 

Cats, Away, thou impudent Head. 

Cati. Do you all back him ? are you ſilent :00 ? 
Well, I will leave you, Fathers, I will go. * | Ie turns ſud- 
But—my fine dainty Speaker —— der.ly on Cicero. 

Cic. What now, Fury ? 

Wile thou afſfault me here ? 

(Chor, Help, aid the Conſul.) 

Cati, Sce, Fathers, laugh you not? who threatned him ? 
In vain thou doſt conceive, ambitious Oracor, 

Hope of fo brave a Death as by this Hand. 

(Cato. Out of the Court with the pernicious traytor.) 

Cati, There 1sno Title that chis flattering Senate, 
Nor Honour the baſe Multitude can give thee, 

Shall make thee worthy Cariline's Anger. 

(Cate. Stop, 

Stop that portentous Mouth.) 

Catz. Or when it ſhall 
I'll look thee dead, 

Cato. Will none reſtrain the Monſter ? 

Catu. Parricide. 

984i. Butcher, Traytor, leave the Senate. 

Cati. V am gone, to baniſhment, to pleaſe you, Fathers. 
Thruſt head-long torch ? 

Cato, Still doſt thou murmur, Monſter ? 
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Cati. Since I am thus put out, and made a—— 
Cic. VVhat ? 
Catu. Not guiltier than thou art. 
Cati. I will not burn 
V Vichout my Funeral Pile. Cato. V Vhat ſays the Fiend ? 
Cati. | will have matcer, Timber. 
Cato. Sing out, Scriech-owl. 
Cati. It ſhall be in-—— — 
Catu. Speak thy impertu&t Thoughts. 
Cati. The common Fire, rather than mine own. 
For fall I will with all, e're fall alone. 
Cra. He's loſt, there is no hope of him. Ceſ. Unleſs 
He preſently take Arms 3 and give a blow, 
Before the Conſuls torces can be levid. 
Cics VVhat is your pleaſure, Fathers, ſhall be done? 
Catu. See, that the Commonwealth receive no lols. 
Cato. Commir the care thereof unto the Cunſuls. 
Cra. *'Tis time. Ce/. And need. 
Cic. Thanks to this frequent Senate. 
Burt what decree they unto Curie, 
And Fulvia? Catu. VVhat the Conſul ſhall think meet. 
Cic. They muſt receive reward,though't be not known 
Leſt when a State needs Miniſters, they ha* none. 
Cato. Yet Marcws Tullizs do not I beheve, 
But Craſſus and this Ceſar here ring hollow. 
Cie. And would appear fo, if that we durſt prove 'em. 
Cato. V Vhy dare we not ? V Vhat honelt act is that, 
The Reman Senate ſhould not dare and do ? 
Cic. Not an unprofitable dangerous Ac, 
To ſtir too many Serpents up at once. 
Ce/ar and Craſſus, if they be ill Men, 
Are mighty ones ; and we mult fo provide, 
That while-we take one Head from this foul Hyara, 
There ſpring notewenty more.Cato.I*prove your Counſel. 
Cic. They ſhall be watch'd and look'd too. Till they do 
Declare themſelves, I will not put 'em out 
By any queſtion. There they ſtand. I'll make 
My ſelt no Enemies, nor the State no Traytors. 


Catiline, Lentulns, Cabegws, Curims, Gabinizs, Longinus, 
Statilins, | 


Alſe to our ſelves * All our deſign's diſcover'd . 
To this State-cat ? Cer, I, had I had my way, 
He had mew'd in Flames at home, not i' the Senate : 
I had fing'd his Furs by this time. Cat. Well there's now 
No time of calling back, or ſtanding ſtill. & 
Friends be you ſelves; keep the ſame Roman Hearts 
And ready Minds you had yeſter night. Prepare 
To execute what we reſolv'd. And let not 

Labour, or danger, or diſcovery fright you. 

I'll to che Army : you (the while) mature 

Things here at home. Draw to you any Aids 
That you think fit, of Men of all Conditions, 

Of any Fortunes that may help 'a War. 

I'll bleed a Lite, or win an Empire for you. 

Within theſe tew days look to lee my Enfſigns 

Here at the VValls : Be you but firm within, 

Mean time, todraw an envy on the Conſul, 

And give a lets ſuſpicion of our Courſe, 

let it be given out here in the City, 

That I am gone an innocent Man to exile 

Into Maſſilia, willing to give way 

To Fortune and the Times ; being unable 

To ſtand fo great Faction, withour croubling 

The Commonwealth : whoſe peace I rather ſeek, 
Than all the glory of Contention, Y 

Or the ſupport ot mine own Innocence. 

Farewel the noble Lentulus, Longines, | 
Curins, the reſt ; and thou my berrer Genius, 

The brave Cerhegws ; when we meet again, / : 
V Ve'll ſacrifice ro Liberty. Cer. And Revenge.. 
That we may praile our hands once. Len. O you Fates, 
Give Ftune now her Eyes, to fee with whom 


She goes along, that ſhe may ne're forſake him. 
Cur, He needs not her nor them. Go but on, Sergias. 
A valiant Man is his own Fate and Fortune. 
Lon. The Fate and Fortune of us all go with him. 
Gab. Sta. And ever guard him. 
Car. I am all your Creature. 
Len. Now Friends ?tis lett with vs. I have already 
Dealt by Umbrenus with the Allobroges, 
Here reſiant in Rome ; whole State I hear, 
Is diſcontent with the great Uſuries 
They are oppres'd. with : and have made Complaints 
Divers unto the Senate, but all vain. 
Theſe Men I havethoughe (both for their own Oppreſli- 
As alſo that by Nature, they are a People (ons, 
Warlike and herce, ſtill watching after change, 
And now in preſent hatred with our State) 
The fitreſt, and the eaſieſt to be drawn 
To our Society, and to aid the War. 
The rather for their Seat 3 being next Bord'rers 
On Italy ; and that they abound with Horſe : 
Of which one want our Camp doth only labour. 
And I have found '*em coming. They will meer 
Soon at Sempronis*s Houſe, where I would pray you 


' All to be preſent, to confirm *em more. 


The fight of ſuch Spirits hurt not, nor the Store. 
Gab. I will not fail. Sra. Nor I. 
Cir. Nor I. Cer. Would 1 
Had ſomewhat by my ſelf apart to do. 
I ha* no Genius to theſe marfy Counſels. 
Let me kill all the Senkte for my ſhare, 
Il do it at next fitting. Len. Worthy Cains, 
Your prefence will add much. Cez. { ſhall mar more. 


Cicero, Sanga, Allobroges. 


i he State's beholden unto you, Fabims Sanga, 

For this great care. And thoſe Allobreges 

Are more than wretched, if they lend a liſtning 

To ſuch perſwaſion. San. They, moſt worthy Con/u!, 
As Men employ*d here, trom a om State, 


 Groaning beneath a multitude 0 


_ 

And being told, there was ſmall hope ot caſe 

To be expected to their Evils from hence, 

Were willing at the firlt co give an ear 

To any thing that, ſounded Liberty : 

But ſince, on beiter Thoughts, and myurg'd Reaſons, 
They are'come about, and won to the true fide. 

The Fortune of the Common-wealth hath conquer'd. 
Cic. What is that ſame Umbrenzs was the Agent ? 

San, One that hath had negotiation 

In Galia oft, and known unto their State. 

Cic. Are th' Ambaſſadors come with you ? San. Yes. 
Cic. Well, bring *em in, if they be firm and honeſt, 
Never had Men the means ſo to deſerve | 
Of Rome as they. A happy wilſh'd occaſion, 

And thruſt into my hands tor the diſcovery, 

And manifeſt Conviction of theſe Traytors. 

Be thank'd, O Fupiter. My worthy Lords, . 
Confedcrates of the Senate, you are welcom. = 
I underſtand by Quintizs Fabins Sanga, | 
Your careful Patron here, you have been lately 
Solliciced againſt the Common-wealth 

By one Umbrenas (take a ſeat I pray you) 

From Publins Lentulus, to be Aflociates 

In their intended War, 1 could adviſe, 
That Men whoſe Fortunes are yet flouriſhing, 
And are Romes Friends, would not without a Canſe 
Become her Enemies 3 and mix themlclves 

And their Eſtates, with the loſt hopes of Cariline, 
Or Lentulus, whoſe meer deſpair doth arm 'em : 
That were to hazard Certainties tor Air, 

And undergo all danger for a Voice. 

Believe me Friends, loud Tumulcs are not laid 


Witch halt che caline(s, that they are rais 4. 
L) All 
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C atiline. 


All may begin a War, bur few can end it. 
' The Senate have decreed, that my Colleague 
Shall l-ad their Army againſt Carz:line, 
And have declar'd both him and Manliws Traytors. 
Metelixs Celer hath alrcady given = 
Part of their Troops defeat. Honours are promis d 
To all will quit *em ; and Rewards propos'd 
Even to Slaves that can detect their Courſes. 
Here in the City, I have by the Pretors 
And Tribunes, plac'd my Guards and Watches fo, 
"That not a Foot can read, a Breath can whiſper, 
But I have knowledge. And be ſure, the Senate 
And People of Rome, of their accuſtom'd Greatneſs, 
Will ſharply and ſeverely vindicate, 
Not only any Fact, but any Practice 
Or Purpole 'gainſt the State. Therefore my Lords, 
Conſult of your own ways, and think which hand 
Is beſt to take. You now are preſent Suitors 
For ſome redreſs of wrongs; VI undertake 
Not only that ſhall be affur'd you: but 
What Grace, or Priviledge elſe, Senate or People, 
Can caſt upou you worthy ſuch a Service, 
As you have now the way and means to «do 'em, 
If but your Wills conſent with my Deſigns. 
All, We covet nothing more, moſt worthy Con/wl. 
And how fo c're we have been tempted lately 
To a detection, that not makes us guilty : 
We arc not yer fo wretched in our Fortunes, 
Nor in our Wills fo loſt, as to abandon 
A iricnd{hip prodigally of that price, 
As is the Senate, and the People of Rowes, 
For hopes that do precipitate themſelves. 
Cic. Yourhen are wile and honeſt. Do but this then : 
(When ſhall you ſpeak with Lentwlas and the reſt ? 
All. We are to meet anon at Brutus Houle. 
Cic. Who ? Decins Brutw ? He is not in Rome. 
San. O, but his Wife Sempronia. Cic. You inſtruet me, 
She is a chief.) Well, fail not you ro meet 'em, 
7 And to expreſs the beſt Aﬀettion 
You can put on, to all that they intend. 
Like it, applaud it, give the Commonwealth 
And Senate loſt ro 'em. Promiſe any Aids 
By Arms or Counſel. What or can'delire 
T would have you prevent. Only fay this, 
You have had diſpatch in private by the Conſvl, 
Of your Aﬀairs, and for the many fears 
The State's now in, you are wild by him this Evening, 
To depart Rome : which you by all fought means - 
Will do, of reaſon to decline fuſpicion. 
Now for the more Authority of the buſineſs 
They 'have truſted co you, and to give it Credit 
With your own State at home, you would defire 
Their Lerrers to your Senate and your People, 
Which ſhewn, you durſt engage both Lite and Honour, 
The reſt ſhould every way anſwer their hopes, 
Thoſe had, pretend ſudden departure, you, 
And as you give me notice at what Port 
You will go out, I'll ha? you intercepted, 
And all the Letters taken with you : So 
As you ſhall be Redeem'd in all Opinions, 
And chey convicted of their manifeſt Treaſon. 
Ill Deeds are well rurn'd back upon their Authors : 
And *gainſt an Injurer, the Revenge is juſt. 
This muſt be done now. Al. chearfully and firmly. 
We are they would rather haſte to undertake ie, 
Than ſtay to fay fo. Cic. With that contidence, go :  * 
Make your ſelves happy, while you make Rome (o. 
By Sanga, let me have notice from you. Al. Yes. 


— —— —— —  — 
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Sempronia, Lentulus, Cethegus, Gabinins, Statiline, Longs- 
nus, Volturtius, Allobroges. 


Hen come theſe Creatures, the Ambaſſadors ? 
] would fain fee 'em. Are they any Scholars? 

Len. I think not, Madam. 

Sem, Ha' they no Greek ? Len. No ſurely. 

Sem, Fie, what dol here ? waiting on 'em then, 

If they be nothing but meer States-men? Len. Yes, 

Your Ladiſhip ſhall obſerve their Gravity, 

And their Refervednefs, their many Cauions, 

Fircting their Perſons. Sem. I do wonder much, 

That States and Common- wealths employ not Women 

To be Ambaſladors, ſometimes ! we ſhould 

Do as good publick Service, and could make 

As honourable Spies (for fo Thucidides 

Calls all Ambatladors.) Are they come, Cethegus ? 
Cer. Do you ask me? Am I your Scout or Bawd ? 
Len, O, Cain, it is no (uch bulincfs. Cer. No? 

What does a Woman at je chen ? Sem. Good Sir, 

There are of us can be as exquilite Traytors, 

As e're a Male-confpirator of you all, 

Cet, I, at Smock-trealon, Marron, | believe you ; 
And it | were your Husband 3 hurt when 1 
Truſt to your Cob-web-boloms any other, 

Let me there dye a Fly, and feaſt you, Spider. 

Len. You are too fowre, and harſh, Coles Cet. You 
Are kind and courtly. I'ld be torn in peices, 

With wild Hippolyras, nay prove the death 

Every Limb over, e're Id eruſt a Woman 

With wind, could I retain ic. 

Sem. vir, they'll be truſted 
With as good Secrets yet as you have any : 

And carry 'em too as cloſe and as conceal'd, 

As you ſhall for your Hearr. 

Cer. Pll not contend with you 
Either in Tongue, or Carriage, good Calip/+ - 

Lon. 'Th' Ambaſſadors arc come. 

Cert. "Thanks to thee Mercwry, 

That fo haſt reſcu'd me. Len. How now, Velturtias ? 
Vel. They do detire fome ſpeech with you in private. 
Len. O! 'tis about the Propheſic belike, 

And promiſe of the Siby/ls. Gab. It may be. 

Sem. Shun they to treat with me too ? 

Gab, No good I ady, 

You mayypartake : I have told **m who you are. 

Sem. | ſhould be loth to be left out, and here too. 

Cer, Can theſe or ſuch be any aids to us ? 

Look they, as they were built to ſhake the World, 

Or be a moment to our Enterpriſe ? 

A thouſand ſuch as they are could uot make 

One Attom of our Souls. They ſhould be Men 

Worth Heavens fear, that looking up but thus 

Would make Fove ſtand upon his Guard, and draw 

Himſelf within his Thunder ; which amaz'd, 

He ſhould diſcharge in vain, and they unhurt. 

Or it they were like Capanew at Thebes, 

They ſhould hang dead upon the higheſt Spires, 

And ask the ſecond Bolt to be thrown down. 

VVhy Lentulws talk you folong ? This time 

Had been enough, & have ſcatter'd all the Stars, 

T”* havequenctrd the Sun and Moon,and made the World 

Deſpair ot day, or any light but ours. 

Len. How do you like this Spirit? In ſuch Men 
Mankind doth live. They are tfuch Souls as theſe 
That move the V Vorld. Sem. I, though he bear me hard, 
I yer muſt do him right. He is a Spirit 
Of the right Martian breed. Al. He is a Mars | 
VVould we had time to live here and admire him. 

Len. VVell, I do fee you would prevent the Con/ul. 
And I commend your care: It was but reaſon, 

1o ask our Lerters, and we had prepar'd them. 


Go 
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Go in, and we will cakes an Oath, and feal 'em. 
You (hall have Letters too to Catiline, 

To viſit him i* the way, and to confirm 

The Afociation. This our Friend, Volturtine, 

Shall go along with you. Tell our great General 
That we are ready here ; that Lucims Beſtia 

The Tribune is provideded of a Speech, 

To lay the envy of the War upon Cicero ; 

That all but long for his approach and Perſon ; 
And then you are mide Free-men as our elves. 


Cicero, Flaccus, Pomtinius, Sanga. 


Cannot fear the War but to ſucceed well, 

Both for the honour of the Cauſe, and worth 
Of him that doth Command. For my Colleague, 
Being fo ill affeted with the Gour, 

Will not be able to be there in Perſon ; 
And then Petreiws, his Lieutenant, muſt 
Of need take charge of the Army ; who is much 
The better Soldier, having been a Tribune, 
Prifett, Licutenant, Pretor in the War 
Thele Thirty years, fo converſant i” the Army, 
As he knows all the Soldiers by their Names. 
Fla. "They'll fight then bravely with him. 
Pom. l, and he 
Will lead 'em on as bravely. Cie. They have a Foe 
Will ask their Braveries, whoſe neceſlities 
Will arm him like a Fury. But however 
I'll eruſt it to the Manage and the Fortune 
Of good Petreivs, who's a worthy Patriot : 
Mctellus Celer, with three Legions too, 
Will ſtop their courſe for Galia, How now Fabins ? 
San. The Train hath taken. You mult inſtantly 
Diſpoſe your Guards upon the Milwvien Bridge : 
For by that way they mean tocome. Cic. Then thither 
Pomtinius and Flaccus, I mult pray you 
To lead that force you have ; and ſeize them all: 
Let not a Perſon ſcape. Th' Ambaſladors 
Will yield themſelves. If there be any tumule, 
I'll ſend you aid. I, in mean time, will call 
Lentulus to me, Gabinins and Cethegus, 


Statilins, Ceparius, and all theſe, 
By ſeveral Meſſen ers: who no doubt will come 
Without ſenſe or Ehicica. Prodigal Men 
Feel not their own ſtock waſting. When I have 'em, 
I'll place choſe Guards upon *em, that they ſtat nor. 
San. But whar'll you do with Sempronis ? 
Cic. A States anger 
Should not take knowledge either of Fools or Women, 
I do not know whether my joy or care 
Ought to be greater, that I have diſcover'd 
So toul a Treaſon, or muſt undergo 
The envy of ſo many great Mens fate. 
But happen what there can, I will be juſt, 
My Fortune may forſake me, not my Vertue : 
That ſhall go with me, and before me ſtill, 
And glad me doing well-though 1 hear ill. 


Pretors, Allobroges, Volturtins. 


La. Stand, who goes there ? 
All, We are th* Allobroges, 
And Friends of Rome. Pom. If you be ſo, then yield 
Your ſelves unto the Pretors, who in name 
Of the whole Senate and the People of Rome, 
Yet, till you clear your ſelves, charge you of Practiſe 
Againlt the State. Vol. Dye Friends, and be not taken. 
Fla. What Voice is that ? Down with 'em- all. 
All, We yield. 
Pom. What's he ſtands out ? Kill him there. 
Vol. Hold, hold, hold. 
I yield upon Conditions. Fla. We give none 
to Traitors, ſtrike him down. Vet. My name's Volturtias, 


— ——_—_——__ 


I know Pomtinuus. Pom. But he knows not you, 
While you itand out upon theſe erayterous Terms. 
Val. Fil yield upon the ſafety of my Life. 

Pom. If ic be forfeited, we cannot fave it. | 
Val. Promiſe to do your beſt. I am not fo guilty 
As many others I can name ; and will, 

If you will grant me favour. Pom. All we can 

Is to deliver you to the Conſul. Take him, 

And thank the Gods that thus have ſaved Rome. 


CHORUS. 


Ow do our Ears before our Eyes, 
zjcover who'ld the State ſurpriſe, 
And who reſiſts ? Py 
And as theſe Clouds do yield to light, 
Ps dy = ſee 4a fob 
Thoughts of things, how they di t, 
Which (- nnd ye 
Of what ſtrange Pieces are we made, 
Who notbing know 3 
But as new irs our Ears invade, 
Still cenſure (0? 
That now do hope, and now do fear, 
And now envy ; 
And then do hate, and then leve dear, 
But know not why : 
Or if we do, it is (0 late, 
As our beſt mood, 
Though true, is then thought out of date, 
nd empty of goed. 
How have we chang d and come about 


In doome, 

Simce ws Cariline went out, 
And quitted Rome ? 

One while we thought bim innocent ; 

ou _ w —_— Pp 
e Conſul, for his malice , 
And power abus'd, - 

Since that, we bear be is in Arms, 
We think not ſo : 

Net charge the Conſul with our harms , 
That let him go. : 

\ Ya in our cenſure of the State, 

We ftill do wander ; 

And make the careſul Magiſtrate 
The mark of ſlander. 

What Ape is this, where boneſt MeÞ, 
Plac'd at the Helm, 

A Sea of ſome foul Mouth or Pen, 
Shall over-whelm ? 

And call their diligence deceit 1 

— vertue Vice ; 
eir watchfulneſs but lying in wait ; 
And Blood the mis by . 

O, let us pluck this evil Seed 
Out of cur Spirits ; 

And give to every noble Deed 

name it merits. 

Leſt we For faln (if this endures) 
Into thoſe times, 

To love Diſeaſe ; and brook the Cures 
Worſe than the Crimes. 


A& V. 
Petreine. [ The Army. 


It is my Fortune and my Glory, Soldiers, 
This day, to lead you on ; the worthy Conſul 


-”_ from the honour of it by Dilſcaſe : 
And I am proud to have fo _ a Cauſs © 
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Catiline, 
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To exerciſe your Arms in. We not now 

Fight for how long, how broad, how great, and large 

Th* extent, and bounds o' th' People of Rome ſhall be ; 

But to retain what our great Anceſtors, + 

With all their Labours, Counſels, Arts, and Actions, 

For us, were purchaſing ſo many years. 

The quarrel is not now of Fame or Tribute, 

Or ot wrongs done unto Contederates, 

For which the Army of the People of Rome 

Was wont to move : but for your own Republick, 

For the rais'd Temples of th' immortal Gods, 

For all your Fortunes, Altars, and your Fires, 

For the dear Souls of your lov'd Wives and Children, 

Your Parents Tombs, your Rites, Laws, Liberty, 

And briefly, for the ſafety of the World : 

Againſt ſuch Men, as only by their Crimes 

Are known ; thruſt out by Rior, Want, or Raſhnefs. 

One fort, Sylla's old Troops, left here in Feſale, 

Who ſuddenly made rich in thoſe dire Times, 

Are ſince, by their unbounded vaſt expence, 

Grown needy and poor ; and have bur left © expet 

From Catiline new Bills, and new Proſcriprtions. 

Theſe Men (they ſay) are Valiant ; yet, I chink *em 

Not worth your pauſe: For either their old Vercue 

Is in their Sloth and Pleaſures loſt ; or, it 

It tarry with *em, 1o illmatch to yours, 

As they aro ſhort in Number or in Catfſe. 

The ſecond fort are of thoſe (City-beafts, 

Rather than Citizens) who whilſt they reach 

After our Fortunes, have let fly their own ; 

Theſe whelm'd in Wine,ſwell'd up with Meats,and weak- 

With hourly whoredoms, never left the fide (ned 

Of Catiline in Rome ; nor here are loos d 

From his Embraces : ſuch as (truſt me) neyer 

In riding or in uſing well their Arms, 

VVatching, or other Military Labour, 

Did exerciſe their Youth ; but learn'd to Love, 

Drink, Dance,and Sing,make Feaſts,and be fine Gamſters : 

And theſe will wiſh more hurt to you than they bring 

"The reſt are a mixt kind, all forts of Furies, (you. 

Adulterers, Dicers, Fencers, Out-laws, Thieves, 

The Murderers of their Parents, all the Sink 

And Plague of Taly met in one Torrent, 

To take, to day, from us the Puniſhment, 

Due togtheir miſchiets, for fo many years. 

And who in ſuch a Cauſe, 'gainſt ſuch Fiends, 

VVould not now wiſh himſelf all Arm and V Veapon ? 

To cut fuch Poyſons from the Earth, and let 

Their Blood out to be drawn away in Clouds, 

And pour'd on ſome inhabitable Place, 

Where the hot Sun and Slime breeds nought but Monſters? 

Chiefly when this ſure joy ſhall crown our tide, 

That & leaſt Man that talls upon our Party 

This day (as ſome muſt give their happy Names 

To Fate, and that eternal Memory 

Of the beſt Death, writ with it, for their Countrey) 

Shall walk at pleaſure in the Tents of reſt ; 

And ſee tar off, beneath him, all their Hoſt 

Tormented alter Lite : and Catilime there : 

Walking a wretched and leſs Ghoſt than he. 

Fil urge no more : Move forward with your Eagles, 

And truſt the Senates and Komes Caulſ: to Heaven. 
Arm. To thee, great Father Mars, and greater Fove. 


Caſar, Craſſus. 


Ever look'd for this of Lentulus, 

When Car:i/ine was gone. Cra. I gave 'em loſt, 
Many days ſince. C#/. But, wheretore did you bear 
Thcir Letter to the Conſul, that they ſent you 
To warn you from the City 7 Cre. Did I know 
Whether ke made it ? It might come from him, 

I'or ought I could affure me: if they mcant 
| ſhould be ſafe among fo many, they mighc 


Have come as well as writ. Ce/. There is no loſs 
In being ſecure, I have of late too ply'd him 
Thick with Intelligences, but they have been 

Of things he knew before. Crs. A little ſerves 
To keep a Man upright on theſe State-bridges, 
Although the Paſlage were more dangerous. 

Let us now take the ſtanding part. Ce/. We muſt, 
And be as zcalous for't, as Cato, Yet, 


Who would fave them, that have berrayd chemiclves ? 


Cicero, Quintus, Cato. 


I Will not be wrought to it, Brother Quinte. 
There's no Mans private enmity ſhall make 
Me violate the Dignity of another, 
It there were Proof 'gainſt Ceſar, or who ever, 
To ſpeak him guilty, I would ſo declare him. 
But Quintus Catulns, and Piſo both 
Shall know, the Conſul will not, for their grudge, 
Have any Man accus'l or named falſly. 

Qui. Not falſly : but if any Circumſtance, 
By the Allobroges, or from Volturtims, 
Would carry ir. Cic. That ſhall not be ſought by me. 
It it reveal it felf, I would not ſpare 
You, Brother, if it pointed at you, truſt me. 

Cato. Good Marcus Tullizs (which is more than great) 
Thou hadit thy Education with the Gods. 

Cic. Send Lentulas torth, and bring away the reſt. 
This Office I am ſorry, Sir, co do you. 


The Senate. 


\ \\ J Hat may be happy ſtill and fortunate, 
To Rome, and to this Senate : Pleale you, Fathers, 
To break thele Letters, and to view them round. 
It that be not found in them, which I tear, 
I yet intreat at ſuch a time as this, 
My diligence be not contemn'd. Ha' you brought 
The Weapons hither from Cerbegus Houle ? 
Pre. They are without. Cie. be ready with Volturtinn, 
To bring him when the Senare calls; and 1ce 
None of the reſt confer together. Fathers, 
What do you read ? Is it yer worth your care, 
If not your fear, what you find practis'd there ? 
Cz/. It hath a Face ot horror ! Cra. I am amaz'd 
Cato. Loook there. 
Sl. Gods ! Can ſuch Men draw common Air ? 
Cie, Although the greatncls of the miſchic), Fathers, 
Hath often made my Faith ſmall in this Senate, 
Yet fince my caſting Carilime our (tor now 
I do not fear the envy of the Word, 
Unleſs the Deed be rather to be tear'd, 
That he went hence alive ; when thoſe I meant 
Should follow him, did not) I have ſpent both days 
And nights in watching what their fury and rage 
Was bent on, that ſo ſtaid againſt my thought: 
And that I might but take *em in that light, 
Where when you met their 'I' reaſon with your Eyes, 
Your minds at lengeh would think tor your own latcty, 
And now 'tis done. There are cheir Hands and Scals 
Their Perſons too are ſate, thanks to the Gods. 
Bring in Volturtis and the Allobroges. 
Theſe be the Men were truſted with their Letters. 
Vel. Fathers, believe me, I knew nothing-: I 
Was travelling for Gallia, and am forry— 
Cic. Quake not Volturiins, Ipeak he eruth, and hope 
| Well of this Senate, on the Conſu/s word. 
Vol. Then I knew all. Buc cruly 1 was drawn in 
But t'other day. Ce/. Say what thou know'ſt,and fear not. 
Thou haſt the Senarcs, Faith and C:n/uls word 
| He anſwers with fear and imterruptions- 
| To fortifie thee. Vel. I was fcnt with Letters 
{ And had a Mcellage croo——trom Lentulns —— 


To 


I would fain help theſe wretched Men. Cra. You cannot, 


-— * . 


C atiline, 
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To Catiline——that he ſhould uſe all Aids — 
S2rvants, or others —— and come with his Army, 
As ſoon unto the City as he could — _ 

For they were ready, and bur {taid for him—— 
To intercept thoſe that ſhould flee the Fire— 
Theſe Men (the Allobroges) did hEar it too. 

All. Yes, Fathers, and chey cook an Oath to us, 
Beſides their Letters, that we ſhould be free ; 
And urg'd us for ſome preſent aid of Horſe. 

Cic. Nay, here be other Teſtimonies, Fathers, 

[ The Weapons and Arms are brought 
Cethegns Armoury. Cra. What, not all theſe * 

Cic. Here's not the hundred Pare. Call ig the Fencer, 
That we may know the Arms to all theſe Weapons. 
Come my brave Sword- "_- to what active uſe 
Was all this Stcel provided ? Cer. Had you ask'd 
In Sylla's days, ic had been to cut Throats ; 

But now it was to look on only : I lov'd 

To ſee good Blades, and feel their Edge, and Points, 
To put a Helm upon a Block, and cleave it, 

And now and then to ſtab an Armour through. 

Cic. Know you that Paper? That will ſtab you through. 
Is it your hand ? Hold, fave the pieces. Traytor, 

Hath thy guile wak'd thy Fury ? Cer. I did write 
| know not what ; nor care not : That Fool Lentulus 
Did diate, and I t'other Fool did fign ir. 

Cic. Bring in Statilins : Does he know his hand too ? 
And Lentslus. Reach him that Letter. Sta. I 
Confeſs it all. Cic. Know you that ſeal yet, Publizs ? 

Len. Yes, it is mine. Cic. Whoſe Image is that on it? 

Len. My Grand-fathers. 

Cic. What, that renown'd good Man, 

That did fo only embrace his Countrey, and lov'd 
His fellow Citizens | Was not his Picture, 

Though mute, of Power to call thee trom a Fact 
S0 foul Len. As what, impetuous Cicero ? 

Cic. As thou art, for I do not know what's touler. 
Look upon theſe. Do not theſe Faces argue 
Thy guile and impudence ? Len. What are theſe to me? 
I know 'em not. Al. No, Publius ? we were with you 
At Brutus Houſe. Vol. Laſt night. 

Len. What did you there ? 

Who ſent for you ? All. Your ſelf did. We had Letters 
From you, Cethegs, this Statilins here, 

Gabinins Cimber, all but from Longinas, 

Who would not write, becauſe he was to come 

Shorely in Perſon (after us (he ſaid) 

To take the charge o' the Horſe, which we ſhould levy. 

Cic. And he is tled to Catiline I hear. 
 Len.Spies? Spies? All. You told us too of the Sybils Books, 
And how you were to be a King this year, 

The Twentieth trom che burning of the Capitol, 
That three Cornellii were to Raign in Rome, 
Of which you were the laſt: and prais'd Cerbegus, 
And the great Spirits were with you in the Action. 
Cet. Theſe are your honourable Am 


forth. 


baſſadors, 
My Soveraign Lord. Cat. Peace, that too bold Cerbegie, 


All. Belides Gabinivs, your Agent nam'd 
Autronins, Servins Sylla, Vargunteins, 
And divers others. Vol. I had Letters from you 
To Catiline, and a Meſſage, which I have told 
Unto the Senate truly word for word : 
For which I hope they will be gracious to me. 
] was drawn in by that ſame wicked Cimber, 
And thought no hurt at all. Cic. Volturtims, peace. 
Where is thy Viſor or thy Voice now Lentulus 
Art thou confounded ? Wheretore ſpeak'{t chou not ? 
[s all fo clear, fo plain, ſo manifeſt, 
That both thy Eloquence and Impudence, 
And thy ill Nature too, have left thee at once ? 
Take him aſide. There's yet one more, Gabinizs, 
The Engineer of all. Shew him that Paper, 
It he do know it ? Gab. I know nothing. Cic. No ? 
Gab. No. Neither will I know. Cat. lmpudent Head ! 


— — 


Stick it into his Throat ; were I the Con/u!, 
It'd make thee eat the miſchief thou haſt vented. 

Gab. Is there a Law tor't, Cato? Cat. Doſt thou ask 
After a Law, that would'|t have broke all Laws 
Of Nature, Manhood, Conſcience, and Religion ? 
| Gab. Yes I may ask for't. Cat. No, perniciolts Cimber. 
It inquiring after good does not belong 
Unto a wicked Perſon. Gab. I, but Cato 
Does nothing but by Law. Cra. Take him aſide. 
! There's Proof enough though he confeſs not. Gab. Stay, 
; I will confeſs. All's true your Spies have told you, 

ke much of 'em. Cer. Yes, and reward 'em well, 

| For fear you get no more ſuch. See they do not 
| yein a Ditch, and ſtink now you ha' done with 'em; 
| Or beg o' the Bridges here in Rowe, whole Arches 
; Their ative induſtry hath fav'd. Cic. See Fathers 
What Minds and Spirits theſe are, that being convited 
Of ſuch a Treaſon, and by ſuch a Cloud 
Ot Witneſſes, dare yer retain their boldneſs ? 
What would their Rage have done,ifthey had conquer'd? 
I thought when I had thruſt out Catiline, 
Neither the State nor I ſhould need © have fear'd 
Lentulws (lecp here, or inws fat, 
Orchis Cerbegus raſhneſs3 it was he 
I only watch'd, while he was in. our Walls, 
As one that had che Brain, the Hand, the Heart. 
But now we find the contrary | Where was there 
A People griev'd, or a State diſcontent, 
Able to make or help a War 'gainſt Kome, 
Bur theſe, th' 4 es, and thoſe they found ? 
Whom had not the juſt Gods been pleas'd to make 
More Friends unto our ſafety than their own, 
As it then feem'd, neglecting theſe Mens offers, 
Where had we been ? or where the Commonwealth ? 
When their great Chief had been call'd home; this Man, 
Their abſolute King (whoſe noble Grand-father, 
Arm'd in purſuit ot the ſeditious Gracchas, 
Took a brave wound for dear defence of that 
Which he would ſpoil) had gather'd all his Aids 
Of Rutfians, Slaves, and other Slaughter-men ? 
Given us up for murder to Cethegus ? 
The other rank of Citizens to Gabimizs ? 
The City to be fir'd by Caſſius ? 
And Italy, nay the World, to be laid waſt 


| By curſed Cariline and his Complices ? 


Lay bur the thought of it before you Fathers, 
Think but with me you ſaw his glorious City, 
The Light of all che Earth, Tower of all Nations, 
Suddenly falling in one Flame. Imagine 
You view'd your Countrey buried with the heaps 
Of ſlaughter'd Citizens that had no Grave ; | 
This Lentwlus here, raigning, (as he dreamt) 
And thole his Purple Senate ; Catilime come 
With his fierce Army ; and the cries of Matrons, 
The flighe of Children, and the rape of Virgins, 
Shriekes of the living, with the dying Groans 
On every ſide t' invade your Senſe ; until 
The Blood of Kome were mixed with her Aſhes ! 
This was the Spectacle theſe Fiends intended 
To pleaſe their Malice. Cer. I, and it would 
Have been a brave one, Con/ul. But your Part 
Had not then been fo long as now it is : 
I ſhould have quite deteated your Oration, 
And lit that fine rhetorical Pipe ot yours 
P the firſt Scene. Car. Infolent Monſter ! Cic. Father, 
Is it your Pleaſures they ſhall be commicred 
Unto ſome ſafe, but a free Cuſtody, 
Until the Senate can determine farcher ? 
Sen. le pleaſeth well. Cic. Then Marcns Craſſns, 
Take you charge of Gabinixe : fend him home 
Unto your Houſe. You Ce/ar, of Statilins. 
Cetbegws ſhall be ſent to Cornificins : 
And Lentulus to Publins Lentulus Spinther, 
Who now is Xdile. Cat. It were beft, the Pr.etors . 
Carri 
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Carried 'em to their Houſes, and deliver'd 'em. 

Cic. Ler it be ſo. Take'em from hence. Ceſ. But firſt 
Let Lentulxs put off his Pretorſhip. 

Len. | do reign it here unto the Senate. 

Czſ. So, now there's no Offence done to Religion. 

Cat. Ceſar, *rwas piouſly and timely urg'd. 

Cic. What do you decree to th* Allobroges, 

That were the Lights to this Diſcovery ? 

Cra. A free Grant from the State, of all their Suits. 

Ceſ. And a Reward out of the Publick Treaſure. 

Cat. I, and the Title of Honeſt Men, to crown 'em. 

Cic. What to Velturtims ? Cz/. Life, and Favour's well. 

Vel.T ask no more. Cat. Yes,yes,fome Mony,thou needſt 
"Twill keep thee honeſt ; want made theea Knave, (it: 

Sl. Let Flaceus, and Pomtinius, the Pretors, 

Have publick Thanks, and Quintus Fabius Sanga, 
For their good Service. Cra, They deſerve it all, 
Cat, But what do we decree unto the Conſul, 

Whole Vertue, Counſel, Watchſulne(s, and Wiſdom 
Hath freed the Commonwealth, and without Tumult, 
Slaughter, or Blood, or ſcarce raifing a Force, 

Reſcu'd us all out of the Jaws of Fate ? 

Cya. VVe owe our Lives unto him, and our Fortuncs. 

C/. Our V Vives, our Children, Parents,and our Gods. 

$y/. VVe all are ſaved by his Fortitude. 

Cat. The Commonwealth owes him a Crvick Garland. 
He is the only Father of his Country. 

Ceſ. Let there be Publick Prayer, to all the Gods, 
Made in that Name, for him. Cre. And in theſe words: 
For that he hath, by his _—_ preſery'd 
Rome from the Flame, the Senate from the Sword, 

And all ber Cuizens from Maſſacre. 

Cic How are my Labours more than paid, grave Fa- 
In theſe great Titles, and decreed Honours ! (thers, 
Such as to me, firſt of the Civil Robe, 

Of any Man ſince Rome was Rome, have hapned ; 
And from this frequent Senate; which more glads me, 
That I now ſee yo have ſenſe of your own Ribory. 

It thoſe good days come no leſs grateful to us, 
Wherein we are preſerv'd from {ome great Danger, 
Than thoſe wherein w' are born, and brought to light, 
Becauſe the gladneſs of our Safety is certain, 

But the condition of our Birth not ſo; 

And that w* areſav'd with pleaſure, but are born 
Without the ſenſe of Joy : Why ſhould not then 
This Day, to us, and all Poſterity 

Of ours, be had in equal Fame and Honour, 

With that when Romulzs firſt rear'd theſe Walls, 
When ſo much more is ſaved, than he built ? | 

Cz. It ought. Cra. Letit be added to our Faſts. 

Cic. What Tumule's that ? 

Fla. Here's one Tarquinirns taken, 
Going to Catilm, nd lays he was ſent 
By Marcw Craſſms, whom he names to be 
Guilty of the Conſpiracy. Cic. Some lying Varlet. 
Take him away to Priſon. Cra. Bring him in, . 
And ler me ſee him. Cic. He is not worth it, Craſſus. 
Keep him up cloſe, and hungry, till he tell 
By whoſe pernicious Counſel he durſt lander 
So great and good a Citizen. , (Cre. By yours, 
I fear, 'twill prove.) $y/. Some © the Traitors, ſure, 
To give their Aftion the more Credit, bid him 
Name you, or any Man. Cic. I know my ſelf, 
By all the Tracts and Courſes of this Buſineſs, 
Craſſus is noble, juſt, and loves his Country. 

Fla. Here is a Libel too, accuſing Ceſar, 
From Lucius Vettius, and confirm'd by Curius. 

Cic. Away with all, throw it out o' the Court. 

Ce/. A Trick on me too? Cic. It is ſome mens malice. 
T {aid to Curius, I did not believe him. 

Ceſ. Was not that Cwivs your Spy, that had 
P.eward decreed unto him the laſt Senare, 

Wich Fulvia, upon your private Motion ? 

Cic. YES — 


Ce. But he has not that Reward yet? Cic. No. 
Let not this trouble you, Ceſar ; none believes it. 
Ce/. Ic ſhall not, if that he have no Reward. 
But if he have, ſure I ſhall think my ſelt 
Very untimely and unſatcly honeſt, 
Where ſuch as he is may have Pay t accuſe me. 
Cic. You ſhall have no wrong done you, noble C2/ar, 
Bur all Contentment. Ceſ. Con/u/,1 am filent. 


Catiline. | The /irmy. 
Never yet knew, Soldiers, that in Fight 

Words added Vertue unto valiane Men ; 
Or, that a General's Oration made 
An Army fall or ſtand : But how much Prowefs, 
Habicual or natural, each Mans Breaſt 
Was Owner of, ſo much in act it ſhew', 
Whom neither Glory' or Danger can excite, 
"Tis vain & attempt with Speech ; tor the Minds tear 
Keeps all brave Sounds from entring at chat Ear, 
L yet would warn you ſome few things, my Friends, 
And give you Realon of my preſent Countcls, 
You know, no leſs than I, what State, what Point 
Our Afﬀairs ſtand in 3 and you all have heard 
What a calamitous Milery the Sloth 
And Slcepineſs of Lentu/us hath pluck'd 
Both on himſelf, and us ; how, whilſt our Aids 
There, in the City look'd tor, are deteatcd ; 
Our entrance into Gallia too is ſtopt : 
Two Armies wait us ; one trom Ree, the other 
From the Gaul-Provinces : And where we are, 
(Although I moſt deſire it) che great want 
Of Corn and Victuals forbids longer ſtay. 
So that of need we muſt remove 3 but whicher, 
The Sword muſt both direct, and cut the Paſlage. 
I only therefore wiſh you, when you ſtrike, 
To have your Valours and your Souls abour you, 
And think you carry in your labouring Hands 
The chings you ſeek, Glory, and Liberty, 
Your Country, which you want now, with the Fates, 
That are to be inſtructed by our Swords. 
It we can give the Blow, all will be ſafe co us. 
We ſhall not want Proviſion, nor Supplies. 
The Colonies and Free Towns will lic open ; 
Where, if we vield to fear, expect no Place, 
Nor Friend, to ſhelter thoſe whom their own Fortune, 
And ill usd Arms have Ictt without Protection. 
You might have liv'd in Servicude, or Exile, 
Or ſafe at Rome, depending on the Great ones ; 
But that you thoughe thoſe things unfic for Men : 
And, in that thought, you then were valiant. 
For no Man ever yet chang d Peace for War, 
Bur he that meant co conquer. Hold that purpoſe. 
There's more necelffity you ſhould be ſuch, 
In fighting for your ſclves, than they for others. 
He's baſe that cruſts his Feet, whoſe Hands are arm'd. 
Me thinks I ſee Death and the Furies waitin 
What we will do, and all the Heav*n at leifgre 
For the great SpeRtacle. Draw then your Swords ; 
And if our Deſtiny envy our Vertue 
The Honour of the Day, yet let us care 
To fell our ſelves at ſuch a Price as may 
Undo the World co buy us, and make Fate, 


While ſhe cemprs ours, tear her own Eſtate, 


The Senate. 


os What means this haſty calling of the Senate ? 

Sen. We ſhall know ſtreight. Wait cill che Conſul ſpeaks. 
Pom. Fathers Conſcript, bethink you of your >afctics, 

And what to do with thele Confpirators : 

Some of their Clients, their Freed-men, and Slaves, 

'Gin to make Head : There is one of Lenrulus Bawds 

Runs up and down the Shops, chrough every _ on 

it 
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With Money, to cor 1pr che poor Artiticers, 

And needy Tradetmen, to their aid. Cethegas 

Hath fent £0 to his Servants, who are many, 

Choſen, and exercisd in bold Artemprings, 

Thar {orci with they ſhould arm themſelves, and prove 
Lis Refcue: All will be in inftane Uproar, 

It you prevent it not with preſent Countels. 

W-: have done what we can to meet the Fury, 

And will do more. Be you good to your felves. 

Cic. What is your pleaſure, Fathers, ſhall be done * 
Syllanus, you are Conſul next delign'd ; : 
Your Scntence of theſs Men. $yl. 'Tis ſhort, and this. 
Since they have ſought to blot the name of Rome 
Our of the World, and raze this glorious Empire 
Witch her own Hands, and Arms turn'd on her felt, 

{ chink ir fie they die: And could my Breath 
Now execute 'em, they ſhould not enjoy 

An Article of "Time, or Eye of Light, 
Longer, to poy lon this our Common air. 

Sen, | think ſo too. 

Sen, And I, Sen, And I Sen, And L 

Cic. Your Sentence, Caius Ceſar. 

Ce/. Conſcript Fathers, 
[n great Alairs, and doubtful, it bchoves 
Men that are ask'd their Sentence, to be free 
From either Hate or Love, * Anger or Pity : 
For where the leaſt of theſe do hinder, there 
The Mind not catily diſcerns the Truth, 
| ſpeak this co you in the Name of Rome, 
For whom you ſtaad ; and to the preſent Cauſe : 
That this foul Fac of Lentulws, and the reſt, 
Weigh not more with you than your Dignity 3 
And you be more indulgent to your Patton, 
Than to your Honour. If there conld be found 
A Pain or Puniſhment equal to their Crimes, 
I would deviſe, and help : Bur if che greatneſs 
Or what they ha* done, excecd all Mans Invention, 
I think it fit to ſtay where our Laws do, 
Poor petty States may alter, upon humour, 
Where, it ch" offend wich anger, few do know it, 
Becauſe they are obſcure ; their Fame and Fortune 
Is equal, and che fame. Bur they that are 
Head of the World, and live in that ſeen height, 
All Mankind knows their Actions. So we fee, 
"The greater Forenne hath che leſſer Licence. 
"They muſt not fzxvour, hate, and leaſt be angry : 
For what with others is calPd Anger, there 
Is Cruelty and Pride. 1 know Syllanzs, 
Who ſpoke betore me, a juſt, valiant Man, 
A Lover of the Stare, and one that would not, 
Ih ſuch a Buſincts, uſe or Grace or Hatred ; 
I know too, well, his Manners and Modeſty : 
Nor do I think his Sencence crucl, (for 
'Gainſt ſuch Delinquenes what can be too bloody ?) 
Bur chat it is abhorring from oar State : 
Since to a Citizen of Rome, offending, 
Our Laws give Exite, and not Death. Why then 
Decrees he thar? "Twere vain to think, for tear ; 
When, by the diligence of fo worthy a Conſul, 
All is made faf& and certain. I&t for Puniſhment? 
Why, Death's the end of Evils, and'a Reſt, 
Rather chan Torment : It diſſolves all Griets 3 
And beyond thar, is neither Care nor Joy. 
You hear, my Sentence would nor have 'em'die. 
How then 2 jet tree, and increaſe Cariline's Army ? 
So will they, being but baniſl'd. ' No, Grave Fathers, 
I judge 'em, firſt, ro have their States conhicate z 
Then, that their Perſons remain Priſoners 
I the Free Towns, far off trom Rome, and ſever'd ; 
Where they might neither have Relation, 
Hereatter, co the Senate, or the People. 
Or, if they had, thoſe Towns then to be muldted, 
As Encmies to the State, that had their Guard. 

Sen. *Tis good and honourable, Ceſar hath utter'd. 


Cic. Fathers, | f:e your Faces and your Eyes 

All bent on me, to note, of theſe rewo Cenlures, 

Which I incline to. Either of them are grave, 

And anſwering the Dignity of the Speakers, 

The greatneſs of ch' Attair, and both ſevere. 

One urgeth Death ; and he may well remember 

This State hath puniſh'] wicked Citizens fo. 

The other Bonds, and thoſe perpetual, which 

He thinks foung out tor the more tingular Plague. 

Decree which you ſhall pleaſe : You have a Conſul, 

Not readier to obey, than to defend 

Whatever you ſhall act, for the Republick ; 

And meet with willing Shoulders any Burden, 

Or any Fortune, with an even Face, 

Though ic were Death ; which to a valiant Man 

Can never happen foul, nor to a Con/ul 

Be immature, or to a wiſe man wretched. 
Sl. Fathers, | fpake but as I thought the Needs 

O' thi Commonwealth requir'd, Cat. Exculc ir not. 
Cic. Cato, ſpeak your Sentence. Cat. This it is. 

You here diſpute on kinds of Puniſhment, 

And ſtand conſulting what you ſhould decree 

'Gainſt choſe of whom you racher ſhould beware : 

This Miſchief is not like thoſe common Facts, 

Which, when they are done, the Laws may proſecute. 

Bae this, if you provide not ere it happen, 

When it is hap'ned, will not wait your Judgment. 

Good Caizs Ceſar here hath very well, 

And ſubtilly diſcourgd of Lite and Death, 

As it he thought thoſe things a pretty Fable, 

That are deliver'd us of Hell and Furies, 

Or of the divers way that ill Men go 

From good, to filthy, dark, and ugly Places. 

And therefore he would have thefe live, and long too ; 

But tar trom Rome, and in the ſmall Free Towns, 

Leſt here they might have Reſcue: Asif Men 

Fie for ſuch Acts were only in the City, 

And not throughout all [zaly ; or, that Boldnefs 

Could not do more, where it found lcaft refiſtance ? 

"Tis a vain Counſel, if he think them dangerous : 

Which if he do not, but that he alone, 

In fo great tear of all Men, ſtand untrighted, 

He gives me cauſe, and you, more to fear him. 

| am plain, Fathers. Here you look abour 

One at another, doubting what co do ; 

With Faces, as you truſted to the Gods, 

Thar ſtill have fav'd you ; and they can do't : But 

They are not Wiſhings, or baſe womanith Prayers, 

Can draw their Aids ; bue Vigilance, Connfel, Action ; 

Which they wilt be aſhamed to torlake. 

"Tis Sloth chey hate, and Cowardiſe. Here you have 

The Traitors in your Foufes ; yer you ftang,, 

Fearing what to do with *em : Let 'em looſe, 

And fend *em hence with Arms too, that your Mercy 

May turn your Mifery, as foon as't can. 

O, but they are Great Men, and have offended 

But through Ambition : We would ſpare their Honour. 

I, if themſclves had ſpar'd ir, or their Fame, 

Or Modeſty, or cicher God, or Man: 

Then I would ſpare 'em. Bur as things now ſtand, 

Fathers, to ſpare theſe Men, were to commir 

A greater Wickedneſs than you would revenge. 

If there had been but time and Place tor you 

| To have repair'd this Fault, you ſhould have made it ; 

Ir ſhould have been your Puniſhment, to have tele 

'Your tardy Error: bur Necethey 

{Now bids me ſay, Ler'em nor live an Hour, 

If you mean Kome ſhould live a Day. 1 have done. 
Sen. Cato hath ſpoken like an Oracle, 
Cra, I ct it be fo decreed. Sen. Weareall tearfil. 
Syl. And had been baſe, had not his Veriue rais us. 
Sen. Go forth, moit worthy Con/u/. we'll atliit you. 
Cex/. 1 am not yet chang, d in my Sentence, Fathers. 
Cas; No matter. What be thole ? Sen. Leters tor Ceſar. 
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Catiline. 


Cat. From whom ? Let 'em be read in open Senare. 
Fathers, they come from the Confſpirators; 
I crave to have 'em read, for the Republick. 

Ceſ. Cato, read you it. *Tis a Love-letter, 
From your dear Siſter, to me: though you hate me, 
Do not diſcover it. Cat. Hold thee, Drunkard. Conſu!, 
Go forth, and confidently. Ce/. Youll repent 
This raſhnefs, Crcero. Pre. Ceſar ſhall repent it. 

Cic. Hold, Friends. 

Pre. He's ſcarce a Friend unto the Publick. 

Cic. No violence. Ceſar, be fate. Lead on. 
Where are the Publick Exccutioners ? 

Bid 'em wait on us. On to Spinther's Houſe. 

Bring Lentu/ws forth. Here, you, the ſad Revengers 
Of Capital Crimes againſt the Publick, take 
This Man unto your Juſtice; ſtrangle him. 

Len. Thou doſt well, Con/u/. 'Twas a Caſt at Dice, 
In Firtune's Hand, not long fince, that thy ſelf 
Should'ſt have heard theſe, or other words as fatal. 

Cic. Lead on to Quintws Cornificins Houſe. 

Bring forth Cerhegus, Take him to the due 
Death:that he hath deſerv*d, and let it be 
Said, he was once. Cer. A Beaſt, or, what is worſe, 
A Slave, Cethegws. Let that be the Name 
For all that's baſe, hereatter ; that would let 
This Worm pronounce on him, and not have trampled 
His Body into—— Ha ! art thou not mov'd 7 

Cic. Juſtice is never angty. Take him hence. 

Cert. O, the Whore Fortune, and her Bawds the Fates ! 
That put theſe Tricks on Men, whick knew the way 
To Death by* a Sword. Strangle me, 1 may fleep; 

T ſhall grow angry wich the Gods elſe. Cic. Lead 
To Cam Ceſar, tor Statilins. 

Bring him, and rude Gabinizs out. Here, take 'em 
To your cold Hands, and let 'em teel Death from you. 

Gab. I thank you, you do me a pleaſure. 

Sta. And me too. 

Cat. So, Marcws Tullizs, thou maiſt now ſtand up, 
And call it happy Rome, thou being Conſul. 
Great Parent ot thy Country, go, and let 
The old Men of the City, ere they die, 
Kiſs thee ; the Matrons dwell about thy Neck 
The Youths and Maids lay up, 'gainſt they are old, 
What kind of Man thou wert, to tell their Nephews, 
When, ſuch a Year, they read, within our Fafts, 
Thy Conſulſhip. Who's this ? Petreims ? Cic. Welcome, 
Welcome, renowned Soldier. V Vhat's the News? 
This Face can bring no ill with't unto Rome, + 
How does the worthy Conſul, my Colleague ? 

Pet. As well as Victory can make him, Sir. 
He greets the Fathers, and to me hath eruſted 
The {ad Relation of che Civil Strife ; 
For, in ſuch VVar, the Conqueſt ſtill is black. 

Cic, Shall we withdraw into the Houſe of Concord ? 

Cat, No, happy Conſul ; Here let all Ears take 
The Benefit of this Tale. If he had Voice 
To ſpread ynto the Poles, and ſtrike it through 

Center, to th' Antipodes, it would ask it. 

Per. The Straits and Needs of Catiline being ſuch, 
As he muſt fight with one of the two Armies, ; 
That then had neer enclos'd him; it pleas'd Fate 
To make us th' Object of his deſperate Choice, 

V Vherein the Danger almeſt poiz'd the Honour : 
And as he rifs*, the Day grew black with him, 

And Fate deſcended nearer to the Earth, 

As it ſhe meant to hide the name of thin 

Under her VVings, and make the V Vorld her Quarry. 


THE 


Ar this we rous'd, leſt one ſmall Minutes ſtay 
Had left it co be inquir'd, what Rome was; / 
And (as we ought) arm'd in the confidence 
Of our great Caule, in form of Batrel ſtood : 
VVhilſt Cari/ime came on, not with the Face 
Of any Man, bur of a Publick Ruin : 
His Count'nance was a Civil VVar it ſelf; 
And all his Hoſt had ſtanding in their Looks 
The Palenefs of the Death that was to come. 
Yer cried they our like Vulcures, and urg'd on, 
As if they would precipitate our Fates. 
Nor ſtaid we longer tor 'em : Bur himſelf 
Struck the firſt Stroke 3 and with ir fled a Life, 
Which cur, it ſeem'd a narrow Neck ot Land 
Had broke between two mighty Seas, and either 
Flow'd into other ; for ſo did the Slaugheer : 
Aud whirl'd about, as when two violent Tides 
Meet, and not yield. The Furies {tuod on Hills, 
Circling the Place, and crembled to fee Men 
Do more than they ; whilſt Piery left the Field, 
Griev'd for that Side, that in ſo bad a Cauſe 
They knew not what a Crime their Valour was. 
The Sun ſtood ſtill, and was, bchind che Cloud 
The Bartel made, ſeen ſweating, to drive up 
His frighted Horte,whom ſtill the Noiſe drove backward. 
And now had herce Enyo, like a Flame, 
Conſum'd all it could reach, and then it ſelf ; 
Had not the Fortune of the Commonwealth 
Come, Pallas-like, to every Reman thought. 
Which Carle {ceing, and that now his Troops 
Cover'd that Earth they had toughe on, with their Trunks, 
Ambitious of great Fame, to crown his 11], 
Collected all hisFury, and ran in 
(Arm'd with a Glory high as his Deſpair) 
Into our Battel, like a Lybian Lion 
Upon his Hunters, ſcorntul of our Weapons, 
Careleſs of Wounds, plucking down Lives about him, 
Till he had circled in himſelf wich Death : 
Then fell he coo, t* embrace it where it lay. 
And as it that Rebellion 'gainſt the Gods, 
Minerva holding forth Meduſa's Head, 
One of the Gyant-Brethren felt himſelf 
Grow Marble at the killing Sight, and now 
Almoſt made Stone, began t© inquire, what Flint, 
What Rock it was, that crept chrough all his Limbs, 
And, erg he could think more, was chat he fear'd ; 
So Catiline, at the ſight of Rome in us, 
Became his Tomb: Yet did his Look retain 
Some of his Fiercenels, and his Hands ſtill mov'd, 
As if he labour'd yet to graſp the State 
Wich thoſe Rebellious Pares. Car. A brave bad Death! 
Had this been honeſt now, and for his Country, 
As *ewas againſt it, who had cre fallen greater ! 

Cic. Honour'd Petrreiws, Rome, not I, muſt thank you. 
How modeſtly has he ſpoken of himlelt ! 

Cat. He did the more. 

Cic. Thanks to the immortal Gods, 
Romans, 1 now am paid for. all my Labours, 
My VVatchings, and my Dangers. Here conclude 
Your Praiſes, Triumphs, Honours, and Rewards, 
Decreed to me : Only the Memory 
Of this glad Day, it 1 may know it live 
VVithin your Thoughes,ſhall much affe& my Conſcience, 
VVhich I muſt always ſtudy betore Fame. 
Though both be good, the latter yet is worſt, 
And ever is ill got, without the firſt, 
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EPIGRAMS. 
BOOK I. 


The Author B. }- 


To the great Example of Honour, and Vertue , the moſt 
Noble V1/liam, Earl of Pembroke, Lord Chamberlain, &:. 


Fx LORD, 
\ A / Hile you cannot change your Merit, I dare not change your 1itle : It was 


that made it, and not TI. Under which Name, I here offer to your Lord- 

ſhip the ripeſt of my Studies, my Epigrams ; which, though they carry 
danger in the ſound, do not therefore ſeek your ſhelter ; For, when T made them, I had 
nothing in my Conſcience, to expreſſing of which I did need a Cypher. But, if I be 
fallen into thoſe Times, wherein, for the likeneſs of Vice, and Facts, every one thinks 
anothers it! Deeds objefed to him ;, and that in their ignorant and guilty Mouths, the 
common Voice is ( for their ſecurity ) Bewarc the Poct, confeſſing, therein, ſo much 
love to their Diſeaſes, as they would rather make a Party for them, than be either rid, 
or told of them : I muſt expe, at your Lordſhip s hand, the proteftion of Truth, and 
Liberty, while you are conſtant to your own Goodneſs. In thanks whereof, I return you 
the Honour of leading forth ſo many good, and great Names ( as my Verſes mention on 
the better part ) to their remembrance with Poſterity. Among t whom, if I have praiſed, 
unfortunately, any one, that doth not deſerve ; or, if all anſwer not, in all Numbers, 
the Pictures I have made of them : 1 hope it will be forgiven me, that they are no ill 
Pieces, though they be not like the Perſons. But I foreſee a nearer Fate to my Book 
than this, That the Vices therein will be own'd before the Vertues, ( though, there, 1 
have avoided all Particulars, as I have done Names) and ſome will be ſo ready to diſcredit 
me, as they will have the impudence to bely themſelves. For, if I meant them not, it 
is ſo. Nor, can I hope otherwiſe. For, why ſhould they remit any thing of their Riot 
their Pride, their Self-love, and other inherent Graces, to conſider Truth or Vertae ; 
but, with the Trade of the World, lend their long 'ars againſt Men they love not : And 
hold their dear Mountebank, or Jeſter, in far better Condition than all the Study, or 
Studiers of Humanity ? For ſuch, I world rather know them by their Viſards, ſtill, 
than they ſhould publiſh their Faces, at their peril, in my Theatre, where C AT O, 
if be liv d, might enter without ſcandal. 


Py your I ordihip's moſt fauthtull Honourer, 


BEN. FOHINSON. 
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EPIGRAMS 


I. 
To the Reatl: of 


Ray thee, take care, that tak'ſt my Book in hand, 
To read it well : that is, to underſtand, 


TL 
To my Book. 


T will be look'd for Book, when ſome bur ſee 
Thy Title, Epigrams, and nam'd of me, 

Thou ſhoul'd be bold, licentious, full of gall; 

Wormwood, and ſulphur, ſharp, and tooth'd withall, 
Become a petulant Thing, hurl Ink, and Wir 

As Mad-men Stones : not caring whom they hit. 
Deccive their Malice, who could wiſh it fo. 

And by thy wiſer Temper, let Men know 
Thon art not Covetous of leaſt Self-Fame, 

Made from the hazard of another's Shame. 
Much leſs, with leud, prophane, and beaſtly Phraſe, 

To catch the Worlds looſe Laughter, or vain Gaze. 
He that departs with his own Honeſty 

For vulgar Praiſe, doth it too dearly buy. 


ITI. 
my Bookſeller. 


Hou that mak*ſt Gain thy end, and wiſely well, 
Cal'ſt a Book good, or bad, as it doth ſell, 
Uſe mine ſo, too: I give thee leave. But crave 
For the lucks ſake, it thus much Favour have, 
To lye upon thy Stall, till it be ſought; 
Not offer'd, as it made Suit to be bought; 
Nor have my Title-lcaf on Poſts, or Walls, 
Or in Cleft-fticks, advanced to make Calls 
For Termers, or ſome Clerk-like Serving-man, (can, 
Who ſcarce can ſpell th* hard Names : whoſe Knight leſs 
If, withour theſe vile Arts, it will nor ſell, 
Send it to Bucklers-bury, there *ewill well. 


L'V. 


To King James, 


OW, belt of Kings, doſt thou a Scepter bear! 
How, beſt of Poets, doſt thou Laurel wear ! 

But ewo Things Rare, the Fates had in their ſtore, 

And gave thee both, to ſhew they could no more. 
For ſuch a Poct, while thy days were green, 

Thou werr, as chief of them are faid thavye been : 
And ſuch a Prince thou art we daily ſee, 

As chief of thole itill promiſe they will be. 
Whom ſhould my Muſe then fly to, but the beſt 

Of Kings for Grace ; of Poets for my Teſt? 


W. 
On the Tnion. 


Hen was there Contract better driven by Fate ? 
Or ceiebrated with more Truth of State ? 
Tie World the Temple was, the Priett a King, 
Tus ſpouled Pair rwo Realms, the Sca the Ring. 


| 


V I. 
To Alchymiſts. 


F all you boaſt of your great Art be true; 
Sure, willing Poverty lives moſt in you, 


VIL 
On the New FHot-houſe, 


Here lately harbour'd many a famous Whore, 
A purging Bill, now fix'd upon the Door, 
Tells you it is a Hot-houſe : Go it ma?, 
And ttill be a Whore-houſe. Tlrvare Synonyms, 


VIITL 
On a Robbery. 


Idzvay rob'd Duncote of Three hundred Pound, 
Ridway was ta'en, arraign'd, condemr'd to dies 
But, for this Money was a Courtier found, 
Beg'd Ridway's Pardon: Duncote, now, doth cry ; 
Rob'd both of Money, and the Laws relief ; 
The Courtier is become the greater Thief, 


. I X. 


To All, to whom 1 write. 


AY none, whoſe ſcatter'd Names honour my Book, 
For ſtrict Degrees, of Rank, or Title look :; 

'Tis *gainſt rhe Manners of an Epigram : 
And, I a Poet here, no Herald am. 


} 
To my Lord Ignorant. 


Hou call me Poer, as a term of Shame ? 
But I have my Revenge made, in thy Name. 


X I. 


On Something, that Walks Somewhere. 


T Court 1 met it, in Clothes brave enough, 
To be a Courtier; and looks grave enough, 

To ſeem a Stateſman: as I near it came, 

Ic made me a great Face, I askK'd the Name, 
A Lord, it cried, buried in Fleſh and B'ood, 

And ſuch from whom let no Man bope leaſt gond, 
For 1 will do none : and as little 11], 

For I will dare none. Good Lord, walk Dead tu. 


- 4 2 0 
On Lieatenant Shiſt. 


Q'f, here in Town, not meaneſt amongſt Squires, 
That haunt Pick: batch, Merſh Lamb! th, and 1 buteſryers, 
Keeps himſelf, with half a Man, and deirays 
The Charge of that State, with this Charm, God pays. 
By that one Spell he Lives, Eats, Drinks, Arrays 
Himſelf: his whole Revenue is, God pays, 
The quarter Day is come , the Hoſte!s ſays, 
She muſt have Money : he returns, God pays. 
The Taylor brings a Suit home ; het "flays, 
Looks cer the Bill, likes it : and fays, God pays. 
He ſteals to Ordinarys; there he plays 
At Dice bis borrowgd Monuy: which, God pays. 
Then 


CC — 
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| 


Then takes up freſh Commodiries, for Days , SY VIIL 
Signs to new Bonds, Forfeits : and crys, God pays. "— : 
That loſt, he keeps his Chamber, reads E//ays, To my mecr Engliſh Cenſurer. 
Takes Phyſick, rears the Papers : ſtill, Gcd pays. 
Or elſe by Water goes, and (0 to Plays; 
Calls for bis Stool, adorns the Stage : God pays. 
To every Cauſe he meets, this Voice he brayes : 
His only anſwer is to all, God pays. 
Not his poor Cocatrice but he betrays 
Thus : and for his Letchery, ſcores, God pays. 
Zut ſee! th? old Band hath ſerv'd him in his trim, 


O thee, my way in E2:grams ſeems new, 
When Loth it is the 0d way, and the true. 
Thou faiſt, that cannor be + for thou haſt ſeen 
Dave, and Werwer, and the beſt have been, 
&| And mine core nothing like, I hope fo. Yer, 
As theirs did with thee, mine might credit get - 
If thou ”ldſt but uſe thy Faith, as thou didſt then, 


[ im a ky Whore. She liath paid him. When thou wert wont admire, not cenſure Men. 
TCEY , pr'ythee believe ſtil}, and not judge lo fait, 
TY. Thy Faith is all the knowledge that thou haſt. 
To Dottor Empirich, X3X; 
RE On Sir Cod th umed. 
Hen Men a dangerous Diſeaſe did "ſcape, "oY Show wes 


Of old, they gave a Cock to + /culape : 
Let me give ewo ; that doubly am got free, 
From my Diſeaſe's danger, and from thee. 


| XX. 
XIV. 7o the ſame Sir Cod. 


Hat Cod can get no Widdow, yet a Knight, 
| (cent the Cauſe : He wocs with an ill Sprite. 


To William Camden. =_— 


expence inOdours is a moſt vain Sin, 
Except thou conldit, Sir Cod, wear them withit. 
Amden, moſt reverend Head, to whom I owe DENT 
All that 1 am in Arts, all that I know. XX. 
(How nothing*s that? ) to whom my Countrey owes 0n Reformed Gam fter. 
The great Renown, and Name wherewith ſhe goes. 


Than thee the Age ſees not that thing more grave, 
More high, more holy, that (he more would crave. | 
What Name, what Skill, what Faith haſt thou in Things: 
What Sight in ſearching the molt antique Springs ! 
What Weight, and what Authority in thy Speech ! 


Ord, how is Gaw'ſter charg'd ! his Hair cloſe cut! 
His Neck tenC'd round with Rutt! his Eyes halt ſhut! 
His Cloths two faſhions oft, and poor ! his Sword 
Forbid4* his Side : and nothing, but the Word 


Quick in his Lips! who hath chis wonder wrought ? 
Man ſcarce can make that doubt, but thou canſt teach. | The late tane baſtinado. So I choughr. 
Pardon free truth, and let thy modelty, What ſeveral ways Men to their calling have ! 
c Which conquers all, be once over-come by thee. The Bodies itripes, I ſec, the Soul may fave. 
Many of thine this better could, than [, FEE VED 
Bue for their Powers, accept my Piety, | ] XXITL 
_ , : On my firſt Daughter. 


Ere hes to each her Parents ruth, 
Mary, the Daughter of their youth : 
Yet all Heavens gifts, being Heavens due, 
It makes che Father, leſs, to rue. 


On Court-worm. 


} | 
LL Men are Worms : But this no Mari. In Silk \| 
Twas brought to Court firſt wrapr, and white a 


Where, afterwards, it grew a Butrer-fly : ( Milk; Þ-At fix Months end, ſhe parted hence 
Which was a Caterpiller. So *rwill dye. With fafety of her Innocence; 


Whoſe Soul Heavens Queen, ( whoſe Name ſhe bears) 
XVTI. In comfort of her Mothers Tears, 


Hath plac'd among her Virgin-train : 
Where, while that ſever*d doth remain, 
This Grave partakes the flcſhly Birth. 
Which cover lightly, gentle Earth. 


To Brain-hardy. 


Ardy, thy Brain is valiant, "tis confeſt; 
Thou more; that with it every day, dar'ſt jeſt 


Thy ſelf into freſh Brawls : when, calPd upon, XXIIL 
Scarce thy Weeks (wearing brings thee off, of one. 7o John Donne. 
$0, in ſhort time, th” art in arrearage grow 
Some hundred Quarrels, yet doſt thou fight none ; Omne, the delight of Phzbus, and each Mule, 
Nor need'(t thou.: for thoſe few, by Oath relealt, Who, to thy one, all other Brains refuſe ; 
Make good what thou dar'lt do in all the reſt. | Whole every work, of thy moſt early Wir, 
Keep thy ſelf there, and think thy value right; Came forth Example, and remains fo, yet : 
me He that dares damn himſelf, dares more than fight. Longer a knowing, than moſt Wits do live , 
oh And which no” atteCtion praile enough can give ! 
; XVII : To it, thy Language, Letters, Arts, beſt Life, 
zs Which might with half Mankind maintain a Strife ; 
To the Learned Critick. All which | mean to praiſe, and, yet, I would; \ 
Bur leave, becauſe I cannot as I ſhould: 
Ay others fear, fly, and traduce thy Name, : 
A F.. guilty Men do Magiſtrates : glad I, AALYV. 
at wiſh my Poems a legitimate Fame, LN 
Charge them, for Crown, to thy ſole cenſure hye. To the Paritament. 
And, bur a ſprig of Bayes given by thee, Here 's reafhn good, that you good Laws ſhould make ; 
hen Shall out-live Garlands, (toln trom the chaſt Tree | 


M-ns Manners nc%er were viler, for vour fake. 
Oo 2 XXV. On 
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- B Y & e 
On Sir Voluptuous Beaſt. 


\ \ 7 Hile Beaſt inſtrnts his fair, and innocent Wiſe, 
In the paſt Pleaſures of his ſenſual Life, 


Telling the motions of cach Petticoar, : 
And how his Ganimede mov'd, and how his Goar, 


And now, her ( hourly ) her own Cucquean makes, 
In varied Shapes, which for his Luſt ſhe rakes: 
Whar doth he elſe, but ſay, leave ro be Chalt, 
Juſt Wife, and, to change me, make Womans haſt. 


KXYAL 
On the ſame Beaſl. 


XX X10. 
On Banck the 7/ſurer. 
Anck feels no lameneſs of his knotty Gour, 
His Mony*s Travail for him, in and out : 


And though the ſoundeſt Legs go every day, 
He toilsto be at Hell, as ſoon as they. 


XX X IT. 
On Sir John Roe. 


WJ Ha two brave perils of the private Sword 
Could not efte&, nor all the Furies do, 
That ſelf-divided Belgia did attord ; 
What not the envy of the Seas reach'd too, 


An his Chaft Wife, though Beaſt now know no more, 
He *adulcers ſtill : his thoughts lye with a Whore. 


AAVIL 


On Sir John Roc. 


N place of Scutcheons, that ſhould deck thy Herſc, 
Take better Ornaments, my Trars, and Verſe. 


I 


If any Sword could fave from Fares, Roe's could ; | 


If any Ms/e out-live their ſpight, his can ; 
If any Friends Tears could Reitore, his would ; 
Wany Pious Lite ere lifted Man 
To Heaven ; his hath : O happy State! wherein 
We, fad for him, may glory, and not fin. 


XX VIII. 
Os Don Surly. 


On Surly, to aſpire the Glorious Name 
Of a great Man, and to be thought the ſame, 

Makes ſerious uſe of all great Trade he knows. 

He ſpeaks to Men with @ Rhmocerote's Noſe, 
Which he thinks great; and fo reads Verſes, too : 

And thar is done, as he ſaw rreat Men do. 
H' has Tympanies of buſineſs, in his Face, 

And, can forget Mens Names, with a great Grace. 
He will both Argue, and D:\covrſe in Oarhs, 

Both which are great. And laugh at ill made Cloaths ; 
Thar's greater, yet : to cry his own up neat. 

He doth, at Meals, alone iis Pheaſant ear, 
Which is main greatneſs. And, at his ſtill Board, 

He drinks to no Man : that's, tor, like a Lord. 
He keeps anothers Wife, which is a ſpice 

Of ſvlemn greatnels. And he darcs, at Dice, 
Blaſpheme God, greatly. Or ſome poor Hind bear, 

That breathesin his Dogs way : and this is grear. 
Nay more, for greatncſs fake, he will be one 

May hear my Eprgrams, bit like of none. 
Surly, uſe other Arts, theſe only can 

Stile thee a molt great Fool, but no great Man. 


> Þ Þ, 
To $'r Annual Tilter. | 


Ilter, the moſt may* admire thee, though not] : 
And thou, right guilcleis, may'lt plead to it, 
For thy late ſharp device. |! ſay tis fit 
All Brains, at rimes of Triumph, ſhould run Wit. 
For then our Water-Conduits do run Wine; 
But that's put in, thou'le ſay. Why, fo is thine, 


X AX A. 
70 Perſon Guilty. 
Far be wiſe; and though thou know'ſt the Crimes 
Be thine, I tax, yet do not own my Rhimes : 


Twere madnels in thee, to betray thy Fame, 
And Perſon to the World; ere | thy Name, 


why ! 


The cold of Moſco, and far Iriſh Air, 
His often change of clime (though not of mind) 
What cold not work ; at home in his repair 
Was his bleſt fare, bur our hard lot to find. 
Which ſhews, where evcr Death doth pleaſe Vappear, 
Seas, Serenes, Swords, Shot, Sicknels, all are there. 


X X XIIL. 
To the Same. 


er” not offend thee with a vain Tear more, 
Glad-mention'd Roe : thou art but gone before, 
Whither the World muſt follow. And I, now, 
Breathe to expect my when, and make my how. 
Which if moſt gracious Heaven grant like thine, 
Who wets my Grave, can be no Friend ot mine. 


- # % 4h, # 
Of Death. 


that fears Death, or mourrs it, inthe juſt, 
Shews of the Reſurrection little cruſt. 


XXXV. 
To King James. 


Ho would not be thy Subject, James, robay 
A Prince,that Rulcs by*example, more than ſway ? 

Whoſe Manners draw, more thanthy Powers conſtrain. 

And in this ſhort time of ty Happieſt Reign, 
Haſt purg'd thy Realms, as we have now no cauſe 

Lefr us of fear, bur firit our Crimes, then Laws. 
Like Aids *gainſt Treaſons who hath found betore ? 

And then in themm, how could we know God more ? 
Firſt thou Preſerved wert, our King to be, 

And ſince; the whole Land was Prelery'd for thee. 

XXX VI. 
To the Ghoſt of Martial, 


Artial, thou gav*t far nobler Fpigrams 
To thy Domntian, than I can my Fames: 
Burt in my Royal Subject I paſs thee, 
Thou flattercd'lt thine, mine cannot flatter'd be. 


| XXXVII. 
On Chev'rill the Lawyer. 
O Cauſe, nor Client fat, will Che/rill leeſe, 
Bur as they come, on both ſides be rakes Fees, 


And pleaſeth both. For while he melts his Greaſe 
For this: that wins, for whom he holds bis Peace. 


XXXVIIL 
To Perſon Guilty. 


_. becauſe I bad you late be wiſe, 
And to conceal your Ulcers, did adviſe, 
You laugh when you are touct'd, and long before 
Any Man elſe, you clap your hands, and roar, 


HE 
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And cry good ! good ! This quite pervetrs iny Senſe, 
And lyes fo far from Wir, *tis Impudence. 
Believe it Gualty, if you loſe your Shame, 
I'll loſe my Modelty, and tell your Name 


> © 4 - = 
O» 01d Colr. 


R all Night-ſins, with other Wives unknown, 
Colt, now doth daily Penance in his own. 


A L. 
0 Margaret Ratcliffe, 


M Arble weep, for thou do'ſt cover 
A dead Beauty underneath thee, 

R ich as Nature could bequeath thee : 
G rant then, no rude Hand remove her. 
A Il the Gazers on the Skies 

R ead not in fair Heavens Story, 

E xpreller Truth, or truer Glory. 

T han they might in her bright Eyes. 


R are as Wonder was her Wit : 

A nd like Nettar ever flowing : 

T ill Time, ſtrong by her beſtowing, 
C onquer'd hath both Life and it. 

L ife whoſe Grief was out of faſhion; 
I n theſe Times few fo have rd 

F ate in a Brother. To conclude, 

F or Wit, Feature, and crue Paſſion, 
E ath, thou haſt not ſuch another. 


X LI. 
On Gipe. 


GY New Baud, is turn'd Phyſitian, 

And gets more Gold than all the College can : 
Such ber quaint Practice 1s, fo it allures, 

For what ſhe gave a Whore, a Baud ſhe cures. 


LIE 
On Giles and Jone. 


VVY9P ſays that Giles and Fone at Diſcord be? 
Tt? obſerving Neighbours no ſuch mood can 
Indeed, poor Gules repents he Married ever. (ſee. 
But that his fone doth too. And Giles would never, 
By his Free-will, be in Foes Company. 
No more would Fore he ſhould. Giles riſeth Early, 
And having got him out of Doors is Glad. 
The like is Fone. But turning Home is fad. 
And fo is fone. Oft times when Giles doth find 
Harſh Fights at home, Giles wiſheth he were Blind. 
All this doth Fove. Or that his long-yearn'd Life 
Were quite out-ſpun. The like wiſh hath his Wife: 
The Children that he keeps, Giles ſwears are none 
Of his begetting. And fo ſwears his Fore. 
In all AtteCtions ſhe concurreth till, 
If now, with Man and Wife, to will, and nill 
The ſelf-.Game Things, a note of Concord be : 
I know no Couple better can agree ! ; 


% L335 
To Robert Earl of Salisbury. 
VE need haſt thou of me ? Or, of my Muſe? 
; Whoſe Actions ſo themſelves do celebrate ? 
Which ſhould thy Countries Love to ſpeak refuſe, 
Her Foes enough would Fame thee in their Hate. 


| 


Tofore, great Men were glad of Poers : 
I, mt the worſt, am Covetous of thee. 

Yet dare not to my thought leaſt hope al.ow 
Of adding to thy Fame; thine may 'o me, 
When in my Book men read but Cecs's Name, 
And what I writ thereot fhnd far, ard fic 
From fervile Flattery ( common Peers ſham } 

As thou ftand'lt clear of the neceſlity. 


A LT 
0: Chufte, Banks the Tſurer's Kinſman. 


(77, lately rich in Name, in Chattels, Goods, 
And rich in liſlue to inherit all, 

Ecr Blacks were bought for his own Funeral, 
Saw all his Race approach the blacker Flouds : 

He meant they thithcr ſhould make ſwift repair, 

When he made hm Executor, might be Heir. 


ALV: 
On my Firſt Sox. 
i _—_ thon Child of my Right-hand, and Joy ; 
My Sin was too much hope of thee, lov'd Boy, 
Seven Years tho'werrt lent co me, and [ thee pay, 
Exacted by thy Fate on the juſt Dav. 
O, could I loſe all Father, now. For why, 
Will Man lament the ſtate he ſhould envy ? 
To have fo ſoon ſcap'd Worlds, and Flethes rage, 
And, if no other Miſery, yet Age? 
Reit in ſoft Peace, and ask*d, fay here doth lie 
Ben. fohbn/on his beſt Piece of Poetry. 


For whoſe fake, henceforth all his Vows be ſuch, 
As what he loves may never like too much. 


>} Ya 
To Sir Luckleſs Woo-all. 


S this the Sir, who ſome waſteWife to win, 
A Knight-hood bought, to go a Wooing in? 
Tis Luckie/s he, that rook up one on Band 
To pay at's day of Marriage. By my hand 
The Knight-wright's cheated then : he'll never pay, 
Yes, now he wears his Knighthood every day. 


XLVYVITE 


To the Same. 


Ir Luckle/s, trotl, for Lucks fake paſs by one ; 
He that wooes every Widow, will get none. 


XLVIETEL 
On Mungril Eſquire. 


IS bought Arms Mung* not lik'd ; for his firſt Day 
Of bearing them in Field, he threw *<m away : 
And hath no Honour loſt our DueWiſts (ay. 


*X LIM 
To Playwright. 


Lay-wright me reads, and ſtill my Verſes damns, 
He ſays 1 want the Tongue of Epigrams ; 
| have no Salt: no Baudry he doth mean; 
For Witty, in his language, is obſcene. 
Play-wright, | loath to have thy Manners known 
In my chaſt Book : profeſs them in thine own. 


| 
7o Sir Cod. 


Eave Coe, Tabacco-like, burnt Gumms to take, 
Or fumy Clyſters, thy moiſt Lungs to bake: 


| 


Arſenike would Thee fit for Society make. 
LI 
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DES con ore ep 


KEE 
To Vir James. 
Upon the happy falſe Rumour of his Death, the Two 
and Twentieth Day of March, 1607. 
Hat we thy loſs might know, and thou our love, 
I Great Heaven did well, to give ill Fame free Wing ; 
Which though it did but Panick Terrour prove, 
Ard far beneath leaſt pauſe of ſuch a Kang, 
Yer give thy jealous SubjeCts leave to doubt: 
Who this thy ſcape from Rumovr Gratulate 
No lefs than if from Peril, and Devout 
Do beg thy Care unto thy Atrer-ſtate. 


For we, that have our Eyes ſtill in our Ears, 
Look not upen thy Dangers, but our Fears. 


ELL 
7o Cenſorious Courtling, 


{ger | rather thou ſhould'it utterly 
Diipraiſe my Work, than Praiſe it Froſtily : 
When 1 am Read, thou fair'ſt a weak Applauſe, 
As if thou wert my Friend, but lack*dit a Cauſe. 
This but thy Judgment fools : the other way 
Would both thy Folly, and thy Spite betray, 


LIL. 
7o Old-end Gatherer. 


[| Ong-gathering O/d-end, I did fear the wiſe, 
-— When having pilPd a Book which no Man buys, 
Thon wert content the Author's Name to looſe: 

But when ( in Place ) thou diait the Patrons chooſe, 
It was as if thou printed had'it an Oath, 

Toxgive the World allurance thon wert both ; 
And that, as Prritanes at Baptiſm do, 

Thou art the Father, and the Witneſs too. 
For, but thy ſelf, where out of Moerly's he 

Could fave that line to dedicate to thee ? 


SET, 
0a Chev'ril. 


Inns crys out, my Verſes Libels are ; 
And threatens the Star-chamber, and the Bar. 

What are thy Perulant Pleadings, Cher”ri!, then, 
That quir'it the Cauſe fo ofr, and raylit at Men? 


4, M 
To Francis Beaumont. 


Ow 1 do love thee Beaumont, and thy Muſe, 
That unto me doſt ſuch Religion uſe ! 
How I do fear my ſelf, that am not worth 
The leaſt indulgent thought thy Pen drops forth: 
At once thou mak'it me happy, and unmak'it; 
And giving largly ro me, more thou tak*lt. 
What Fate 1s mine, that {© it felt bereaves ? 
What Art is thine, that ſo thy Friend deceives ? 
When even there, where molt thou praiſeſt mc, 
For Writing better, 1 mult envy thee. 


LV 
On Poet- Ape. 


| B Peet- 7c, that would be thought our Chief, 
Whote Works arc cen the frippery of Wir, 
From brocag? is become fo bold a Thiet, 
As we, the rob'd, leave rage, ard pitty it. 
At firit he made low ſhitrs, wonld Pick and Glean, 
By the Reverſion of Od Plays; now grown 
T4 littie Wea'ith, and Credit in the Scene, 
He rokcs up a'!, makes each Mans wit his own. 


And, told of this, he fhghrs ir. Tur, ſuch Crimes 
The ſluggiſh gaping Auditour devours; 
He marks not whoſe *rwas firit : and Afﬀecr-times 
May judg it to be his, as wcll as ours. 
Fool, as if kalf Eyes will not know a Fleece 
From Locks of Wooll, or Shreds from the whole Piece - 


LVIT. 
On Baudes, and Uſurers. 


as their ends, their Fruits were fo the ſame, 
Baudry?, and Uſury were one kind of Game. 


LVTIIL. 
7o Groome Ideor. 


Deor, laſt Night, 1 pray*d thee but forbear 
To read my Verſes ; now | muſt to hear : 

For oftring, with thy Smiles, my Wit to grace, 

Thy Ignorance ſtill Laughs in the wrong place. 
And ſo my ſharpneſs thou no leſs diſjoynts, 

Than thou did'lt late my Senſe, loofing my points. 
So have 1 ſeen at Chriſtmaſs Sports, one loſt, 

And, hood-wink'd, for a Man embrace a Poſt, 


LIK 
On Sores. 


Pies, you are Lights in State, but of baſe Stuff, 
Who,when yowhave burnt your ſelvesdownto the Snuff, 
Stink, and are thrown away. End fair enough. 


L X. 
To William Lord Mounteagle. 


7 what my Country ſhould have done ( have rais'd 
An Obelisk, or Column to thy Name, 
Or, if ſhe would but modeſtly have prais'd 
Thy Fact, in Braſs or Marble Writ the fame ) 
[, that am glad of thy great Chance, here do ! 
And Proud, my Work ſhall out-laſt common Deeds; 
Durſt think it great, and worthy wonder too, 
Bur thine, for which 1 door, ſo much exceeds ! 
My Conntrys Parents I have many known ; 
Bur Saver of my Country thee alone. 


L XI. 
To Fool, or Knave. 


[ 


Hy Praiſe, or Diſpraiſe is to me alike; 
One doth not Stroke me, nor the other Strike, 


LXII. 


To Fine Lady Would-be. 


| Madam Woxld-be, wherefore fhould you fear, 
That Love to make fo well, a Child to bear ? 
The World reputes you Barren : but I know 
Your *pothecary, and his Qrug fays no. 
Is it the Pain atftrights? chats ſoon forgot. 
Or your Complexions loſs ? you have a Por, 
That can reſtore chat. Will it hurt your Feature ? 
To make amends yoare thought a wholeſome Creature. 
What ſhould the cauſe be ? Oh, you live at Court : 
And there's both loſs of Time, and loſs of Sport 
In a great Belly, Write, then on thy Womb ; 
Of the not Born, yet Buricd, herc's the Tomb. 


LXIIT. 
To Robert Earl of Salisbury. 


Wi canconſider thy right Courſe's run, 
With what thy Vertue on the Times hath won, 
And not thy Fortune ; who can clearly ſee 
The Judgment of the King (o ſhine in thee ; 
And 


And that thou ſeeKit reward of thy each acts 
Not from the publick voice, bur private fact; 
Who can behold all Envy fo declin'd 
By conſtant ſuffering of thy equal mind; 
And can to theſe be ſilent, Salrsbury, 
Without his, thine, and all times Injury ? 
Curſt be his Muſe, that could lye dumb, or hid 
To ſo true worth, though thou thy ſelf forbid. 


LAS 
To the Same. 


pon the Acceſſion of the Treaſurerſhip to him. 


Or glad, like thoſe that have new Hopes, or Suits, 
With thy new Place, bring I theſe early Fruits 

Of Love, and what the Golden Age did hold 

A Treaſure, Art : Condemr'd in th? Aye of Gold. 
Nor glad as thoſe, that old dependents be, 

To ſee thy Father's Rites new laid on thee. 
Nor glad for Faſhion. Nor to ſhew a Fir 

Of flattery to thy Titles. Nor of Wir. 
But 1 am glad to ſee that Time Survive, 

Where Merit is not Sepulcher'd alive. 
Where good Mens Virtues them to Honours bring, 

And not to dangers. When (o wiſe a King 
Contends Chave Worth enjoy, from his regard, 

As her own Conſcience, ſtill, the ſame reward. 
Theſe ( Nobleſt Cecil) labour'd in my thought, 

Wherein what wonder ſee thy Name hath brought ? 
That whil'it I meant but thine to gratulate, 

Phave Sung the greater Fortunes of our State. 


LXV. 
To my Muſe. 


AT and leave me, thou thing moſt abhor'd 
Thar halt betray*d me to a worthleſs Lord ; 
Made me commit molt firce Idolatry 
To a great Image through thy Luxury. 
Be thy next Maſters more unlucky Muſe, 
And, as thowhalſt mine, his Hours, and Youth abuſe. 
Ger him the Times long grudg, the Courts ill will; 
And ReconciPd, keep him Suſpected ſtill. 
Make him loſe all his Friends; and, which is worſe, 
Almoit all ways, to any better courſe. 
With me thou leav*ſt an happier Muſe than thee, 
And which thou brought'ſt me, welcome Poverty. 
She ſhall inſtrutt my Afcer-thoughts to write 
Things manly, and not ſmelling Paraſite. 
But I repent me : Stay. Who &re is rais'd, 
For worth he has not, He is tax'd, not praig'd. 


LXVI. 
To Sir Henry Cary. 


Hat neither Fame, nor Love might wanting be 
_ To greatnets, Cary, I ſmg that, and thee. 
Whoſe Houſe, if it no other Honour had, 
In only thec, might be both grear, and glad. 
Who, to upbraid the Sloth of this our Time, 
Durit Valour make, almoſt, but not a Crime. 
Which Deed 1 know not, whether were more higl!, 
Or, thou morc happy, it to Juſtify 
Againit thy Fortune : when no Foe, that Day, 
Could conquer thee, but chance, who did betray. 
Love thy great loſs, which a Renown hath won, 


Eprgroms. 
— 


LXVIL 
7o Thomas Ear! of SufF lk. 


"Or Men have left to do praiſe-worthy Things, | 
Moſt think all Praiſes ttarteries. Bur Truth brirgs 
That Sound, and thar Authority with her Name, 


Ir nent 


As, to be raigd by her, is only Fame. 
Stand high, ther, Hward, high in Eves of Men, 
High in thy B ood, thy Placz; but higheſt then, 
When, in Mens wiſhes, 'o thy Virtnes wrought, 
As all thy Honours were by them ficlt ſought : 
And thou defigi'd to be the ſame thou arr, 
Before thou wert it, in each good Mar's Hearr. 
Which, by no lefs Confirmed, than thy King's Choice, 
Proves, that is God's, which was the Peoples Voice. 


LXVIIL. 
Oz Play-wright. 


Lay wright eonvict off publick Wrongs to Men, 
Takes private Beatings, and begins again. 
Two kinds of Valour he doth ſhew ar Ones : 
Active ir*s Brain, and Paſlive in his Bones. 


LXIX 
7o Pertinax Cob. 


Os, thou nor Souldier, Thief, nor Fencer arr, 
Yet by thy Weapon iv'it; Tifhaſt one good Parr; 


LAM 
| To Willlam Roe. 


Hen Nature bids us leave to Live tis late 
Then to begin, my Roe. He makes a tate 

In Life, that can employ it ; and rakes bold 

On the true Cauſes, ere they grow roo O!d. 
Delay is bad, Doubt worſe, Deperding worſt ; 

Each beſt Day of our Life eſcapes us, firſt. 
Then, fince we ( more than many ) theie Truths know; 

Though Life be ſhort, let us not make ir ſo, 


LAX AS 
On Court-Parrat, 


pluck down mine, Poll ſets up new Wits ſtill, 
Still, *cis his luck to praiſe me *gainſt his will, 


LA ES 
To Court-ling. 


Grieve not, Court-ling, thou art ſtarted up 
A Chamber-Critick, and doth Dine, and Sup 
| At Madams Table, where thou mak'ft all Wir 
| Go high, or low, as thou wilt valu* it. 
;*Tis not thy Judgment breeds the Prejdice, ' 
| Thy Perton only, Court-ling is the Vice. 


LXXIIL 
| To Fine Grand. 
| WW Ht isr, fine Grand, makes thee my Friendſhip fly, 
| -, Or take an Epigram (© fearfully : 


| Ag were a Challenge, or a Borrower's Letter ? 
| The World muſt know your greatneſs is my Debter. 


* 1o Live when Broeck not Stands, nor Roor doth Run. | [n-prom:s, Grand, You owe me for a Jeit; 


Love Honours, which of beſt Example be, 
When they coſt deareſt, and are done molt free. 
Though every Fortitude deſerves Applauſe, 
It may b- much, or little, in the Cauſe, 
He's valianCit, that dares Fight, and not for Pay ; 
That Vertuous is, when the Reward's away. 


* The Caſtle and River near where he was taken, 


| lent you, on meer acqtizaintance, at a Feaſt. 
hem, a Tale or two, ſome Fortnight after ; 
That yet maintains you, and your Houſe in Laughter, 
rem, the Babylomian Song vou Sirg ; 
Item, a fair Greek Poly for a Ring: 
| With which a Learned Madam you bely. 
hem, a Charm furrounding farfully, 
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\ our prizeper-pale Picture, one half drawn 
In ſolemn Cyphers, the other cob-web Lawn. 
7592, a gulling Impreſe for you, at Tilt. 

lem vour Miſtreſs Anagram, 'vour Hilt. 

-222, Vour own, ſew'd in your Miltreſs Smock, 


4 % 


lems, an Epraph on my Lord's Coct:, 


Than had 1 made *cm good, to fit your vain. 
Forty Things more, dcar Grand, Which you know true, 
For which, or pay me quickly, or PII pay you, 
f LALLY. 
To Thomas Lerd Chancelor. 
JV Hrk thy weiglnd Judgments, Egerton, I hear, 
And know thee, then, a Judge, not of one Year ; 
Whil' 1 behold thee live with pureſt Hands ; 
That no AﬀeCtion in thy Voice commands ; 
That till th*art preſent to the better Cauſe ; 
And no leſs Wiſe, than Skilful in the Laws ; 
WhiPſt thou art certain to thy Words, once gone, 
As is thy Conſcience, which is always one : 
The Virgin, long fince fied from Earth 1 ſee, 
Tour times return'd, hath made her Heaven in thee. 


*> Þ % 
On Lippe the Teacher. 


[| Cannot think there's that Antipat'iy 

"Twixt Puritans and Playere, as ſome cry ; 
Thongh Lippe at Pau!s, ran from his Text away, 
T'inveigh *gainſt Plays : what did he then bur play ? 


LXXVI. 
On Lucy Counteſs of Bedford. 


TH Morning, timely rapt with holy Fire, 
I thought to form unto my zealous Muſe, 
What kind of Creature I could moſt delire, 
To Honour, Serve, and Love; as Poet; uſe. 
I meant to make her Fair, and Free, and Wiſe, 
Of greateſt Blood, and yet more good than Great, 
I meant the Day-!tar ſhould not brighter riſe, 
or lend like Intluence from his lucent Sear. 
I meant ſhe ſhould be Courteons, Facile, Sweet, 
Hating that ſolemn Vice of Greatneſs, Pride ; 
I mcant each foftelt Vertue, there ſhould meet, 
* Fit in that ſofter Boſom to reſide. 
Only a Learned, and a Manly Soul 
[ purpos'd her ; that ſhould, with even powers, 
The Rock, the Spindle, and the Sheers controul 
Of Deſtiny, and ſpin her own free hours. 
Such when 1 meant to fain, and wiſh'd to {ce, 
My Aluſe bad, Bedford write, and that was ſhe. 
LANNY Ih 
To One that deſired me not ! 
E ſafe, nor fear thy ſelf fo good a Fame, 
That any way, my Book thould ſpeak thy Name : 
For, it thou ſhame, rank d with my Friends, to vo, 
Fam more aſham to have thee thought my Fu. 


CANMTIHIL 
To Horncr. 
He thou hat thy Wife dre!t for the Stall, 


To gcraw tice Cuſtom : but her ſelf gets all. 


' / 
J N AH7e / 717. 


LA ALA. 
70 Elizabeth Co:mteſs of Rutland, 
| Har Prers are far rarer Births than Kings, 
Your Nobleſt Father prov'd : like whom, before, 
(Or tan, or {t13ce, about our Afzes [prings, 
CG.MY not tht Son] exhauſted to their fore. 


Ep1 Trams. 


| Hence was it, that the Deſtmes decreed 


— 


—_ — — _ 


1 (Save that moſt maſculine liſte of his Brain) 
No Male unto him : who could fo exceed 
Nature, they thought, in all, that he would fain, 
Art which, ſhe happily diſpleas'd, made you : 
Oa whom, if he were living now, to look, 
He ſhould thoſe rare, and abſolute Numbers view, 
As he would burn, or better far his Book. 


LXX MX. 
Of Life and Death. 


THE ports of Death are Sins ; of Life, good Decds; 
Through which, our Merit leads us to our Mceds. 
How wilful Blind is he then, that ſhould ſtray, 
And hath it, in his Powers, to make his way ! 
This World Deaths Region is, the other Lifes : 
And here, it ſhould be one of our firſt ſtrites, 
So to front Death, as Men might judge us paſt ic. 
For good Men but ſee Death, che wicked taſt it. 


LXX XI. 
| To Proule the Plagiary. 


Orbear to tempt me Proule, I will not ſhow 
A Line unto thee, till the World it know ; 
Or that Phave by two good ſufficient Men, 
To be the wealthy Witneſs of my Pen : 
For all thou heart, thou ſwear'ſt thy ſelf didſt do. 
Thy Wir lives by it, Proule, and Bclly too. 
Which, if thou leave not ſoon ( though 1 am loth ) 
| mult a Libcl make, and cozen both. 


LXXXITI. 
On Caſhier d Captain Surly. 


Urlys Old Whore in her New Silks doth ſwim : 
He caſt, yet keeps her well! No, ſhe keeps him; 


LXXXIIIT, 
To a Friend. 


put out the word, Whore, thou do'ſt me wo, 
Ibroughout my Book. 'Troth put out Woman too. 


LXXAXIV. 
7o Lucy Counteſs of Bedford. 


4 adam, I cold you late, how I repented, 

$ I ask*d a Lord a Buck, and he denied me ; 

| And, &er I could ask you, I was prevented: *' 
For your moſt Noble Otter had ſupplied me. 

Streight went I home ; and there moſt like a Poer, 
| fancied to my ſelf, what Wine, what Wit _ 

I would have ſpent : how every Muſe ſhould know it, 
And Phebus-ſelf ſhould be at eating it. 

O Madam, if your grant did thus transfer me, 
Make it your Gift. See Whither chat will bear me 


LXXXV. 
To Sir Henry Goodyere. 


| Oodyere, Pm glad, and grateful to report, 
| My (elf a Witnefs of thy few days ſport: 
| Where I both learr'd, why wiſe-men Hawking fo!low, 
| And why that Bird was ſacred to Apollo, 
| She doth inſtruct men by her gallant flighr, 
T.ar they ro Knowledge to ſhould tour upright, 
And never ftoop, but to itrike Ignorance : 
Which if they miſs, yer they ſhouid re-advance 
To t©:mer height, and therein Circle tarry, 
| Til hey be ſure ro make the Fool their Quarry. 
| Now, in whoſe Pleaſures I have this diſcerned, 
| What would his ſerious Aftions me have learned ! 
LXXX\VI. 


To 


| 
| 


$ 


- Or had his Father, when he did him ger, 


Fpigrams. 
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LXXXVI. 
To the Same. 
Hen 1 wonld know thee Goodyere,my thought looks 


Upon thy well-made choice of Friends,and Books; | Ny 
| And it is hop'd, that ſhe, like Mao, will 


Then do I love thee, and behold thy ends | 
In making thy Friends Books, and thy Books Friends: | 

Now, I mult give thy life, and decd, the voice | 
Attending ſuch a ſtudy, ſuch a choice. 

Where, thougtvt be love, that'to thy praiſe doth move, | 
It was a knowledge, that begat thar love. | 


LXXXVIT. 
On Captain Hazard, the Cheater. 


Ouch'd with the Sin of Falſe-play, in his Punck, 
Hazard a month forſwore his ; and grew drunk, 
Each night, to drown his Cares : But when the gain 
Of what ſhe had wrought came in,and wak'd his brain, 
Upon thaccompr, hers grew the quicker trade. 
Since when, he's ſober again, and all play's made. 


LXXXVIIL. 
On Engliſh Mounſteur. 


WW 9. you believe, when you this Mounſieur fee, | 
That his whole budy ſhould ſpeak French, not he ? | 
That ſo much ſcarf of France, and hat, and feather, 
And ſhoe, and tye, and garter, ſhould come hether, 
And land on one, whoſe face durit never be 
Toward the Seca, farther than half way Tree ? 
That he, untravelld, ſhould be French ſo much, 
As French-men in his Company, ſhould ſcem Dutch ? 


The French Diſeaſe, with which he labours yet? 
Or hung ſome Maunſieur's Pifture on the Wall, 

By which his Dam conceiv*d him clothes and all ? 
Or is it ſome French Statue ? No : *'T doth move, 

And ſtoop, and cringe. O then, it needs muſt prove 
The new Frencb-Taylor's motion, monthly made, 

Daily to turn in Paws, and help the trade, 


LAXATR 
7o Edward Allen. 


F Rome (© great, and in her wiſeſt Age, 
Fear*'d not to boaſt the Glories of her Stage, 

As $skilful Roſcizs, and grave «£/op, Men, 

Yet crowr'd with Honors, as with Riches, then ; 
Who had no leſs a Trumpet of their Name, 

Than Cicero, whoſe every Breath was Fame: 
How can ſo-great Example dye in me, 

That Allen, 1 ſhould pauſe to publiſh thee ? 
Who both their Graces in thy ſelf haſt more 

Our-ſtript, than they did all thar went before : 
And preſent worth in all doſt ſo contract, 

As others ſpeak, but only thou doſt act. 
Wear this renown. Tis juſt, that who did give 

So many Poers Life, by one ſhould live. 


Iluftrious Vere, or Herace ; fit to be 


X C. 
On Mill, my Ladies Woman, 


Hen Mill firſt came to Court, the unprofiting Fool, 
Unworthy ch a Miſtreſs, ſuch a School, 

Was dull, and long, er2 ſhe would go to Man : 

Ar laſt, eaſe, appetite, and cxample wan 
Th- nicer Thing to taſte her Ladies Page ; 

And, finding good ſecurity in his Age, 
Went on : and proving him ſtill, day by day, 

Di c.rm'd no difterence of his years, or play. 
Not though that Hai: grew brown,which once was amber, 


And be grown Youth, was calPd to his Ladies Chamber, 


Still A4z4 contimrd: Nay, his Face growing worſe, 
And he remov'd to Gent'man of the Horte, 

Mz: was the ſame. Since, both his Body and Face 
Blown up ; and he (too unwieldy tor that Place ) 

Hath got the Steward”s Chair ; he will not tarry 
Longer a day, but with his A4:7 will marry. 


Firſt bearing him a Calf, bear him a Bull. 
X CI. 
To Sir Horace Vere. 


Hich of thy Names I take, not only bears 


A Roman Sound, but Roman Vertue wears, 


Sung by a Horace, or a Muſe as free ; 
Which thou arr to thy ſelf ; whoſe Fame was won 
In tleye of Europe, where thy Deeds were done, 
When on thy Trumpet ſhe did ſound a blaſt, 
Whoſe relliſh to Erernity ſhall laſt. 
| leave thy Acts, which ſhould 1 proſecute | 
Throughout, might Flatt'ry ſeem ; and to be mute 
To any one, were Envy : which would live 
Againit my Grave, and Time could not forgive. 
I ſpeak thy other Graces, nor lefs ſhown, 
Nor leſs in praQtice ; bur leis mark'd, leſs known : 
Humanity, and Piety, which are 
As ncblc in great Chiefs, as they are rare ; 
And beſt become the valiant Man to wear, 
Who more ſhould feck Mens reverence, than fear. 


X Ci 
The New Cry. " 


Re Cherries ripe, and Straw-berries be gon, 
Unto the Crys of London Pll add one ; 
Ripe Stateſmen, ripe : They grow in every Street ; 
Ar ſix and twenty, ripe. You ſhall *em meer, 
And have *em yield no favour, but of State. | 
Ripe are their Ruffs, their Cufts, their Beards, their Gate; 
And Grave as ripe, like mellow as their Faces. 
They know the States of Chriftendom, not the Places : 
Yet have they ſeen the Maps, and bought*em too, 
And underitand *em, as moſt Chapmen do. 
The Counſels, Projects, Praftices they know, 
And what-each Prince doth for Intelligence owe, 
And unto whom : They are the Almanacks | 
For Twelve Years yet to come, what each Scate lacks: 
They carry in their Pockets Tacitas, 
And the Gazerti, or Gallo-Belgicus : 
And talk reſerv'd, lock'd up, and full of fear, 
Nay, ask you, how the Day goes in your Ear: 
Keep a Star-Chamber Sentence cloſe, Twelve Days : 
And whiſper what a Proclamation ſays. 
They meer in Sixes, and at every Mart, 
Are ſurc to con? the Catalogue by heart ; 
Or, cvery Day, ſome one at Rimee's looks, 
Or Bills, and there he buys the Names of Books. 
They all get Porta, for the ſundry ways 
To write in Cypher, and the ſeveral Keys, 
To ope the Charatter. They've found the ſlight 
With Juice of Limons, Onions, Piſs, to write 
To break up Seals, and cloſe **m. And they know, 
, If che Srares make Peace, how it will go 
With England. All forbidden Books they get. 
And of the Powder-Plot, they will talk yer. 
At naming the French King, their Heads they ſhake, 
And at the Pope, and Spain ſlight Faces make. 
Or *gainſt che Biſhops, for the Brethren, rail, 
Much like thoſe Brethren ; thinking to prevail 
With ignorance on us, as they have done 
On them : And therefore do not only ſhun 
Others more modeſt, bur contemn us too, 
That know not ſo much State, wrong, as they do. 
P XCIIL Ts 
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Fpi Frams. 


1 X C11. 
To Sir John Radclifle, 


[| Ow like a Column, Radcliffe, left alone 
For the great mark of Virtue, thoſg being gone 
Who did, alike with thee, thy Houſe up-btar, 
Standit thou, to ſhew the Times what you all were ? 
Two bravely i the Battle fell, and dy'd, I lrcland. 
Upbraiding Rebels Arms, and barbarous Pride ; 
And two, that would have faln as great, as they, 
' The Be/gick Fever raviſhed away. 
Thou, that art all their Valour, all their Spirit, 
And thinc own goodneſs to increaſe thy merit, 
Than whoſe I do not know a whiter Soul, 
Nor could 1, had I ſeen all Natwes Roul, 
Thou yet remair'it, unhurt, in Peace, or War, 
Though not unprov'd : which ſhews, thy Fortunes are 
Willing to expiate the Faulr in thee, 
Whercwith, againſt thy Blood, they *Offenders be. 


XCIV. 


To Lucy Counteſs of Bedford, with Ar. Donne's 
Satyrs. 


Ucy, you brightneſs of our Sphere, who arc 
Life of the Muſes day, their morning Star : 
If Works (not th'Authors) their own Grace ſhould look, 
Whoſe Poems would not wiſh to be your Book ? 
Bur theſe, deſir*d by you, the Maker's ends 
Crown with their own. Rare Poems ask rare Friends. 
Yer, Satyrs, ſince the molt of Mankind be 
Their unavoided ſubject, fewelt ſec : 
For none ere took that pleaſure im Sins ſenſe, 
Bur, whien they heard it tax*d, took more oftence. 
They, then, that living wherc the Matter is bred, 
Dare for theſe Poems, yet, both ask, and read, 
And like them too ; mult necdfully, though few, 
Be of the belt : and *monglt thoſe beſt are you ; 
Lacy, you brightncſs of our Sphere, who are 
The Muſes evening, as their morning-Star. 


=CV. 
To Sir Henry Savile. 


F, my Religion ſafe, I durſt embrac? 
Thar ſtranger Doctrine of Pzthagoras, 
I ſhould believe, the Soul of Tacitus 
In thee, moſt weighty Sawie, hv'd to us: 
So haſt thou rendred him in all his Bounds, 
And all his Nambers, both of Senſe, and Sounds. 
Bur when 1 read that ſpecial Piece, reltor'd, 
Where Nero falls, and Galbs is ador'd, 
To thine own proper I aſcnbc then more ; 
And gratulare the breach, I griev*d before : 
Which Fate (it ſeems) caugd in the Hiltory, 
Only to boaſt thy merit in ſupply. 
O, woul&it thou add like hand, to all the reſt ! 
Or, berrer work! were thy glad Country bleſt, 
To have her Story woven in thy thread ; 
Mmerua's Loom was never richer ſpread. 
For who can maſter thoſe great parts like thee, 
Thar liv*it from Hope, from Fcar, from FaCtion free ; 
Thar hatit thy Brealt ſo clear of prelent Crimes, 
Thoa need'it not ſhrink at voice of after-times ; 
Whoſe knowledge claimcth at the Helm to itand ; 
Bur, willy, thruſts not forth a forward hand, 
No more than Saluſt in the Roman State : 
As, then, his cauſe, his glory emulate. 
Although to write be lelſer than to do, 
It is the next Deed, and a great one too, 
We need a Man that knows the ſeveral graces 
Of Hiltorv 4.4 bow to apt their places; 
Where br. iy, where fplerdor, and where height, 
Where '\weerneſs is required, and where weight ; 


—_— -—_— _— ——— 
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The counſels, ations, orders, and events 
Of Stare, and cenſure them : we need his Pen 
Can write the Things, the Cauſes, and the Men. 
But moſt we need his Faith ( and all have you ) 
That dares not Write Things falſe, nor hide Things eruc 


XCVI, 
7o Jolin Donne, 


Wu ſhall doubt, Dome, where I a Poet be, 
When I dare ſend my Eprigrams to thee? 
That {© alone canſt judge, fo alone do'ſt make : 
And, in thy cenſures, evenly, do'lt cake 
As fice ſimplicity, to diſavow, 
As thou haſt belt Authority, O allow. 
Read all I ſend : and, if 1 find but one 
Mark'd by thy band, and with the better Stone, 
My Title's feal'd. Thoſe that for Claps do write, 
Let Puirnees, Porters, Plavers praiſe delight, 
And, till they burit, their Backs, like Aſſes load : 
A Man ſhould fſeck great glory, and not broad. 


XCVII. 
On the new Motion. 


| 0 you yond Motion ? Not the old Fa-ding, 
Nor Captain Ped, nor yet the Eltham-thing ; 
But one more rare, and in the caſe ſo new : 
His Cloak with orient Velvet quite lin'd through ; 
His roſie Tyes and Garters fo ofreblown, 
| By his each glorious Parcel to be known! 
| He wont was to encounter me, aloud, 
| Whereere he met me; now he's dumb, or proud. 
| Know you che cauſe? H has neither Land, nor Leaſe, 
Nor bawdy Stock, that travels for Increaſe, 
Nor Ofhce in the Town, nor Place in Court, 
Nor *bout the Bears, nor Noiſe to make Lords ſport. 
He is no Favorites Favorite, no dear truſt 
Of any Madams, hath neadd *Squires, and muſt. 
Nor did the King of Dernark him ſalute, 
When he was here. Nor hath he gor a ſute, 
| Since he was gon, more than the one he wears. 
Nor are the Queens molt honor'd Maids by tlEars 
' Abour his Form. What then fo ſwells each Lim ? 
Only his Cloths hath over-leaver'd him. 


XCVTIIL 
7o Sir Thomas Roe. 


| 
' THou haſt begun well, Ree, which ſtand well too, 
And I know nothing more thou haſt to do. 
He that is round within himſelf, and ſtreight, 
' Need ſeek no other ſtrength, no other height; 
Fortune upon him breaks her elf, if ill, 
And what would hurt his Virtue, makes it ſtill. 
That thou at once, then nobly mayſt defend 
With thine own courſe the judgment of thy Friend, 
| Bealways to thy gather'd ſelf the ſame: 


bk need a Man, can ſpeak of the intents, 


| And Iitudy Conſcience, morc than thou would'ſt Famc. 


Though both be good, the latter yer is worſt, 
And ever 1s ill got without the firſt. 


X CIX. 
To the Same. 


Hat thou haſt kept thy Love, encreaſt thy Will, 
| Better'd thy truſt to Lerters ; that thy Skill ; 
Haſt raughe thy ſelf worthy thy Pen to tread, 
And that to write Things worthy to be read : 
How much of great Example wert thou, Roe, 
If Time to Fafts, as unto Men would owe ? 
But much it now avails, what's done, of whom: 


The ſelf-ſame Deeds, as diverſly they come, 
: From 


: 
. 
: 
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From Place, or Fortune, are made high, or low, Bur thou, whoſe Nobleſs keeps one Seature till, 
And even the Praiſers judgment ſutters ſo, And one true Poſture, though beſieg'd with ill 
Well, though thy Name leſs than our great Ones be, Of what Ambition, FaQtion, Pride can raiſe; 
Thy Fat is more : let Truth encourage thee, Whoſe life, evin they, that envy it, mult praile ; 
That are (6 reverenc'd, as thy coming in, 
C. w—_ in = view, doth interrupt po _ 
ages ou muſt draw more : and they, that to ſee 
On Play Wright. ' | The Common-wealth ll life, mul dy thee. 
Lay wright, by chance, hearing ſome Toys Phad writ, | 
Cry'd to my Face, they were tlElixiy of Wit : CIIL 8) | 
And I muſt now believe him : for, to Day, az [A || 
Five of my Jeſts, then ſtoln, paſt him a Play, 7o Mary Lady Wroth. Ft 
CI, Ow well, fair Cas ul you a Sex, inde he, 8 
Ty That but the twilight of your Sprite did ſee, .* £P 
Inviting a Friend to Supper. And noted for what Fleſh fuch Souls were fram'd, vo | 
O Night, grave Sir, both my poor Houſe, and [ Know you to be a Sydney, though unnamv'd ? $3) if 
Do equally deſire your Company : And being named, how little doth that Name , ou 
Not that we think us worthy ſuch a Gueſt, Need any Muſes Praiſe to give it Fame ? Betts! 
But that your worth will dignifie our Feaſt, Which is, it ſelf, the ze of the great, 4; I 
With thoſe that come ; whoſe Grace may make that ſeem | And glory of them all, but to repear ! | . i; 
Something, which, elſe, could hope for no eſteem. | Forgive me then, if mine but ſay you are "x 
{c is che fair Acceptance, Sir, creates | A Sydney : but in that extend as far il % 
The Entertainment perfect : not the Cates. As lowdelt Praiſers, who perhaps would find 1h: ; 
Yer ſhall you have, to reCtifie your Palate, TT, For every part a Character aſligr'd. Tb bl 
An Olive, Capers, or ſome better Sallad My Praiſe is plain, and where fo ere profeſt, by" | 
Uſh'ring the Mutton ; witch a ſhort-leg'd Hen, Becomes none more than you, who necd it leaſt. ©] | 
If we can get her, full of Eggs, and then, 4 
Limons, and Wine for Sauce : to theſe, a Coney CIV. | [| i 
Is not to be deſpair'd of, for our Money ; f ll. 4 
And, though Fowl, now, be ſcarce, yet there are Clarks, To Sufan Counteſs of Montgomery. [1 # 
The Sky not falling, think we may have Larks. : | pi 
[!1 tell you of more, and lye, ſo you will come : WW Ere they that nam'd you, Prophets? Did they ſee, of! | 1 
Of Partridg, Pheaſant, Wood-cock, of which ſome ' Even in the dew of Grace, what you would be? lt! 
May yet be there ; and Godwit if we can : Or did our Times require it, to behold 4 
Knat, Rail, and Ruff too. How ſo ere, my Man A new Su/ans, equal to that old? k TIER 
Shall read a Piece of Virgil, Tacitus, Or, becauſe ſome ſcarce think that Story true, b ll 
Livy, or of ſome better Book to us, To make thoſe Faithful, did the Fates ſend you ? Wl. \ þ 
Of which we'll ſpeak our Minds, amidſt our Meat; * | And to your Scene lent no leſs dignity ol 
And ll profeſs no Verſes to repeat : Of Birth, of Match, of Form, of Chaſtity ? We. 
To this, if ought appear, which I know not of, Or, more than born for the Compariſon {| 
That will the Paſtry, not my Paper, ſhow of Of former Age, or Glory of our own, S| 
Digeſtive Cheeſe, and Fruit there ſure will be; Were you advanced, paſt thoſe Times to be i 
But that, which moſt doth take my Muſe, and me, The light, and mark unto Poſterity ? v1 
Is a pure Cup of rich Canary Wine, Judge they, that can : Here I have rais'd to ſhow oh 
Which is the Mermaids, now, but ſhall be mine : A Picture, vvhich the World for g_- muſt know, i4 | 
Of which had Horace, or Anacreon taſted, And like it too ; if they look equally : : kf 
Their Lives, as do their Lines, till now had laſted. If nor, *cis fit for you, ſome envy. F: | 
Tabacco, Nettar, or the Theſpian Spring, ' fl 
Are all but Luther's Beer, to this 1 ſing. CV * 8 
Of o we = ſup free, _ moderately, E | | 
And we will have no Pooly', or Parrot by ; | i 198} 
Nor ſhall our Cups make any guilty Men : | To Mary Lady Wroth. ; 2; 
But, at our parting, we will be, as when f: 1 
We innocently met. No ſimple Word, Adam, had all Antiquity been loſt, LN | 
That ſhall be utrer'd at our mirthful Board, All Hiſtory ſeaPd up, and Fables croſt ; ix 4 
Shall make us fad next Morning : or affright That we had left us, nor by Time, nor Place, Dl 
The Liberey, that we'll enjoy to Night. Leaſt mention of a Nymph, a Muſe, a Grace, 3K 
| But even their Names were to be made a-new, 418 
' $e} ; D =_ _ not but create them all, from-you ? | "nt 
Ty e, that but ſaw you wear the vyheaten Har, I: 
To William Ear! of Pembroke. Would call you more than Ceres, if not that : IS 
Do but Name thee Pembroke, and I find And, dreſt in Shepherds tyre, who would not fay: 8 
It is an Epigram, on all Mankind ; You were the bright OEnone, Flora, or May ? ut. 
Againſt the bad, but of, and to the good : If Dancing, all would cry th* 1dalian Queen oF 
Both which are ask'd, to have thee underſtood. Were leading forth the Graces on the Green : © [0 
Nor could the Age have miſt thee, in this ſtrife And, armed to the Chaſe, ſo bare her bow | 
Of Vice, and Virtue; wherein all great Life Diana*alone, fo hit, and hunted fo. 
Almoſt, is exercis'd : and ſcarce one knows, There's none {© dull, that for your ſtyle would ask, 
To which, yer, of the ſides himſelf he owes, That ſaw you put on Palas plumed Cak : 
They follow Virtue, for reward, to day ; Or, keeping your due ſtate, that would not cry, 
To morrow Vice, if ſhe give hetter pay : There Juno ſat, and yet no Peacock by. 
And are ſo good, or bad, juſt at a price, S$o are you Natures Index, and reſtore, 
As nothing elſe diſcerns the Virtue" or Vice, your (elf, all Treaſure loſt of elAge before, 
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Eprgrams. 


EGYL 
To Sir Edward Herbert. 


F Men get Name, for ſome one Vertue : Then, 
What Man arc thou, that art fo many Men, 

All-virtuous Herbert ! on whoſe every part 

Truth might ſpend all her Voice, Fame all her Art. 
Whether thy Learning they would rake, or Wit, 

Or Valour, or thy Judgment ſeaſoning it, 
Thy ſtanding Upright to thy ſelf, thy Ends 

Like ſtraight, thy Piery to God, and Friends : 
Their latter praiſe would till the greatelt be, 

And yet, they, all rogether, leſs than thec. 


EVIL 
7o Captain Hungry. 


[DY what you come for, Captain, with your News ; 
That's, fit, and eat : do not my Ears abule, 
I oft look on talſe Coin, to know*t from truc : 
Not that | love it, more, than I will you. 
Tell rhe groſs Dutch thole groſler Tales of yours, 
How great you were with their ewo Emperours ; 
And yct are with their Princes : Fill them full 
Of your Moravian Horſe, Vexerian Bull. 
Tell them, what parts you've tane, whence run away, 
What States you've gulPd,and which yet keeps yo'in pay. 
Give them your Services, and Embaſſies 
In Ireland, Holland, Sweden ; pompous lies 
In Hungary, and Poland, Turky too ; 
What at Ligon, Rome, Florence you did do : 
And, in ſome Year, all theſe together heap'd, 
For which there muſt more Sea, and Land be leap'd, 
If but to be believ'd you have the hap, 
Then can a Flea art twice skip ly Map. 
Give your young States-men, (thatkftmake you drunk, 
And then.lye with you, cloſer, than a Punk, 
For news) your Ville-roges, and Silleries, 
Tanin's, your Nuncios, and your Twileries, 
Your Arch-Dukes Agents, and your Bermghams, 
That are your words of credit. Keep your Names 
Of Hannow, Shieter huiſſen, Popenbeim, 
Hans-(pieg'e, Rattemberg, and Bouterſheim, 
For vonr next Meal ; this you are ſure of Why 
Will you part with them, here, unthriftily ? 
Nay, now you putt, tusk, and draw up your Chin, 
Twirl the poor Chain you run a fealting in. 
Come, be not angry, vou are Hungry ; eat; 
Do what you come for, Captain, There's your Meat. 


CVTIIIL. 
To True Soldiers. 


Trength of my Country, whilſt I bring to view 
SuCh as are miſs-call'd Captains, and wrong you ; 

And your high Names : I do detire, that thence 

Be nor put on you, nor you take etfence. 
I {wear by your true Friend, my Muſe, I love 

Your great Profeſſion; which 1 once, did prove : 
And did not ſhame it with my ations, then, 

No more, than I dare now do, with my Pen. 
He that not truſts me, having vow'd thus much, 

Bur's angry for the Captain, ſtill : is ſuch. 


CIX. 
To Sir Henry Nevil. 


\ \ 7 Ho' now calls on thee, Newil, is a Muſe, 
That ſerves nor Fame, nor Titles ; but doth chuſe 
Where Virtue makes them both, and that's in thee : 
Where all is fair, beſide thy Pedigree. 
Thou art not one, feek'it miſcries with hope, 
Wreltlelt with dignities, or fain'it a (Cope 


| 


| 


Of ſervice to the Publick, when the end 

Is private gain, which hath long guile to Friend. 
Thou rather ſtriv*it the matter to polleſs, 

And elements of honour, than the dreſs ; 
To make thy lent Life, good againft the Fares : 

And firſt to know rhine own ſtate, then the States. 
To be thc ſame in root, thou art in height ; 

And that thy Soul ſhould give thy Fleſh her weight. 
Go on, and doubt not, what Poſterity, 

Now I have ſung thee thus, ſhall judg of thee. 
Thy Deeds, unto thy Name, will prove new Wombs, 

WhiPit others toil for Titles to their Tombs. 


C X. 


To Clement Edmonds, o» his Czefar's Commentaries 
obſerved, and tranſlated. 


Ot Cz/ar's Deeds, nor all his Honours won, 
In theſe Welt-parts, nor when that War was done, 

The Name of Pompey for an Enemy, 

Cates to boot, Rome, and her Liberty, 
All yielding to his Fortune, nor, the while, 

1o have engrav*d theſe Alts, with his own ſtile, 
And that fo itrong and deep, agt might be thought, 

He wrote, with the ſame Spirit that ie fought, 
Nor that his work liv'd in the hands of Foes, 


Not all theſe, Edmonds, or what el{p/put too, 
Can fo ſpeak Czſar, as thy 
For, where his Perſon liv'd ſcafce one juſt Age, 
And that, midſt Envy, and Parts; then fell by rage: 
His Deeds too dying, but in Books ( whoſe Good 
Hw few have read ! how fewer underſtood ? ) 
Thy learned Hand, and true Promethean Art 
( As by a new Creation ) part by part, 
In every Counſel, Stratagem, Deſign, 
AQtion, or Engine, worth a Note of thine, 
Tall future time, not only doth reſtore 
His life, but makcs, that he can dye no more. 


CXI. 
To the Same 5 ON the Same. 


w Ho Edmonds, reads thy Book, and doth not ſee 
What tlfantick Soldiers were, the modern be * 


o 


| Wherein thou ſhew'ſt, how much the latter are 


Beholding to this Maſter of the War ; 
And that, in aCltion, there is nothing new, 
More, than to vary what our Elders knew : 
Which all, but ignorant Captains, will confeſs : 
Nor to give Ceſar this, makes ours the leſs. 

Yer thou, perhaps, ſhalt mecr ſome Tongues will grutch, 
That to the World chon ſhould'it reveal ſo much, 
And thence, deprave thee, and thy Work. To thoſe 
Ceſar ſtands up, as from his Urn late roſe, 
By thy great help : and doth proclaim by me, 
They murther him again, that envy thee. 


CXIL 
To a weak Gameſter in Poetry. 


Wi thy ſmall Stock, why art thon vent'ring ftill, 
Ar this ſo ſubtle Sport : and play'ſt fo ill? 
Think'ſt thou it is meer Fortune, that can win ? 
Or thy rank ſetting? that thou dar'ſt put in 
Thy all, at all: and what fo ere I do, 
Art ſtill at chat, and thinkſt to blow me” up too ? 
| cannot for the Stage a Drama lay, 
Tragick, or Comick ; but thou writ'ſt the Play. 
| leave thee there, and giving way, intend. 
An Epick Poem ; thou haſt the ſame end. 
I modeltly quit that, and think to write, 
Next morn, an Ode : Thou mak'ſt a Song e're N _ 
I paſs 


-) 
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I piſs to Elggies; Thou meet'ſt me there : 

To Satyrs ; and thou doſt purſue me. Where, 
Where ſhall I "ſcape thee ? in an Epigram ? 

O, ( thou cry*i{t out )chat is thy proper Game. 
Troth, it it be, I pity thy ill luck; 

That both for wit, and ſenſe, fo oft doſt pluck, 
And never are encounter'd, I confeſs : 

Nor ſcarce doſt colonr for it, which is leſs. 
Pr'y thee, yet fave thy reſt; give orc in time : 

There's no vexation, that can make thee prime. 


CXIIL 
To Sir Thomas Overbury. 


CO Phebus make me worthy of his Bays, 
« Asbut to ſpeak thee, Overbury, is praiſe : 
So, where thou liv'ſt, thou mak'it life underſtood ! 
Where, what makes others great, doth keep thee good. 
I think, the Fzte of Court thy coming crav'd, 
That the Wit there, and Manners might be fav'd : 
For ſince, what Ignorance, what Pride is fled ! 
And Letters, and Humanity In the ttead ! 
Repent thee not of thy fair Precedent, 
Could make fuch Mcn, and ſuch a Place repent : 
Nor may? any fear, to loſe of their Degree, 
Whwuin ſuch ambition can but follow thee. 


CXIV. 
To Mrs. Philip Sydney. 


Muſt. believe ſome Miracles ſtill be, 
When Sydney's Name I hear, or Face I fee: 

For Cup:;4, who (at firſt) took vain delight, 

In meer Our-forms, until he loit his Sight, 
Hath chang*d liis Soul, and made his Object you : 

Where hnding fo much Beaury met with Virtue, 
He hath not only gain'd himſclt his Eyes, 

But, in your love, made all his Servants wile. 


CXT 
On the Towns honeſt Man. 


On wonder, who this is! and, why I name 
Hina not, aloud, that boaſts ſo good a Fame : 
Naming ſo many, too ! But, this is one, 
Sutters no Name, but a Deſcription : 
Being no vitious Perſon, but the Vice 
Abour the Town; and known too, at that price. 
A ſubtle Thing, that doth Aﬀections win 
By ſpcaking well o'th* Company it's in. 
Talks loud, and bawdy, has a gather'd deal 
Of News, and Noiſe, to ſow out a long Meal. 
Can come from Tripo!y, leap Stools, and Wink, 
Do all, that Jongs to the Anarchy of Drink, 
Except the Duel. any Songs, and Catches ; 
Give every one his Doſe of Mirth : and watches 
Whoſe Name*s unwelcome to the preſent ear, 
And him it lavs on ; if he be not there. 
Tells of him, all the Tales, it ſelf then makes ; 
But, it it ſhall be queſtion'd, undertakes, 
It will deny all ; and forſwear it too : 
Not that it fears, but will have to do 
With ſuch a one, And therein keeps it's Word. 
"Twill ſe irs Siſter naked, ere a Sword. 
At every Meal, where it doth Dine, or Sup, 
The Cloth's no ſooner gon, but it gets up 
And ſhifting of it's Faces, doth play more 
Parts than ttralian could do, with his Dore. 


Atts old Iniquity, and in the fir : 


Of miming, gers th*Opinion of a Wir. 
Executes Men in Picture. By defect, 

From frietidſhip, is its own Fames architect. 
An Ingineer, in Slanders, of all Faſhions, 

That ſeeming Praiſes, are yet Accuſations, 


Deſcrib'd irs thus : Detin'd would you it have ? 
Then, The Towns honeft Mar's her erranCit Krave. 


CXYL - 
7o Sir William Jephſon. 


JFp2en, thou Man of Men, to whoſe lov'd Name 

All Gentry, yer, owe part of their belt Flame! 
So did thy Virtue *inform, thy Wit ſuſtain 

That Age, when thou ſtood'ſt up the Maſter-brain : 
Thou wert the firſt, mad'it Merit know her ſtrength, 

And thoſe that lack'd ir, to ſuſpect at length, 
"Twas not entayPd on Title. That ſome Word 


Might be found out as good, and not my Lerd. 


' That Nature no ſuch difterence had impreſt 


Jn Men, but every braveſt was the beſt : 


| That Bloud not Minds, but Minds did Bloud adorn : 


And to live great, was better, than great born. 
Theſe were thy knowing Arts : which who doth now 


Vertuouſly praQtiſe, muſt at leaſt allow 
Them im, if nor, from thee; or muſt commit 
A dceiperate Solceciſm in Truth and Wir. 


CX VII. 
0 Groyne. 
Royne, come of Ape, his State fold out of hand 
For lis Whore : Grozze doth ſtill occupy his lard, 


CAVEIIL 
On Gur. 


| UT eats all Day, and lechers all the Night, 
So all his Meat he taſteth over, twice : 
| And, ſtriving fo to double his delight, 
He makes himſelf a cthorough-fare of Vice. 
Thus, in his Belly, gan he change a Sin, 
Luſt it comes out, that Gluttony went in. 


CXIYX. 


7o Sir Ralph Shelton. 


Ne he that flies the Court for want of Cloths, 

| At Hunting rails, having no pitt in Oaths, 
Cries out *gainſt, Cocking fince he cannot ber, 

| Shuns Preaſe, for two main Cauſes, Pox, and Debr, 
| With me can mcrit more, than that good Man, 


| 


: 


{ Whoſe Dicc not doing well, to *a Pulpit ran. 
No, Shelton, give me thee, canſt want all theſe, 
Bar doſt it out of Judgment, not Diſcaſe ; 
Dart breath in any Air ; and with ſafe Skill, 
| Till thou canſt find the beſt, chuſe the leaſt ill. 
| That ro the Vulgar cart thy elf apply, 
| Treavirg a betrer path, not contrary ; 
| And, in their Errors maze, thine own way know : 
Which is to live to conſcience, not to ſhow. 
He, that, bur living half his Age, dyes ſuch ; 
Makes the whole longer, than *twas given him, much. 


CHE 
An Fpitaph on S.P. a Child of Q. Eliz. Chappe!. 


wW Ecp with me all you that read 
This little Story : 
And know from whom a Tear you ſhed 
Death's (elf is ſorry. 


'Twas a Child, that fo did thrive 


In Grace, and Feature, 

As Heaven and Nature ſeem'd to ſtrive 
Which owr'd the Creature. 

Years he numbred ſcarce Thirteen 
When Fates turn'd cruel, 

Yet three filPd Zodiacks bad he beer 

| The Stages Jewel ; 


And 
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And did a&t ( what now we moan ) 
Old Men fo duly, 

vis, ſooth, the Parc thought him one, 
He play'd fo truly. 

So, by Error to his Fate 
They all conſehted ; | 

But viewing him ſince (alas, too late ) 
They have repented ; 

And have ſought ( to give new birth ) 
In Baths to ſteep him ; 

But, bcing ſo much too good for Earth, 
Heaven vows to keep him. 


CX XI. 
To Benjamin Rudyerd. 


Re7%s as leſſer Dames to great ones uſe, 

My lighter comes, to kiſs thy learned Muſe; 
Whoſe better Studies while ſhe cmulates, 

She learns to know long difference of their ſtates. 
Yet is the Office not to be deſpis'd, 

If only Love ſhould make the Attion priz'd : 
Nor he, for Friendſhip, to be thought unfit, 

That ftrives, bis Manners ſhould proceed his Wit. 


CXXII. 
To the Same. 


CO —_—— _  ——— 


— 


F I would wiſh, for Truth, and not for Show, 
The aged Saturn's Age, and Rites to know ; 
if I would ſtrive to bring back Times, and try * 
The World's pure Gold, and wiſe Simplicity ; 
If I would Virtue ſer, as ſhe was young, © 
And hear her ſpeak with one, and her firſt Tongue ; 
If holieſt Friendſhip, naked tothe Touch, 
I would reſtore, and keep it ever ſuch ; 
Inced no other Arts, but ſtudy Thee : 
Who prov'ſt, all theſe were, and again may be. 


CXXIIL. 
| To the Same. 
wW Riting thy Self, or judging others Writ, 


I know not which th'haſt moſt, Candor, or Wr : 


But both thhaſt ſo, as who affctts the State 
Of the beſt Writer, and Fudge, ſhould emulate. 


CXXIV. 
Epitaph on Elizabeth, L. H. 


WW Ouldſt thou bear, what Man can fay 
In a little ? Reader, ſtay. 

Underneath this Stone doth lie 

As much Beauty, as could die : 
Which in Life did Harbor give 

To more Virtue, than doth live. 
If, at all, She had a Fault, 

Leave it buried in this Vaule. 
One Name was El:zabeth, 

Ttrother let it ſlcep with Death : 
Fitter, where it dyed, to tell, 

Than that it lived at all. Farewell. 


LIESNY. 
To Sir William Uvedale. 


Vale, thou Piece of the firſt Times, a Man 
Made for what Nature could, or Virtue Can ; 

Both whoſe Dimenſions, loſt, the World might find 

Reſtored in thy Body, and thy Mind : 
Who ſees a Sou), in ſuch a Body ſer, 

light love the Treaſure for the Cabinet. 

But I, no Child, no Fool, reſpect the kind, 

( The full, the Qowing Graces ther enſhrin'd ) 


\ 
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Which (would the World not miſall'e, Flattery ) 
I could adore, almoſt tIdolatry) 


CXXVI 
To his Lady, then Mrs. Cary. 


Ecir*d, with purpoſe your fair Worth to praiſe, 
*Monglt 


on Shades, and Phabus Grove of 


| pluck'd a Branch; the jealous god did frown, (Bayes, 


And bad me lay twWuſurped Lawrel down : 

Said I wrong'd him, and ( which was more) his Love, 
| anſwer'd, Daphmie now no Pain can prove. 

Phebus replied. Bold Head, it is not She : 
Cary my Love is, Daphne but my Tree. 


CXXVII. 
To Eſme, Lord Aubigny. 


| be there a Hope, that Man would thankful be, 
If T ſhould fail, in Gratitude, to thee 

To whom I am fo bound, lov'd Aubigny ? 
No, I do, therefore, call Poſterity 

Into the debt ; and reckon on her head, 
How full of want, how ſwallow'd up, how dead 


I, and this Muſe had been, if thon hadſt nor 


Lent timely Succors, and new Life begot : 
So, all Reward, or Name, that grows to me 

By her attempt, ſhall ſtill be owing thee. 
And, than this ſame, I know no abler way 

To thank thy Benefits : which is, to pay. 


CXXVIIL 
To William Roe. 
R*X* ( and my joy to name ) tart now, to go 


Countries,and Climes,Manners,and Men to know, 


T extraR, and chuſe the beſt of all theſe known, 
And thoſe to turn to blood, and make thine own. 
May Winds as ſoft as breath of kiſſing Friends, 
Attend thee hence ; and there, may all thy Ends, 
As the Beginnings here, prove purely ſweet, 
And perfe@t in a Circle always meet. 
So, when we, bleſt with thy Return, ſhall ſee 


Thy ſelf, with thy firſt thoughts, brought home by thee, 


We each to other may this Voice inſpire ; 
This is that good </Eneas, paſt through Fire, 
Through Seas, Storms, Tempeſts 


: and imbarqu'd for Hell, 


Came back untouch'd. This Man hath travelPd well. 


CXXIX. 


To Edward Filmer, on his Maufical Work dedicated ts 


the Queen. Anno 1629. 


W Hat charming Peal: are theſe, 
That, while they bind the Senſes, do fo pleaſe ? 

They are the Marriage-rites 

Of ewo, the choiceſt Par of Man's delights, 
Muſique and Poeſie : 

French Ar, and Engliſh Verſe, here wedded lie. 
Who did this Knoz compole, 

Again hath brought the Lilly to the Roſe ; 
And, with their chawmed Dance, 

Recelebrates the joyful Match with France. 
They are a School to win 

The fair French Danghter to lears Engliſh in; 
And, graced with her Song, 

To make the Language ſweet upon her tongue. 


CXXX. 
To Mime. 


T Hat, not a pair of Friends each other ſee, 

But the firſt Queſtion is, When one ſaw thee ? 
That there's no Journy ſet,or thought upon, 

To Braynford, Hackney, Bow, but thou makſt one; 


That 
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That ſcarce the Town deligneth any Feaſt 
To which thow're not a Week, beſpoke a Gueſt ; 
That till chow're made the Suppers Flag, the Drum, 
The very Call, to make all others come : 
Think*ſt thou Mme, this is great? or, that they ſtrive 
Whoſe noiſe ſhall keep thy Mming molt alive, 
WhiPſ thou doſt raiſe ſome Player, trom the Grave, 
Out-dance the Babzjon, or out-boalt the Brave ; 
Or ( mounted on a Stool ) thy Face doth hit 
On ſome new Gelture, that's imputed Wit ? 
O, run not proud of this. Yet, take thy due. 
Thou doſt out-zany Cokely, Pod; nay, Gue : 
And thine own Coriat too. But ( woul&lt thou ſee ) 
Men love thee not for this : They laugh at thee. 


CXXXT. 
To Alphonſo Ferraboſco, o» his Book. 


O urge, my lov'd Alphonſo, that bold Fame, 
Ot building Towns, and making wild Beaſts tame, 
Which Muſick had ; or ſpeak her known Elfedts, 
That ſhe removeth Cares, Sadneſs ejects, 
Declineth Anger, perſuades Clemency, 
[oth ſwecten Mirth, and heighten Piety, 
And is Va Body, often, ill inclin'd, 
No leſs a ſov*raign Cure, than to the Mind ; 
T alledge, that greate!t Men were not aſham'd, 
Of old, even by her Practice to be fanyd ; 
To ſay, indeed, ſhe were the Soul of Heaven, 
That the eight Sphere, no leſs, than Planets ſeven, 
Mov'd by her order, and the ninth more high, 
Including all, were thence calPd Harmony : 
], yet, had utter'd nothing on thy part, 
When theſe were but the praiſes of the Arr. 
But when I have ſaid, the Proofs of all theſe be 
Shed in thy Songs; tis true : but ſhort of thee. 


CAAIIEE 
To the Same. 


Hen we do give, Alphonſo, to the Light, 
A Work of ours, we part With our own Right ; 
For, then, all mouths will judge, and their own way : 
The Learr'd have no more Priviledge, than the Lay. 
And thongh we could all Men, all Cenfures kear, 
We ought not give them taite, we had an Ear. 
For, if the hum'rous World will take ar large, 
They ſhould be Fools, for me, at their own charge. 
Say, this, or that Man they to thee prefer ; 
Even thoſe for whom they do this, know they err : 
And would ( being a<k'd the truth ) aſhamed ſay, 
They were not to be nam'd on the ſame day. 
Then itand unto thy (elf, nor ſeek without 
For Fame, with breath ſoon kindled, foon blown out. 


CXXXIIL 
To Mr. Joſhua Sylveſter, 


F to admire were to commend, my prai(z 
Might then both thee, thy Work and Merit raiſe : 

But, as it is ( the Child of Ignorance, 

And utter Stranger to all Air of France ) 
How can | ſpeak ot thy great pains, bur err? 

Since they can only judge, that can confer. 
Behold! the reverend ſhade of Bartas ſtands 

Before mv thovght, and { in thy right ) commands 
Thar to the World 1 publiſh, for him, rhis; 

Bartas dtb wiſh thy Engliſh new were bes. 
So well in that are his Inventions wrought, 

As his will now be the Tranſlatzon thought, 
Thine the Original ; and France ſhall boat, 

No more ; thoſe Maiden Glories ſhe hath loft. 
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_CX XXIV. 
On the Famous Voyage. 


_—— let Greece her bolder Fables tell 
Of Herenles, or Theſes going to Hell, 
Orphens, Ulyſſes : or the Latine Muſe, 
With Tales of Troy's juſt Knight, our Faith's abuſe, 
We have a Sheltcn, and a Heyden gor, 
Had power to aCt, what they to fain had nor. 
All, thac they boaſt of Styx, of Acheron, 
Cocytas, Phiegeton, our have prov'd in one; 
The filth, ſtench, noiſe : fave only what was there 
Subtly diſtinguiſh'd, was confuſed here. 
Their Wherry had no Sail, too; ours had none : 
And in it, two more horrid Knaves, than Charon. 
Arles were heard to croak, in ſtead of Frogs ; 
And for one Cerbers, the whole Coaſt was:Dogs. 
Furies there wanted not : each Scold was ten. 
And, for the Cryes of Ghoſts, Women, and Men, 
Laden with Plague-fores, and their Sins, were heard, 
Laſh'd by their Conſciences, to die aiteard. 
Then let the former Age, with this content her, 
She brought the Poers forth, but ours th* Adventer. 


The Foyage It Self. 


Sing tlic brave Adventure of two Wights, 
And pity *tis, I cannot call *em Knights : 
One was ; and he, for Brawn, and Brain, right able 
To have been ſtyled of King Arthur's Table. 
The other was a Squire, of fair degree; 
But, in the Action, greater Man than he : 
Who gave, to take at his Return from Hell, 
His three tor one. Now, Lordlings, liſten well. 

It was tie day, what time the powerful Moon 

Makes the poor Bankſide Creature wet it*Shoon, 

In ivown Hall; when tlieſe ( in worthy Scorn 

Of choſe, that put out Monies, on Return 

From Venice, Pars, or ſome Inland paſlage 

Of fix times to and fro, without Embatlage, 

Or he that back:ward went to Berwick, or which 
Did dance the famous Morris, unto Norwich ) 

At Breadſtreers Mermaid, having din'd, and merry, 
Propos'd to go to HoPborn in a Wherry : 

A harder task, than either his to Brift#?, 

Or his to Antwerp. Therefore, once more, liſt hoy. 

A Deck there is, that called is Avernar, 

Of ſome Bridewel, and may, in time, concern us 
All, that are Readers : Bur, methinks *tis od, 

| That all this while I have forgot ſome god, 

| Or goddeſs to invoke, to ſtuff my Verſe ; 

And with both Bombard-ſtile, and Phraſe, rehearſe 
The many perils of this Perr, and how 

Sanvghelp of Syb:l, or a golden Bough, 

Or magick Sacritice, they paſt along ! 

Alcides, be thou ſuccouring to my Song. 

Thowlt ſeen Hell (fome fay) and know'ſt all Nooks there, 
Canlt tell me belt, how every Fary looks there, 
And art a god, if Fame thee not abuſes, 

Always at hand, to aid the merry Meſes. 

| Great Cl#b-fiſt, tho* thy Back, and Bones be ſore, 
Still, with thy former Labours ; yer, once more, 
Att a brave Work, call it thy laſt Adventry : 

But hold my Torch, while I deſcribe the entry 

To this dire patlage. Say thou ſtop thy Noſe : 
Tis but light pains : Indeed this Docs no Roſe. 

In the firſt Jaws appear'd that ugly Monſter, 
Ycleped Mud, which, when their Oars did once ſtir, 
Belch'd forth an Air, as hot, as at the Muſter. 

Of all vour Night-tubs, when the Carts do cluſter, 
Who ſhall diſcharge firſt his merdurinous Load : 
Thorow her Womb they make their famous Road, 
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2 -tWeen two Walls; where, en one fide, to car Men, 
Vere ſecn your ugly Centaurs , Ye call Carmen, 
' 107800140 Scolds, and Harpys : on thc other 
Mung Stench, Diſeaſes, and old Filth, their Mother, 
With Famine, Wants, and Sorrows many a Doſen, 
{he leaſt of which was to the Plagne a Coſen, 

But they unfrighted paſs, thi? many a Privy 

Spake to them louder, than the Ox in Livy; 

And many a Sink pour'd out her Rage anenſPem ; 

Jt ill cheir Valor, and their Virtue fenc*c *em, 

And, on thev went, like Caſtor brave, and Pollux : 
Plowing the Main. When, ſee ( the worſt of all Lucks) 
They met the ſecond Prodigy, would fear a 

Man, that had never heard of a Chimera. 

One ſaid, It was bold Briarexs, or the Beadle, 

( Who hath the hundred Hands when he doth meddle ) 
The other thought it Hydra, or the Rock 

Made of the Trull, that cut her Fathcr's Lock : 

Bur, coming near, they found it but a Licer, 
- So huge, it ſeem'd, they could by no means quit her. 
Back, cry'd their Brace of Charons : thcy cry*d, No, 
No going back ; on ſtill you Rogues, ard row. 
How bight the place ? A Voice was hcard, Cocytar. 
Row cloſe then Slaves. Alas, they will beſhite us. 
No matter, Stinkards, row. What croaking Sound 
Is this we hear ? Of Frogs? No, Guts Wind. bound, 
Over your Heads: Well, row. Art this a loud 
Crack did report itſelf, as if a Cloud 
Had burſt with Storm, and down fell, ab Excelſi;, 
Poor Mercury, crying out on Paracelſus, 
And all his Followers, that had ſo abus'd him : 
And, in fo ſhitten ſorr, ſo long had ugd him : 
For ( where he was the god of Eloquence, 
And ſubtilty of Metals) they diſpenſe 
His Spirits, now, in Pills, and eke in Potions, 
Suppoſitories, Cataplaſms, and Lotions. 
But many Moons there ſhall not wane ( quoth he ) 
( In the mean time, let *em impriſon me ) 
Burt 1 will ſpeak ( and know I ſhall be heard ) 
Touching this Cauſe, where they will be atteard 
To anſwer me. And ſure, it was tlintent 
Of the grave Fart, late let in Parliament, 
Had it bcen ſeconded, and not in Fume 
Vaniſh'd away : as you mult all preſume 
Their Mercwry did now. By this, the Steme 
Of the Hulk rouch'd, and, as by Polypheme 
The fly Ulyſſes ſtole in a Sheep-skin, 

The well-greasd Wherry now had got berween, 
' And bade her Farewell Sxrgb, unto the Lurden : 
Never did Bottom more betray her Burden; 
The Meat-boat of Bears-Colledge, Paru-Garden, 
Stunk not ſo ill ; nor, when ſhe kiſt, Kate Arden. 
Yer, one day in the year, for ſweet *tis voyc'r 
And that is when it is the Lord Mazor's Foilt. 
By this time had they reach'd the Srygian Pool, 

By which the Maſters ſwear, when on the Stool! 
Of Worſhip, they their nodding Chins do hit 
Agaimiſt their Breaſts. Here, ſev'ral Ghoſts did flit 
About the ſhore, of Farts, but late departed, 
White, Black, Blue, Green, and in more Forms out-ſtarted, 
Than all thoſe Aromi Ridiculous, 
Whereof old Democrite, and Hill Nicholas, 
One ſaid, the other ſwore, the World conſiſts. 
Theſe be the cauſe of thoſe thick frequent Milſts 
Ariſing in that place, through which, who goes, 
Muſt try et? unuſed Valor of a Noſe: 


ED12rams. 
i And that ours did. For, yer, no Nare was tainted, 
| Nor Thumb, nor Finger to the Stop acquainted, 
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But open, and unarm'd, cncounter'd all : 
Whether irc languiſhing ſtuck upon the Wal, 
Or werc precipitated down the Jakes, 

And, afrer, ſwum abroad in ample Flakes, 
Or, that it lay, heap'd like an Ulurer*s Maſs, 
All was to them the ſame, they were to pals, 
And fo they did, from Styx, to Acheron : 


{ The ever-boiling Flood. Whele Banks upon 


Your Fleet-Lane Furies ; and hot Cooks do dwell, 

Thar, _ Still-ſcaluing Steems, make the place Hel. 
The Sinks ran Greaſe, and Hair of meazled Hogs, 

The Heads, Houghs, Entrails, and the Hydes of Dogs: 
For, to ſay truth, what Scullion 1s ſo naſty , | 
To pur the Skins, and Offal in a Paſty ? 

Cats there lay divers had been flead and roſted, 

And, after mouldy grown, again were toſted, 
Then ſelling not, a Diſh was ta'ne to mince *em, 

But ſtill, it ſeem'd, the rankneſs did convince em. 

For, here they were thrown in with th* melted Pewter, 
Yet drown'd they not. They had five Lives in future. 


But *mongſt theſe Tiberts, who do you think there was? 
Old Banks the Jugler , our Pythagoras, 
Grave Tutor to the learned Horle. Both which, 
Being , bevond Sea, burned for one Witch: 
Their Spirits tranſmigrated to a Cat : 
And, now, above the Pool, a Face right fat 
With great grey Eyes, are lifted up, and mew'd ; 
Thrice did it ſpit : thrice dived. Ar laſt, it view'd 
Our brave Heroes with a milder Glare, 
And in a pitious Tune, began. How dare 
Your dainty Noſtrils ( in fo hot a Seaſon, 
When cvery Clerk cats Artichokes and Peaſon, 
Laxative Lettuce, and ſuch windy Meat ) 
Tempt ſuch a paflage? when each Privies Seat 
Is hilPd with Buttock ? And the Walls do ſweat 
Urine, and Plaſters ? When the Noiſe doth beat 
Upon your Ears, of Diſcords ſo unſweer ? 
And Ourcries of the damned in the Flee: ? 
Cannot the P Bill keep you back? Nor Bells 
Of loud es With their hourly Knels, 
But you will viſie griſly Pluto's Hall ? 
Behold where Cerberus, rear*'d on the Wall 
Of Holborne ( three Sergeants Heads ) looks o're 
And ſtays but till you come unto the Door! 
Tempt not his Fury, Pluto is away : 
And Madame Ceſar, great Proſerpma, 
Is now from home. You loſe your Labours quite, 
Were you Fove's Sons, or had Aleides Might. 
They cry'd out Puſſe. He told them he was Banks, 
That had fo often, ſhew'd *em merry Pranks. 
They laught, at his laugh-worthy Fate. And paſt 


| The Tripple-Head without a Sop. Ar laſt, 


Calling for Radamanthw, that dwelt by, 

A Sope-Boyler ; and c#acws him nigh, 

Who kept an Alehouſe ; with my little Amor, 

An ancient pur-blind Fletcher, with a bigh Noſe ; 
They took *em all to witneſs of their Attion : 

And fo went bravely back, without ProtraCtion, 


In memory of which moſt liquid Deed, 
The City fince hath raifd a Pyramid. 
AndI could wiſh for their eterniz'd Sakes, 
My Mvyſe had plough'd with bis, that ſung 4-jax. 
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FOREST. 


. 
Why I write not of Love. 


Ome act of Love's bound to rehearſe, 

I thought to bind him, in my Verſe: 
Which when he felt, Away (quoth he ) 
Can Poets hope to fetter me ? 

It is enough, they once did get 

Mars, and my Mother, in their Net : 

] wear not theſe my Wings in vain, 

With which be fled me : and again, 

Into my Rhimes could nere be got 

By any art. Then wonder nor, 

That ſince, my Numbers are fo cold, 

When Love is fled, and 1 grow old. 


IT. 
7o Penſhurſt. 


Hou art not, Penſhurf, bailt to envious ſhow, 
Of couch, or marble ; nor canſt boaſt a row 
Of poliſtyd Pillars, or a Roof of Gold: 
Thou haſt no lantqern, whereof Tales are told ; 
Or Stair, or Courts; but ſtand'ſt an ancient Pile, 
'And theſe grudg'd at, are reverenc'd the while. 
Thou joy'ſt in better marks, of Soil, of Air, 
Of Wood, of Water : therein thou art fair. 
Thou haſt thy Walks for health, as well as ſport : 
Thy Mown, to which the Dryads do refer, 
Where Pan, and Bacchns their high Feaſts have made, 
Beneath the broad Beech, and the Cheſtnut ſhade ; 
That taller Tree, which of a Nut was ſer, 
At his great Birth, where all the Muſes met. 
There, in the writhed Bark, are cut the Names 
Of many a Sy/vane, raken with his Flames, 
And thence the ruddy Satyrs oft provoke 
The lighter Fawns, to reach thy Lady's Oke. 
Thy Copp's too, nan''d of Gamage, thou halt there, 
That never fails to terve thee ſeaſorrd Deer, 
When thon would'it Feaſt, or exerciſe thy Friends. 
The lower Land, thar to the River bends, 
Thy Sheep, thy Bullocks, Kine, and Calves do feed : 
The mi-idle Grounds thy Mares, and Horſes breed. 
Each Bank doth yield thee Conies ; and the Topps 
Fertile of Wood, Aſhore, and Sydney's Copp's , 
To crown thy open Table, doth provide 
The purpled Pheaſant, with che ſpcckled fide : 
The painted Partridg lves in every Field, 
And, for thy Mes, is willing to be kill'd. 
And if the high-fwoln Medway fail thy Diſh, 
Thou haſt thy Ponds, tha: pay thee tribute Fiſh, 
Far, aged Carps, that run into thy Net. 
And Pikes, now wearv their own Kind to car, 
' As loth, the ſecond Draught, or Caſt to ftay, 
Officiouſly, at firſt, themſelves betray. * 


Bright Ecls, that emulate them, and leap on Land, 
Before the Fiſher, or into his Hand. 
Then hath thy Orchard Fruit, thy Garden Flowers, 
Freſh as the Air, and new as are the Hours, 
The early Cherry, with the later Plum, 
Fig, Grape, and Quince, each in his time doth come + 
The bluſhing Apricot, and woolly Peach 
Hang on thy Walls, that every Child may reach. 
And though thy Walls be of the Councry Stone, 
They're rear'd with no Mar's ruin, no Marys grone ; 
There's none, that dwell about chem, wiſh them down; 
But all come in, the Farmer and the Clown : 
And no one empty-handed, to ſalute 
Thy Lord, and Lady, though they have no Sute. 
Some bring a Capon, ſome a rural Cake, 
Some Nuts, ſome Apples ; ſome that think they make 
The better Cheeſes, bring em; or elſe ſend . 
By their ripe Daughters, whom they would commend 
This way to Husbands ; and whoſe Baskets bear 
An Emblem of themſelves, in Plum; or Pear. 
But what can this ( more than expreſs their love) 
Add to thy free Proviſions, far above 
The need of ſuch? whoſe liberal Board doth flow, 
With all, chat Hoſpitality doth know ! 
Where comes no Gueſt, but is allow'd to ear, 
Without his fear, and of thy Lord's own Meat : 
Where the ſame Bear, and Bread, and ſelf-ſame Wine, 
That is his Lordſhip's, ſhall be alſo mine. 
And I not fain to fit ( as ſome, this day, 
Ar great Mens Tables) and yet dine away. 
Here no Man tells my Cups; nor, ſtanding by, 
A Waiter, doth my Gluttony envy : 
But gives me what I call for, and lets me eat, 
He knows, below, he ſhall find plenty of Meat; 
Thy Tables board not up for the next day, 
Nor, when 1 take my Lodging, nced I pray 
For Fire, or Lights, or Livory : all is there ; 
As if thou, then, wert mine, or I raigr'd here : 
There's nothing I can wiſh, for which I ſtay. 
That found King Fames, whien hunting late, this way, 
With his brave Son, the Prince, they faw thy Fires 
Shine bright on every Hearth as the deſires 
Of thy Penates had been fer on Flame, 
To entertain them; or the Country came, 
With all their zeal, ro warm their welcom here. 
Whar ( great, I will not fay, but ) ſudden chear 
Didſt thou, then, make*em ! and what praiſe was heap'd 
On thy good Lady, then! who therein, rcap'd 
The juſt Reward of her high Huſwifery ; 
To have ber Linnen, Plate, and all Things nigh, 
When ſhe was far : and not a Room, bur dreſt, 
Ae if it had expected fuch a Gueſt : 
Theſ>, Penſhur/#, are thy praiſe, and vet rot all, 
Thv Lady's noble, frurtul, chaſt withall. 
His Chiidren thy great Lord may call his own : 
A Fortune, in this Age, bnt rarely known. 
Qq They 
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They are, and have been taught Religion : Thence 
Their gentler Spirits have fuck'd Innocence. 
E2ch morn, and even, they are taught to pray, 
With the whole Houſhold, and may, every day, 
Read, in their virtuous Parents noble Parts, 
The myſteries of Manners, Arms, and Arts. 
Now, Pen{burſt, they that will proportion thee 
With other Edifices, when they ſee 
Thoſe proud ambitious Heaps, and nothing elſe, 
May ſay, their Lords have built, but thy Lord dwells. 


I TI. 
7o Sir Robert Wroth. 


Ow bleſt art thou, canſt love the Country, 1 rob, 
Whether by Choice, or Fate, or both ! 
And, though fo near the City, and the Court, 
Art tane with neithers Vice, nor Sport : 
That at great Times, art no ambitious Gueſt, 
Of Sheritts Dinner, or Mayor's Feaſt. 
Nor com'lt to view the better Cloth of State ; 
The richer Pangings, or Crown-plate ; 
Nor throng®ſt ( when Maſquing is) to have a fight 
Of che ſhort Bravery of the Night ; 
To view the Jewels, Stutis, the Pains, the Wit 
There waſted, ſome not paid for yet ! 
Bat canſt, at home, in thy ſccurer reſt, 
Live, with unboughc Proviſion bleſt ; 
Free from proud Porches, or their gilded Roofs, 
*Mongit loughing Heards, and ſolid Hoots : 
Along'ſt the curled Woods, and painted Meads, 
Through which a Serpent River leads 

To ſome cool, courteous Shade, which he calls his, 
And makes Sleep ſofter than it is ! 

Or, if thou liſt the Night in watch to break, 
A-bed canſt hear the loud Stag ſpeak, 
In ſpring, ofe rouſed for their Maſter's Sport, 
Who, for it, makes thy Houſe his Court ; 
Or with thy Friends ; the heart of all the Year, 
Divid'it, upon the leticr Deer ; 

In Autumn, at the Partridg mak'ſt a Flight, 
And givit thy gladder Guelts the Sight ; 

And, in the Winter, hunt'It the flying Hare, 
More for thy Exerciſe, than Fare ; 

While all, chat follow, their glad Ears apply 
To the full greatneſs of the Cry : 

Or hauking at the River, or the Buſh, 
Or ſhooting at the greedy Thruſh, 

Thou doſt with ſome Dclight the Day out-wear, 
Although the coldeſt of the Year ! 

The whi'it the ſeveral Seaſons thou haſt ſeen 
Of Flowry Fields, of cop*ces Green, 

The mowed Meadows, with che fleeced Sheep, 
And Feaſts, that either Shearers keep ; 

The ripen<d Ears, yct humble in their height, 
And Furrows laden with their weight ; 

The Apple-harveit, that doth longer laſt ; 
The Hogs returid home fat from matt ; 

The Trees cut out in log ; and thoſe Boughs made 
A Fire now, that lend a Shade ' 

Thus Pan, and Sylvane, having had their Rites, 
Comes, puts in, for new Delights ; 

And fills thy open Hall with mirth, and cheer 
As if in Saturns Reign it were ; 

Apolly's Harp, and Hermes Lyre refound, 
Nor are the Mvu/es Strangers found : 

The ont of rura! Folk come thronging in, 
(Their rudeneſs then 1s thought no vin ) 

Thy robleft Spouſ= atturds chem welcome Grace ; 
Ard the great Heroes, of her Race, 

wif mixt Wita loſs of State, or Reverence. 
Freedom doth with Degree diſpenſe. 

ie jolly Wallal walks the often round, 
And in tiizir Cups, their Cares are drown'd ; 


They think nor, then, which fide the Cauſe ſhall leetw, 
Nor how to get the Lawyer Fees. 

Such, and no other was that Age, of old, 
Which boaſts Vhave had the Head of Go!. 

And ſuch ſince thou canit make thinc own content, 
Strive, Wreth, to live long innocent. 

Let others watch in guilty Arms, and ſtand 
The fury of a raſh command, 

Go enter Breachcs, meet the Cannons rage, 
That they may Sleep with Scars in Age. 

And ſhew their Feathers ſhot, and Colours torn, 
And brag that they were therefore born. 

Ler rais Man ſweat, and wrangle at the Bar, 
For every price in every Jar, 

And change Pollicflions, oftner with his Breath, 

' Than either Money, War, or Deati: 

Let him, than hardeſt Sires, more difinherit, 
And each where boaſt it as his Merit, 

To blow up Orphans, Widows, and their States ; 


Let that go heap a Maſs of wretched Wealth, 
Purchagd by Rapine, wor'e than Stealth, 
| And brooding ore it fit, with broadeſt Eyes, 
Nor doing good, ſcarce when he dves. 
Let thouſands more go flatter Vice, and win, 
; By being Organs to great Sin, 
| Ger Place and Honor, and be glad to keep 
| The Secrets, that ſhall break their Sleep : 
' And fo they ride in Purple, eat in Plate, 
Though Poyſon, think it a grear Fare. 
Bur thou, my H#retb, if I can truch apply, 
Shalrt neither that, nor this envy : 
Thy Peace is made ; and, when Mar's ſtate is well, 
'Tis bertrer, if he there can dwell. 
God wiſheth, none ſhould wrack on a ſtrange Shelf: 
To him Mar's dearer, than rChimſfelf. 
And, howſoever we may think Things ſweer, 
He always gives what he knows meer ; 
Which who can uſe 1s happy : Such be thon. 
Thy Mornings and thy Evenings Vow 
Be Thanks to him, and earneſt Prayer, to find 
A body Sound, with ſounder Mind ; 
To do thy Country ſervice, thy elf right; 
Thar neicher Want do thee affright, 
Nor Death ; but when thy lateſt Sand is ſpent, 
Thou may'ſt think Life, a Thing bur lent. 


I'V. 
+ To the World. 
A farewel for a Gentlewoman, virtuous and nobie, 


OD World, good-night, ſince thou haſt brought 
That Hour upon my Morn of Age, 


| And think his Power doth equal Fates. 
| 


Hence-forth I quit thee from my Thought, 
My part is ended on thy Stage. 


; Do nor once hope, that thou canſt tempt 


A Spirit ſo relolv'd to tread 


| Upon thy Throat, and live exempt 


From a!l the Nets that thou canſt ſpread. 


; I know thy Forms are ſtudied Arts, 


Thy tubril Ways, be narrow Straits ; 


| Thy curteſy but ſidden Starts, 


Ard what thon calP(t thy Gifts are Baits. 


[I know too, though thou Strut, and Paint, 


Yer art thon both ſhrunk up, and old ; 


[That only Fools make thee a Saint, 


And all thy Good 1s to be fold. 
| know thou whole art but a Shop 
Of Toys, and Triftes, Traps, and Snares, 


[To take the weak, or make chem ſtop : 


Yet art thou falſer than thy Wares. 


| And, knowing this ſhould 1 yet ſtay, 


Like ſuch as blow away thcir Lives, 
Ard never will redecm a Day, 
Enamor'd of their golden Gyves ? 


Or 
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Or having 'ſcap'd (ſhall I return, 
And thruſt my Neck into the Nooſe, 
From whence fo lately, I did burn, 
With all my Powers, my ſelf to looſe ? 
What Bird, or Beaſt is known {o dull, 
That fled his Cage, or broke his Chain, 
And taſting Air, and Freedom *rwull 
Render his Head in their again ? 
If theſe, who have but Senſe, can ſhun 
The Engins, that have them annoy'd ; 
Little, for me, had Reaſon done, 
If I could not thy Ginns avoid. 
Yes, threaten, do. Alas I fear 
As little, as I hope from thee : 
| know thou canſt nor ſhew, nor bear 
More hatred, than thou hatt to me. 
My tender, firit, and ſimple Years 
Thou did'ſt abuſe, and then betray ; 
Since ſtird'!t up Jealouſtes ard Fears, 
When all the Cauſes were away. 
Then, in a Soil haſt plantec me, 
Where breathe the balſett of -by Fools ; 
Where envious Arts profetled be, 
And Pride, and Ignorance the Scnools, 
Where nothing is examin'd, weighed, 
Bur, as *mas rumoi'd, (+ believ'd : 
Where every tceedom ts berr. yd, 
And everv Goodneſs tax'd, or griov'd. 
Bur, what we're born for, we mu car : 
Our irai! Condition it 5 ſOch, 
That, whac to all miv b+pyer here, 
If *e charce to me, ! mult not grutch. 
Elſe, | my flate ſhould ninch mitiake, 
To harbour a divided Thought 
From all my Kind : that, for my fake, 
There ſhould a Miracle be wrought. 
No, I do know, char 1 was born 
To Age, Misfortune, Sickneſs, Grief: 
But I will bear theſe, with that ſcorn, 
As ſhall not need thy falſe Relief. 
Nor for my Peace will I go far, 
As Wand'rers do, that ſtill do rome; 
But muke my Strergths, ſuch as they are, 
Here in my Boſom, and at home. 


V. 
SONG. 


To Celia. 


Ome my Celis, let us prove, 
While we may, the Sports of Love ; 

Time will not be ours, for ever : 
He, at length, our good will ſever. 
Spend not then his Gifts in vain: 
Suns, that ſer, may riſe again : 
Bur, if once we loſe this Light, 
"Tis, with us, perperual Night. 
Why ſhould we defer our Joys? 
Fame, and Rumor are but Toys, 
Cannot we delude the Eyes 
Of a few poor houſhold Spies ? 
Or his eaſier Ears beguil, 
So removed by our wile ? 
'Tis no Sin, Loves Fruit to ſteal, 
Bur the ſweet Theft to reveal : 
To be taken, to be ſeen, 
Theſe have Crimes accounted been. 


+» 2h 


———— 


VI. 
To the Same. 


iſs me, Sweet : The wary Lover 
Can your Favours keep, and cover, 
When the common courting Jay 
All your Bountics will berray. 
Kiſs agun : no Creature comes. 
Kals, and ſcore up wealthy ſums . 
On my Lips, thus hardly ſundred, 
While you Breathe. Firſt give a hundred, 
Then a thouſand, then another 
Hundred, then unto the Cother 
Add a thouſand, and fo more : 
Till you equal with the Store, 
All the Graſs that Rummey yields, 
Or the Sands in Chel/ey Fields, 
Or the Drops in ſilver Thames, 
Or the Stars, that gild his Streams, 
In the ſ1!ent Summer-Nights, 
When Youths ply their Foln Delights. 
That the Curious may not know 
How to tc!l *em as they flow, 
An! che Envious, when chey find 
What chcir Number 1s,: be pir'd. 


VIL 
SONG. 
That Women are but Mens Shadows. 


Ollow a Shadow, it ſtill flies you, 
Seem to fly ir, it will purſue : 
So court a Miitreſs, (he demes you ; 
Ler her alone, ſhe will court you: 
Say, are not Women truly, then, 
Sti2d but the Shadows of us Men ? 
Art morn, and even, Shades are longeſt ? 
At noon, they are ſhort, or none : 
So Men at weakeſt, they are ſtrongeſt, 
Bn grant us perfect, they're not known. 
Say, are not Women truly, then, 
StiPd but the Shadows of us Men ? 


VIIL. 
SONG. 
To Sickneſs. 


, Diſeaſe, doſt thou moleſt 
W295 of them the beſt ? 
Do not Men, ynow of Rires 
To thy Alrars, by their Nights 
Spent in Surfeirs : and their Days, 
And Nights too, in worſer ways ? 
Take heed, Sickneſs, what you do, 
I ſhall fear, you'll Surfeit roo. 
Live not we, as, all thy Stalls, 
Spittles, Peſt-houſe, Hoſpitals, 
Scarce will take our preſent Store? 
And this Age will build no more: 
'Pray thee, feed contented, thun, 
Sickne/s ; only on us Men. 
Or if it reeds thy Luſt will raſte 
Weman-kind ; devour the walite 
Livers, round about the Town. 
But forgive me, with thy Crown 
They maintain the trueſt Trade, 
And have more Diſeaſes made. 
What ſhould, yer, thy Pallat pleaſe ? 
Daintineſs, and ſofter Eaſe, | . 
Sleeked Lims, and fineft Blood ? 
If thy Leanneſs love ſuch Food, 
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There are thoſe, that, for thy ſake, 
Do enough :; and who would take 
Any pains ; yea, think it price, 
To become thy Sacrihice. 
That diſtil their Husband's Land 
In DecoCtions; and are mar'd 
With ten Emp'ricks, in their Chamber, 
Lying for the Spirit of Amber. 
That for the Oyl of Talck, dare ſpznd 
More than Citizens dare lend 
Them, and all their Officers. 
That to make all Pleaſure theirs, 
Will by Coach, and Water go, 
Every Stew in Town to know ; 
Dare entail their loves on any, 
Bald, or blind, or nere fo many : 
And, for thee at common Game, 
Play away, health, wealth, and fame. 
Theſe, Dy/eaſe, will thee deſerve : 
And will, long ere thon ſhould'ſt ſtarve, 
On their Bed moſt proſtitute, 
Move it, as their humbleſt Sure, 
In thy Juſtice to moleſt 
None but them, and leave the ret: 


FL 
SONG, 
7To Celia. 


Rink to me, only, with thine Eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a Kiſs but in the Cup, 
And PII not look for Wine. 
The Thirſt, that from the Soul doth riſe, 
Doth ask a Drink divine : 
But might I of Fove's Ne#ar ſup, 
I would not change for thine. 
I ſent thee, late, a roſy Wreath, 
Not ſo much honoring thee, 


As giving, a hope, that there 
Ir cou rx withered be. 

But thou thereon did'ſt only breathe, 
And ſent'it it back to me : 


Since when it grows, and ſmclls, I ſwear, 
Not of it (elf, but thee, 


X. 


| Nd muſt I ſing ? what Subject ſhall I chuſe / 
Or whoſe great Name in Pcers Heaven uſe ? 
For the more countenance to my aCtive Muſe? 


Hereules? alas his Bones are yet ſore, 
With his old earthly Labours. T*exatt more, 
Of his dull god-head, were Sin. Pl implore 


Phzbus ? No, tend thy Cart ſtill. Envious day 
Shall not give out, that I have made thee ſtay, 
And found'red thy hot Team, to tune my lay. 


Nor will I beg of thee, Lord of the Vie, 
To raiſe my Spirits with thy conjuring Wine, 
In the green Circle of the Ivy Twine. 


Pallasr, nor thee, I call on, mankind Maid, 
That, at thy Birth, mad'lt the poor Smith affcaid, 
Who, with his Ax, thy Father's Midwife plaid. 


Co, cramp dull Afars, light Venus, when he Snorts, 
Or, with thy Trade Trine, invent new Sports. 
Thou, nor thy looſncſs with my making Sorts. 


| Let the 4 Boy, your Son, ply his old Task, 
| Turn the ſtale Prologue to ſome painted Mask, 
His abſence in my Verſe, is all I ask. 


Hermes, the Cheater, ſhall not mix with us, 
Though he would ſteal his Siſters Pepaſws, 
And rifle him : or pawn his Petaſas. 


| Nor all the Ladjes of the Theſpian Lake, 
( Though they were cruſht into one Form ) conld make 
| A Beauty of that Merit, that ſhould take 


My Muſe up by Commiſſion : No, I bring 
My own true Fire. Now my Thought takes wing, 
And now an Epode to deep Ears I ſing. 


| X1. 


Epode. 


Ot to know Vice at all, and keep true ſtate, 
Is Virtue, and not Fate : 
Next, t that Virtue, is to know Vice well, 
And her black ſpight expel, 
Which to etfc&t (ſince no Breaſt is ſo ſure, 
Or ſafe, but ſhell procure 
Some me entrance ) we muſt plant a Guard 
Thoughts to Watch, and Ward 
At el'Eyec and Ear ( the Ports unto the Mind ) 
That no ſtrange, or unkind 
Object arrive there, but the Heart ( our Spy ) 
Give knowledge inſtantly, . 
To wakefil Reaſon, our affetions King : 
Who ( in ttvexamining ) 
| Will quickly taſte the Reaſon, and commit 
Cloſe, the cloſe Cauſe of it. 
'Tis the ſecureſt Policy we have, 
To make our Senſe our Slave. 
But this true Courſe is not embrac'd by many : 
By many ? ſcarce by any. 
For either our AﬀeCtions do rebel, 
Or elſe the Sentinel 
(That ſhould ring Larum to the Heart ) doth ſleep, 
Or ſome great Thought doth keep 
Back the Intelligence, and falſly Swears, 
Trare baſe, and idle Fears 
| Whereof the lpyal Conſcience ſo complains. 
Thus by theſe ſubtile Trains, 
Do ſeveral Paſſions invade the Mind, 
And ſtrike our Reaſon blind. 
Of which uſurping Rank, ſome have thought Love 
The firſt ; as prone to move 
Moſt frequent Tumultes, Horrors, and Unreſts, 
In our enflamed Breaſts : 
But this doth from the Cloud of Error grow, 
Which thus we over-blow. 
The Thing, they here call Love, is blind Deſue, 
Arm'd with Bow, Shafts, and Fire ; 
Inconſtant, like the Sea, of whence *tis born, 
Rough, ſwelling, like a Storm : 
| With whom who Sails, rides on the ſurge of Fear, 
And Boils, as if he were 
In a continual Tempeſt. Now, true Love 
No ſuch Ettefts doth prove ; 
That is an Eflence far more gentle, fine, 
Pure, perfect, nay divine ; 
It is a golden Chain let down from Heaven, 
Whoſe Links are bright, and even. 
That falls like Sleep on Lovers, and combines 
_The ſoft, and ſweeteſt Minds 
In equal Knots: This bears no Brands, nor Darts, 
To murther different Hearts, 
But, in a calm, and god-like Unity, 
Preſerves Community. 


O, whe 


O whois he, that ( in this peace ) enjoys 
Th” Eltxir of all Joys? 

AForm more freſh, thagzare the Eden Bowers, 
And laſting, agCFr Flowers : 

Richer than Time, and as Time's Virtue, rare : 
Sober, as ſaddeſt Care : 

A fixed Thought, an Eye untaught to glance ; 
Who ( bleſt with ſuch high Chance ) 

Would, at ſuggeltion of a ſteep deſire, 
Caſt limſelf from the Spire 

Of all his Happineſs ? Bur fofe: 1 hear 
Some vicious Fool draw near, . 

That cries, we Dream, and ſwears there”s no ſuch thing, 
As this chaſte Love we ling. 

Peace Luxury, thou art like one of thoſe 
Who, being at Sea, ſuppoſe, 

Becauſe they move, the Continent doth fo. 
No, Vice, we let thee know, 

Tho? thy wild thonghts with Sparrows Wings do flie, 
Turtles can chaſtly die ; 

And yet (in this Vexprefs our ſelves more clear ) 
We do not number here, 

Such Spirits as are only Continent, 
Becauſe Luſ's means are ſpent : 

Or thoſe, who doube the Common Mouth of Fare, 
And for their Place and Name, 

Cant\ot (o ſafely ſin. Their Chaltity 
ls meer Neceſſity, 

Nor mean we thoſe, whom Yows and Conſcierice 
Have hIVd with Abſtinence : 

Tho' we acknowledg, who can f© abſtain, 
Makes a moſt bleſſed Gain, 

He that for love of Goodneſs hateth 11], 
Is more Crown-worthy ſtill, 

Than he, which for Sin's Penaity forbears ; 
His Heart fins, tho? he fears. 

But we propoſe a Pcrſon like our Dove, 
Grac'd with a Phzmx love ; 

A Bcauty of that clear, and ſparkling light, 
Would make a Day of Night, jo 

And turn the blackeſt Sorrows to bright Joys: 
Whoſe od'rous Breath deſtroys 

All caſte of bitterneſs, and makes the Air 
As (weet as ſhe is fair. 

A Body ſo harmoniouſly compog'd, 
As if Natwre diſclosd 

All her beſt Symmetry in that one Feature ! 
O, fo Divine a Creature, 

Who could be falſe ro ? chiefly when he knows 
How only ſhe beſtows 


The wealthy treaſure of her love on him ; 


Making his Fortunes ſwim 

In the full flood of her admir'd perfeCtion ? 
What ſzvage, brute atteCtion, 

Would not be fearful to otitend a Dame 
Of this excelling Frame ? 

Much more a noble, and right generous mind 
( To vertuous moods inclin'd } 

That knows the weight of guilt: He will refrain 
From thoughts of ſuch a ſtrain. 

And to his Senſe object this Sentence ever, 
Man may ſecurely ſin, but ſafely never. 


X11. 
EF FSF 4 
To Elizabeth Counteſs of Rutland. 


Madam, 


HiPſt that, for which all Vertue now is ſold, 
And almolt every Vice, almighty Gold, 
That which, to boot with Hell, is thought worth Heaven, 
And for it, Life, Conſcience, yea Souls are given, 
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| Toyles, by grave cuſtom, up and down the Court, 
To every Squire, or Groom, that will report 
Well, or ill, only all the following Year, 
Juſt ro the weight cheir this days Preſents bear ; 
While ic makes Huiſhers ſerviceable Men, 
And fome one apteth to be truſted then, 
Though never after ; whiles it gains the Voice 
Of ſome grand Peer, whoſe Air doth make rejoice 
The Fool that gave it ; who will want, and weep, 
- When his proud Patror's Favours are aſleep ; 
While thus it buys great Grace, and hunts poor Fame; 
Runs berween Man,and Man; *rween Dame,and Dame; 
Solders crackt Friendſhip ; makes Love laſt a day ; 
Or perhaps leſs : whiPſt Gold bears all this ſway, 
I, that have none ( to ſend you ) ſend you Verſe. 
A Preſent which ( if elder Writs rehcrſe 
The truth of Times ) was once of more eſteem, 
Than chis, our Guile, nor golden Age can dcem, * 
When Gold was made no Weapon to cut Throats, 
Or pur to flight Area, when her Ingots 
Were yet unfound, and better plac'd in earth, 
Than, here, to give Pride fame, and Peaſants birth, 
Burt lev this Drofs carry What price it will 
With noble Ignorants, and let them till, 
Turn, upon ſcorned Verſe, their Quarter-face : 
With you, I know, my ofPring will find grace. 
For what a Sin *gainſt your great Father's Spirit, 
Were it to think, that you ſhould not inherit 
His love unto the Muſes, When his kill 
Almolt you have, or may have, when you wil? 
Wherein Wiſe Nature you a Dowry gave, 
Worth an Eſtate, treble to that you have. 
Beauty, I know, is good, and Blood is more; 
Riches thought moſt : But, Madam, think what ſtore 
The World hath ſeen, which all theſe had in truſt, 
And now lie loſt in their forgotten Duſt. 
It is the Muſe alone, can raiſe to Heaven, 
And, at her ſtrong Arms end, hold up, and even, 
The Souls, ſhe loves, Thoſe other glorious Notes, 
| Inſcrib'd in touch or marble, or the Cotes 
Painted, or carv'd upon our great Mens Tombs, 
Or in their Windows ; do but prove the Wombs, 
That bred them,Graves: when they were born,they dy'd, 
That had ng Muſe to make their Fame abide. 
How many equyal with the Argrve Queen, 
Have Beauty known, yet none fo famous ſeen ? 
Achilles was not firſt, that valiant was, 
Or, in an Army's head, that lockt in braſs, 
Gave killing ſtrokes. There were brave Men, before 
Ajax, or Idomen, or all the ſtore, 
That Homer brought to Troy ; yet none (© live : 
Becauſe they lack'd the Kicred Pen, could give 
Like life unto **m. Who heav'd Hercules 
Unto the Stars? or the Tyndarides ? 
Who placed Faſons Argo in the Sky ? 
Or (et bright Aviadve Crown ſo high ? 
Who made a Lamp of Berenices Hair ? 
Or lifted Caſſiopes in her Chair ? © 
Bat only Poets, rapt with Rage divine ? 
And ſuch, or my hopes fail, ſhall make you ſhine. 
You, and that other Star, that pureſt light, 
Of all Lucma's Train ; Lacy the bright. 
Than which, a nobler Heaven itſelf knows not. 
Who, though ſhe have a berter Verſer gor, 
( Or Poet, in the Court account ) than I, 
And, who doth me ( though Inot him ) envy, 
Yet, for the timely Favours ſhe hath done, 
To my leſs ſanguine Muſe, wherein ſhe hath wor: 
My grateful Soul, the fubject of her powers, 
I have already usd ſome happy hours, 
To her remembrance ; which when time ſhall bring 
To curious light, to Notes, I then fhall ſing, 
Will prove old Orpheus At noTale to be: c 
For I ſhall move Stocks, Stones, no leſs than he. A 
en 
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The Foreſt. 
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Then all, that have but done my Muſe lealt grace, 

Sha!l thronging come, and boaſt the happy place 
Thev hold in my ſtrange Poems, which, as yet, 

Had not their Form tonch'd by an Engliſh Wit, 
There like a rich, and golden Pyramid, 

Born up bv Statues, ſhall I rear your Head, 
Above your under-carved Ornaments, 

And ſhew, how, to the Life, my Soul preſents 
Your Form impreſt there : not with tickling Rhimes, 

Or Common-places, filch'd, that take theſe Times, 
Bur high, and noble matter, ſuch as flics 

From Brains entranc'd, and filPd with Extaſies ; 
Moods, which the god-like Sydney oft did prove, 

And your brave Friend, and mine ſo well did love: 
Who, wherefo're he be——— 

The reſt u loſt, 


XIII. 
EPISTLE. 


To Katherine, Lady Aubigny. 


'T IS grown almoſt a danger to ſpeak true 
Of any good Mind, now ; There are fo few. 
The bad, by number, are to fortify'd, 
As what they've loſt Vexpect, they dare deride. 
So both the Prais'd, and Praiſers ſutter : Yer, 
For others ill, ought none their good forget. 
i, thcrefore, who profeis my ſelf in Love, 
With every Virtue, whereſo're it move, 
And howſoever; as | amat Feud 
With Sin and Vice, though with a Throne endu'd ; 
And, in this Name, am given out dangerous 
By Arts, and Practice of the Vicious, 
Such as ſuſpect themiclves, and think it fit 
For-their own cap'tal Crimes, Cindite my Wit ; 
[, that have ſutfcrd this ; and, though forſook 
Of Fortwne, have not alter'd yet my look, 
Or ſo my ſelf abandon'd, as becauſe 
Men are not juſt, or keep no holy Laws 
Of Nature, and Society, 1 ſhould faint ; 
Or fear to draw true Lines, *cauſe others Paint : 
I, Madam, am become your Prailer. Where, 
If it may ſtand with your ſoft Bluſh to hear, 
Your Self but told unto Your Self, and ſee 
In my Character, what your Features be, 
You will not from the Paper ſlightly paſs : 
No Lady, but at ſometime loves her Glaſs. 
And this ſhall be no falſe one, but as much 
Remov'd, as you from Need to have it ſuch, 
Look then, and ſee your Self, I will not ſay 
Your Beauty ; for you ſee that every day : 
And fo do many more, All which can call 
Ir perfe(t, proper, pure, and natural, 
Kor taken up o'()Dottors, but as well 
As1, .can ſay, and ſee it doth excel. 
That asks but to be cenſur'd by the Eyes : 
And, in thoſe outward Forms, all Fools are wiſe. 
Nor that your Beauty wanted not a Dower, 
Dol retictt. Some Alderman has power, 
Or covgning Farmer ot the Cuſtoms fo, 
Tadvance his doubtful Illue, and o'reflow 
A Princes Fortunc :. Theſe are gifts of Chance, 
And raiſe not Virtue ; they may Vice enhance. 
My Mirror is more ſubti), clear, refin'd, 
And takes, and gives the Beauties of the mind. 
Though it reje&t not thoſe of Fortune : ſuch 
As Blood, and Match. Wherein, how more than much 
Ar2 you engaged to your happy Fare, 
For ſuch a Lot! that mixt you with a State 
Of 1o great Title, Birth, but Virtue moſt, 
Without which, all the reſt were ſounds, or loſt, 


A 


\ To crown the Burden which 
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'Tis only that can Time, and Chance defeat : 
For he, that once is good, is ever great. 


hs 


Wherewith, then Madam, can betrer pay 
This bleſſing of your Stars, by that way 
Of Virrue, which you tread ? What if alone ? 
Without Companions ? ”Tis ſafe to have none. 
In ſingle paths, —_—_ with eaſe are watch'd : 
Contagion in the Preaſe is ſooneſt catch'd. 
This makes, that wiſely you decline your Life, 
Far from the maze of Cuſtom, Error, Strife, 
And keep an even, and unhalter'd Gait ; 
Not looking by, or back, (like thoſe, that wait 
Times, and Occaſions, to ſtart forth, and ſeem ) 
Which though the turning World may diſeſteem, 
Becauſe that Studies Spectacles, and Shows, 
And after varied, as freſh Objects goes, 
Giddy with Change, and therefore cannot ſee 
Right, the right way : yet muſt yoor comfort be 
Your Conſcience, and not Wonder, if none asks 
For Truth's Complexion, where they all wear Masks: 
Let who will follow Faſhions, and Attires, : 
Maintain their Licdgers forth, for Forcign Wyres, 
Melt down their Husbands Land, to pour away 
On the cloſe Groom, and Page, on New-year: Day, 
And almoſt, all Days after, while they live ; 
(They find it both ſo witty, and ſafe to give ) 
Ler'em on Poulders, Oyls, and Paintings, ſpend, 
Till that no Uſurer, nor his Bawds dare lend 
Them, or their Officers: and no Man know, 
Whether it be a Face they wear, or no. 
Let **m waſte Body, and *State ;, and aſter all, 
When their own Paraſites langh at their Fall, 
May they have nothing left, whereof they can 
Boaſt, but how oft they have gone wrong to Man: 
And call it their brave Sin. For ſuch there be 
Thar do fin only for the Infamy : 
And never think, how Vice doth every hour, 
Eat on her Clients, and ſome one devour. 
You, Madam, young have learr'd to ſhun theſe Shelves, 
Whereon the moſt of Mankind wreck themſelves, 
And, keeping a juſt Courſe, have early pur 
Into your Harbour, and all paſſage ſhur 
'Gainſt Storms, or Pirats, that might charge your Pcace ; 
For which you worthy are the glad Increaſe 
Of your bleſt Womb, made fruitful from above 
To pay your Lord the pledges of chaſte Love : 
And raiſe a noble Stem, to give the Fame, 
To Ciifrow's Blood, that is deny*d their Name. 
Grow, grow, fair Tree, and as thy Branches ſhoor, 
Hear, what the Muſes fing above thy Root, 


| By me, their Prieſt ( if chey can ought Divine ) 


Before the Moons have filld their triple Trine, 
= go withall, 
le ſhall a ripe and timely Ilue fall, 
Texpe& the Honours of great Aubigny : 
And greater Rites, yet writ in Myltery, 
Burt which the Fate: forbid me to reveal. 
Only, thus much, out of a raviſh'd Zeal, 
Unto your Name, and goodneſs of your Life, 
They ſpeak ; ſince you are truly | bo rare Wiſe, 
Other great Wives may bluſh at : when they ſee 
What your try'd manners are, what theirs ſhould 
How you love one, and him you ſhould; how till 
You are depending on his Word, and Will ; 
Not faſhion'd for the Court, or Stranger's Eyes; 
But to preaſe him, who is the dearer Prize 
Unto himſelf, by being ſo dear to you. 
This makes, that your Aﬀections ſtill be new, 
And that your Souls conſpire, as they were gone 
Each into other, and had now made one. 
Live that one, ſtill; and as long years do paſs, 
Madam, be bold to uſe this rrueſt Glaſs : 
Wherein, your Form, you ſtill the ſame ſhall find ; 


Becauſe nor it can change, nor ſach a Mind. 
XIV. ODE. 
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The Foreſt. 


XIV. 
ODE. 
To Sir William Sydney, on his Birth-day. 


OW that the Hearth is crowr'd with ſmiling Fire, 
And ſome do Drink; and ſome do Dance, 
Some Ring, 
Some Sing, 
And all do ſtrive Vadvance 
The gladneſfs higher : - 
Wherefore ſhould 1 
Stand ſilent by. 
Who nat the leaſt, 
Both love the Cauſe, and Authors of the Feaſt ? 
Give me my Cup, but from the The/p:an Well, 
That I may tell to Sydney, what 
This Day 
Doth ſay, 
And he may think on that 
Which I do tell : 
When all the Noiſe 
Of theſe forc'd Joys, 
Are ficd and gone, 
And he, with his beſt Gene left alone. 
This Day ſays, then, the number of glad Years 
Are juſtly ſumm'd; char make you Man ; 
Your Vow 
Muſt now 
Strive all right ways it can, 
Tout-ſtrip your Peers : 
Since he doth lack 
Of going back 
Little, whoſe Will 
Doth urge him to run wrong, or to ſtand ſtill. 
Nor can a little of the common ſtore, 
Of Nobles Virtue, ſhew in you ; 
Your Blood 
So good 
And great, muſt ſeek for new, 
And ſtudy more : 
Nor weary, reſt 
On whar's deceavge. 
For they, that ſwell 
With Duſt of Anceſtors, in Graves but dwell. 
Twill be exaCted of your Name, whoſe Son, 
Whoſe Nephew, whoſe Grandchild you are ; 
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And Men, 
Will, then, 
Say you have follow'd far, 
When well begun : 
Which muſt be noxw, 
They teach you, how, 
And he that ſtays 
To live until to Morrow hath loſt two Days, 
So may you live in Honour, as in Name, 
If with this Truth you bc inſpir'd ; 
So may 
This Day 
Be more, and long deſir'd : 
And with the Flame 
Of Love be bright, 
As with che light 
Of Bonfires. Then ( Men 
The Birth-day ſhines, whert Logs not burn, but 


> F 
To Heaven. 


Ood, and great Ged, can I not think of thee, 
But it muſt, ſtraight, my Melancholy be ? 


Is it interpreted in me Diſeaſe, , 


Thar, laden with my Sins, 1 ſcek for Eaſe ? 
O, be thou Witneſs, that the Reins doſt know, 
And Hearts of all, if 1 be f2d for Show, 
And judge me after: if I dare pretend 
To ought but Grace, or aim at other End. 
As thou art All, ſo be thou All ro me, 
Firſt, midſt, and laſt, converted one, and three; 
My Faith, my Hope, my Love : and in this ſtate, 
My Judge, my Witneſs, and my Advocate. 
Where have I been this while exil'd from thee? 
And whither rapt, now thou but ſtoup'it ro me? 
Dwell, dwell here itil! : O, being every-where, 
How can I doubt to find thee ever, here ? 
I know my ſtate, both full of Shame, and Scorn, 
Conceiv'd in Sin, and unto Labour born, 
Scanding with Fear, and muſt with Horror fall, 
And deſtin'd unto judgment, after all. 
| feel my Griefs too, and there ſcarce is Ground, 
Upon my Fleſh Vinflict another Wound. 
Yer dare | not complain, or wiſh for Death 
With holy Paul, leſt it be thought the Breath 
Of Diſcontent ; or that theſe Prayers be 
For wearinelſs of Life, not love of thee. 
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Kings Entertainment | 
IN PASSING TO HIS | 
The Author B. ]. 
] Quando magis dignos licuit ſpetare triumphos ! Mart. 


At Fen-Church. 


He Scene preſented it ſelf in a Square and Flat Up- 
right, like to the ſide of a City : the top thereof, 


above the Vent, and Creft, adorn'd with 
Houſes, Towers, and Steeples , ſet off in proſpeCtive. 
Upon the Battlements in a great Capital Letter was in- 


ſcribed, Y, 
LONDINIUM: 


Annal.1.14. According to Tacitus : At Snetonius mira con- 

Path medios inter haſtews Londinium perrextt, cop- 
nomento quidem Colonia non inſigne, ſed copia Negotiatorum, 3 
commeatu maxime celebre. Beneath thar, in a leſs and dif- 
fcrent Charatter, was written 


CAMERA REGIA, 


Camb. Brie. Which Title immediately after the Norman Con- 
374 quelt it began to have ; and by the indulgence 
of ſacceeding Princes, hath becn hitherto continued. In 
the Freezc over the Gate, it ſeemeth to ſpeak this Verſe : 


| 


Glory and Light of our Kingdom Mr. Cambden, (Brit.3.77.) 
ſpeaking of Londen, faith, ſhe is rtotius Britannia Epitome, 
Brit annicique Imperit ſedes, Regumque Anglia Camera ; tantum 
inter ommnews emmet , quantum ( ut ait ille ) mter <xburna Cu- 
preſſms. She was a Woman, richly atrir*d, in Cloth of Gold 
and Tiſſue; a rich Mantle; over her State two Crowns 
hanging, with penſil Shields thorow them ; the one lirn'd 
with the particular Coat of England, the other of Scotland : 
on either ſide alſo a Crown, with the like *Scutcheons, and 
peculhar Coats of France and Ireland. In her Hand ſhe 
holds a Scepter ; on her Head a Fillet of Gold, interwoven 
with Palm and Lawrel; her Hair bound into four ſeveral 
Points, deſcending from her Crowns; and in her Lapa 
little Globe, inſcrib'd upon 


ORBIS BRIT ANNICUS. 
And beneath, the Word 
DIVISUS AB ORBE. 


To ſhew that this Empire is a World divided from the 
World ; and alluding to that of *Clav. 


* De malls 
P A R D O M U S H SE hy C OE L O, — noſtro didulla Britannia mundo. [ome tg 
SED MINOR EST DOMINO. | AndVog. Beko 8. 


Lib. 8. Taken out of Martial , and implying, that 
Eprg.35- though this Ciry ( for the State, and Magni- 


——E; penitus toto diviſo; erbe Britamnos. 


The Wreath denotes Vittory and Happineſs. The Scepter 
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and Crowns Sovercignty. The Shields the Precedency of 


ficence ) might ( by Hyperbole) be ſaid to touch the Stars, 
At the Feet was 


and reach up to Heaven, yer was it far inferior to the the Countries, and their DiltinCtions. 
maſter thereof, who was his Majeity ; and in that reſpect | ſet 
unworthy to receive him. The higheſt Perſon advanc'd | 

thurgin, was 


THEOSOPHIA, 


_——— — 


or divine Wiſdem, all in White, a blue Mantle ſeeded with 
Stars, a Crown of Stars on her Head. Her Garments 
tigur'd Truth, Innocence, and Clearnefs. She was always 
looking up ; in her one Har the ſuttained a Dove, in 
che other a Serpent : the lait to ſhew her Subtilty, che 


MONARCHIA ERITANNICA; 


and fitly : app'ying to the above-mentioned Title of che 
City, THE KING'S CHAMBER, and therefore here | 


placed as in the proper Sear of the Empire : for, ſo che | firit her Simplicity ; alluding co that Text of Scripcure, 
| ( Matth. 


in paſ ſing to His 


Coronation. 305 


( Matth.10.16.) Eſtote ergo prudentes ſicut ſerpentes, © {'m- 


plices ſicut colambae. Her Word, 


Pov81s, PER ME REGES REGNANT. 

| Intimating, how by her all Kings do govern, and that 
ſhe is the Foundation and Strength of Kingdoms, to which 
end, ſhe was here placed, upon a Cube, at the foor of che 
Monarchy, as her baſe and ftay. Directly beneath her 
{ſtood 
Antiqus: Ge 
1nj:10m ome 
mm gignen- A Perſon attir'd rich, reverend, and antique : 
_ rerim his hair long and White, crowned With a Wreath 
empty" of Plain-tree, which is ſaid to be Arbor gentalzs ; 
tam bib. his Mantle of purple, and Buskins of that co- 
quam homi- Jour : He held in one Hand a Gobler, in the 
mb, vel ce2e- other a Branch full of lirtle Twigs, to ſignitie 


71s rebus na- : > 
mw. LiL.Gre. Increaſe and Indulgence. His Word 


Gy. in Syut. 
deor. 15. & 
Roſin. Antiq, 
Ro. 1.2. C.14, pointing to the Two that ſupported him , 
whereof the one on the Right hand, was 


GENIUS URBEIS, 


HIS ARMIES: 


BOULEUTES, 


# Civica co. F18uring the Council of the City, and was 
you fie & ſured in black and purple; a Wreath of * Oak 
fronde quer- upon his Head ; ſuſtaimng for his Enfigns, on 
1a, quoniam his lefr Arm a Scarlet Robe, and in lus Right 
cou #1/7;, hand the | Faices, as Tokens of Magiltracy, 
anesqrfſmnus ith this Inſcription ; 


quereus capt 
SER SKE CIFESX 


felnews ſur. Rod. 
lib. 10, Cap- 

27. f Faſciculs virrarium, mth a quas ob/1gate ſecims erat, fic, 1 fer- 
rum in ſiummo faſee extarer, Ro. lib. 7. cap.3- Tbs notand:m it, non 
debere pracipitem, © ſolutam tram eſe magiſtrarus. Mora cram alata, 
@ cunttanro, dum ſenfim vi;ge ſoivintur, wdentidem conſi. im mutawit 
deplelends. Quando autem vitia quedam ſunt corngibiltz, depiorata 
ala ; caftigant virge. 1'10d revacars valet, immendabile ſecures prect- 
dunt, Plut, Prob. Rom. $2. 


The other on the Left hand, 


— — 


: 


| As if this were the firſt Hour of her Life,and 


POLEMIUS, | 
The warlike Force of the City, in an antique Coat or * 
Armour, with a Target and Sword ; his Helm on, and 


i 


_—— = 


crowned with Laurel, implying Strength and Conqueſt : 
in his Hand he bore the Standart of the City, with this 


Word, 
EXTINGUERE ET HOSTETS. 


Expreſſing by thoſe ſeveral Mots, connexed, that with 
thoſe Arms of Counſel and Strength, the Genmzs was ablc 
to extinguiſh the King's Enemies, and preſerve his Citi- 
zens, a!luding to thoſe Verſes in Seneca, 


Extmguere biſtem, maxima eſt virtins Ducs. 
Servare Crues, major eſt patrice patrt. 


Underneath theſe, in an Aback thruſt out before the 


relt, lay 


TAMESIS_ 


The River, as running along the Side of the City; in a 
Skin-coat made like Fleſh, naked and blue. His Mantle 
of ſea-green or water-colour, thin, and boln out like a 
241] ; Bracelers abour his Wreſts, of willow and ſedge, a 


Viſres, eum tens g/auco welabat amic{u 
Carbaſ:ts, & criners umbro'a tegebat Arundo. Xnfib.v. 
# 

_ His Beard, and Hair long, ard over-grown. He leans 
Ins Agm upon an earthen Por, out of which, Water, with 
live Fiſhes, are fee to run forth, and play about him. 
His Word, 


FULMINA SENSERUNT IPS4 


An hemiſtich of Ovid; : The reſt of the Verſe being, 


— quid eſſe! amr. Amor.l.3 el.5 . 

Athirming, that Rivers themſelves, and ſich inanimate 
Creatures, have heretofore been made ſenſible of Paſſions, 
and Attections ; and that he now, no leſs partook the Joy 
of his Majettics gratctul approach to this City, than any 
of thoſe Perſons, to whom be pointed, which were the 
Daughters of the Genizes, and Six in Number : who, in a 
ſpreading Aſcznt, upon ſeveral Grices, help to beautitie 
both the Sides. The firit, 


LEUPHROSTRNE, 


or Glaune'; : was fared in Green, a Mantle of divers co- 
lours, embroidred with all varicty of Flowers : on het 
Head a Garlard of Mirtle, in her Kight hand a cryltal 
Cruze tilPd with Wine, in the Left 2 Cup of Gold : at her 
Feet a Timbrcl, Harp, and other Inltruments, all Enligns 
of Gladneſs, : 


Hvr. Car.1. 


Nats m uſum letuie [cyphis Cnc. 
Ode 27. 


And in another place, 


Nene eft bibendum, munc ped: l;ber: 
Pul/anda Tellus, © c. Et Ode 37. 
Her Word, 


HeAC AVI MIHI PRIMA DIES. Stat. $11. 4; 


Ep. Dome, 


the Minute wherein ſhe began to be; beholding 
lo long coveted, and look'd for a preſence. The ſecond, 


SEBASIS, 


| or Veneration, was varied in an aſh-colour'd Sute, and dark 


O:tACt 2. | 


| Mantle, a Vail over her Hcad of aſh-colour : her Hands 


croſt before her, and her Eyes half cloſed. Her Word, 


MIHI SEMPER DEUS. VirgEcl.. 


Implying both her office of Reverence, and the Dignity 
of her Object, who being as God on Earth, ſhould never 
be lets in her Thought. The third, 


PROTHYMIA, 


or Promptitude, was attir'd in a ſhort tuck't Garment of 
Flame-colour, Wings at her back ; her Hair bright, and 


| bound up with Ribands; ker Breaſt open, <:irago-bke ; her 
| Buskins fo ribanded : She was crowned with a Chaplet of 
| Trifely, to expreſs Reavinefs, and Openneſs every way ; in 


her Right liand ſhe held a Squirrel, as being the Creature 
moſt full of Life and Quicknefs : in the Left a cloſe round 
Cenſor, with the Perfume fuddeniy to be vented forth at 


Lrown of Sedge and Reed upon his Head, mixt with | the Sides. Her Word, 


Water-lillies ; alluding to VirgiPs Deſcription of Tyber ; 


—— Des rp/e h ct, fiuwo T jybermus aman, 
Populeas mer [entor /e attollere frondes 


| 


2UA DATA PORTA. Xne.1. 


Taken from another place in //;rgil, where /£0/zs at the 


command of Juno lets forth the Wind; 
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30s Part of the King's Entertainment, 


ac vents -velut agmine fatto | 
Lua data porta ruunt, C terras turbine perfiant. Ane.1. 


And ſhew'd that ſhe was no leſs prepar'd with Promp- 
ritude, and Alacrity, than the Winds were , upon the 
leaſt Gate that ſhall be opencd to his lygh command. 
The Fourth, * 


AGRYPNIA, 


or Vigilance, in yellow, a ſable Mantle, ſeeded with wa- 
king Eyes, and ſilver Fringe : her Chaplet of Helitropum, 
or Turnſole : in her one Hand a Lamp, or Crellet ;in her 
other a Bell. The Lamp ſignified Search and Sighr, the 
Bell Warning ; the Helwtropium Care, and reſpecting her 
Obje&t. Her Word, 


SPECULAMUR IN OMNETS., 


Alluding to that of Ovid, where he deſcribes the Office 
of Argas. 


Ipſe procul montis ſublime cacumen 


— emacs 


- —— —— 


-— 


| On the other Side the Arms of the Ciry, with, 
| i YINCAS 
With theſe may ſt thou conquer. 


In the Centre, or midſt of the Pegm, there was an Aback 
or Square, wherein this Elogy was written : 


MAXIMUS HIC REX EST ET LUCE SERENIOR IPSA 
| PR NCIPE QUA TALEM CE*NIT IN URBE DUCEM ; 
CU}''S FORTUNAM SUPERAT VIC PNICA VIRTUS, 
YNUS UT 13 RELIQUOS VINCIT UTRAQUE VIRos. 
PRACEYTIE ALH POPULOS, MILTAQUE FATIGANT 
LEGE; SED EXEMPLO NOS R4'IiT {1 LE SUO 
CUIQUVE FRUI TOTA FAS EST VIXORE MARITO, 
ET SUA FAS SIMILI P' GYORA NOSST, PATRI. 
ECCE UBI PIGNCRIBU CiRCOUMETIPATA CORUSCIS 
IT COMES, ET TANI 0) © & MITOR A4NNA VIKO, 
HAUD MET" ET.REG)M PU3THAC FE PROXIMUS H ARES 
NE!l SUCCESSO#FEM NON AMET ILLE $SUUM. ; 


This, and the whole Frame, was covered with a Cur. 
tain of Silk, painted like a thick Cloud, and at the ap. 


Occupat, unie ſedens partes ſpeculatur in emnes. Met.1. | proach of the King was inſtanr.y to be drawn. The AL 


legory being, that thoſe Clouds were gathered upon the 


and implying the like duty of Care and Vigilance in hgr | Face of the City, throngh their long want of his moſt 


fel£ The fifth, 
AGAPE, 


or Toving AﬀeCtion, in Crimſon fringed with Gold , a 
Mantle of fl:me-colour , ker chaplert of red and white 
Roſes; in her Hand a flaming Heart : The Flame exprel\- 
ſed Zeal; the red and white Roles, a mixture of Simpli- 
city with Love ; her Robes Freſhneſs and Fervency, Her 
Word, 

NON SIC EXCUBISA,. 


Out of Claudian, in following. 


De 4. Conſ. Nec circamftantia pila 
4 wa Pans- Luam tutatur amor. 
Eg s. 


Inferring , that though her Siſter before had proteſted 
Watchfulneſs, and CircumipeCtion, yet no Watch or Guard 


wiſhed Sight : but now, as at the rifing of the Sun, all 
Miſts were diſperſed and fled. When tuddenly, upon fi- 
lence made to the Mulicks, a Voice was hcard to utcer 
this Verle ; 


| Claud, de 
Totus adeſt oculis, aderat qui mentibus olim. land Seil. 
th. 3. 


Signifying, that he was now really objefted to their 
Eyes, who before had been only, but ſtill, preſent in their 
Minds, 


T Thus far the Complemental part of the firſt; where: 
in was not only laboured che Expreſſion of State and Mag- 
mificence ( as proper to a triumphal Arch) bur the ve 
Site, Fabrick, Strength, Policy, Dignity, and AteCtions of 
the City were all jaid down: to Lif- : The Narure and 
Property of theſe Devices being, to preſent always ſome 
one entire Body, or Figr re, coiling of diftindt ?icmbers, 
and each of thole expretiing it iel', in che own attive 


could be fo ſafe to the Eitate, os Perion of a Prince, as | Sphere, yer ali, with that v- reral Harmony fo connexed, 
the Love and natural AtieCtion of his SubjeCts : which ſhe | and diſpoſed, as no one hrtie part can be milling to the 


in the Cities behalf, promiſed. The ſixth, 
OMOTHYMIA, 


or Unanmity, in blew, her Robe blew, and Buskins. A 
Chaplet of blew Lillies, ſh-wing one Truth and Entire- 
nels of Mind. In her Lap lies a Sheaf of Arrows bound 


illuſtration of the whole : where alſo is ro be noted, that 
the Symboles uicd, are not, neither ought to be, ſimply 
Hieroglyphicks, Emblems, or Impr«/es, but a mixed Character, 
partaking ſomewhat of all, and p:culiar'y apred to theſe 
more magnificent Inventions : wherein, the Garments and 
Enſigns deliver the Nature of the Perion, and the Word 
the preſent Otfice. Neither was it becoming, or could 


together, and ſhe her (ef fits weaving certain ſmall | it ſtand with the Dignity of thele Shews ( after the moſt 


filver Twiits. Her Word, 


FIRMA CONSENSUS FACIT. 


Auxilia bumilia firma, Cc. Pub.Syr.Mi. 

Intimating, that even the ſmalleſt and weakeſt Aids, by 
conſent, are made ſtrong : her ſelf perſonating the Unani- 
mity, or Conſent of $9ul, in all Inhabitants of the City to 
his Service. 


T Thefe arc all the Perſonages, or live Figures, where- 
of only two were Speakers ( G:mms and Tameſis ) the reſt 
were Mures. Other dumb Complements there were, as 
t:* Arms of the Kingdom on the one Side, with this In- 
ſcription, 

HIS VIREAS. 


With theſe may'ſt thou flouriſh. 


miſcrable and deſperate Shift of the Puppits) to require 
a Truch-man, or ( with the ignorant Painter ) one to 
write, This s a Dog ; or, This # a Hare : but fo to be pre- 
ſented, as upon the view, they might, without cloud, or 
obſcurity, declare themſelves to the Sharp and Learned : 
And for the Multitude, no doubt but their grounded Judg- 
ments did gaze, faid it was fine, and were fatisfied. 


The Speeches of Gratulation. 


GENIUS. 


79% Fate and Fortune have at length conſpir'd, 
To give our Age the day fo much deſir'd. 

What all the Minutes, Hours, Weeks, Months, and Years, 

That hang in File upon theſe ſilver Hairs, 


Could 


— — 


in paſſing to His Coronation. 


mm 
— 
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Could not produce, beneath che (4) Britam itroke, 
The Reman, Saxom, Dane, and Nerman (b) Yoke, 
This Point of Time hath done. Now Londen, rear 
Thy Forehead high, and on it ſtrive to wear 

Thy choiceſt Gems ; teach thy ſteep Towrs to riſe 
Higher with People : ſer with ſparkling Eyes 

Thy ſpacious Windows ; and in every ſtreet, 

Ler thronging Joy, Love, and Amazement meer. 
Cleave all the Air with ſhuts, and ler the Cry 

Strike through as long, and univerſally, 

As Thunder ; for, now thou arrt blilt to ſec 

That fight, for which chou didſt begin to be. 

When (c) Brutus plouga firit gave thee Infant bounds, 


- And I, thy Genizs walkt auſpicious rounds 


In every (d) Furrow ; then did | forelook, 

And ſaw this day (e) marke white in (f ) Clorb#s Book. 
The ſeveral (g) Circies, both of change and ſway, * 
Within this Ie, there a!ſo fhignr'd lay : 

Of which the greaceſt, p-rtefteſt, and laſt 

Was this, whoſe preſent happineſs we calite. 

Why keep you ſilence, Daughters? What dull peace 
Is this inhabics you ? Shall office ceaſe 

Upon <i' aſpect of him, to whom you owe 

More than you ac, or can be? Shall Time know 

That Article, wherein yoir flame ttond ſtill, 

Ard not aſpir'd? Now Heaven avert an Ill 

Of that black look. Ere pauſe poſſeſs yorr Breaſts 

I wiſh you more of Plagues : & Z-2] when u reſts, 
Leaves to be Zea). Up thou rame Rever, Wake ; 

And from thy liquid limbs this ſlumber ſhake : 

Thou 4rowr'ſt thy telf in inothcious ſleep; 

And theſe thy fluggiſh Waters ſeem to creep, 

Rather than flow. Up, riſe, and ſwell with Pride 
Above thy Banks, © Now is not every Tide. 


(a) As being the firſt free and natural Government of this Ifland, 
after it came to Cirility. (6) In reſpect they were all Conqueſts, and 
the Obedience of th: Shject more enforced. (c) Rather than the 
City ſhould want a Founder, we chuſe to follow the received Story of 
Brute, whether fabulons, or true, and not altogether unwarranted in 
Poetry : fince it is a favour of Antiquity to few Cities, tolet them 
know thei. fi-t Authors. Beſides. + learned Poet of our time, in a 
moſt :l-garit Work of his Con. Tam. (9 I/is, celebrating London, hath 
this Vecie of her: Airmmua materne tollens [14 luming Tree. Here 
is alſo an ancient Rite alluded to in the building of Cities, waich was, 
to give them their Buunds with a Plough, according to Virg. Zn. 
lib. 10, Interea AEncas urbem deſignat Aratro. And Ifidore, (vb. 15. 
cap. 2. Urbs woeuta ab orbe, quod antique cronates in orbem fi bant 
vel ab tbo parte aratrs, quo murs defignabantur, unde eft ilud. Opca- 
vitque locum rego & concludere ſnlco. (d) Primigenus ſulew dicitur, 
qu: in cond-nda nova 1irbe, tauro & deſignations cauſa umproms- 
tury Hitherto reſpects that of Camd. Brit. 368. ſpeaking of this 
City, a, we" to 41rem condederit, vitals genio conflruftam furſſe ipfin 
fort'ma docuue, (6) For all ſo happy days were. Plan. cap. 49. lib. 7. 
Nt. Hoſt, To which Herace alludes, {ib.t. Ode 36. Creſſi ne ca- 
reat pulcbra dies noti. And the other, Plin. epijt. 11. lb. 6. O diem 
Letum, netandumque mibs candidiſſime caleuls. With many other in 
many places. Mave. 1b 8. epiſt. 45. 1b. g. epift. 53. (1b. 10.88. bb. 
11.37. Sear. bb. 4. Sy.6. Perſ. Sat. 2. Carnl. Epiz 69.&-. f) The 
Parce, or Fates, Martranus calls them ſeribas ac labrerias [iperiim ; 
Whereof Clorbo is ſaid to be the eldeſt, hgnitying in Latine Evocarso. 
(z) Thoſe. beforementioned of the Br:ran, Roman, Saxon, &c, and 
to t!11s Regiſter ot the Fates allude thoſe Verſes of Ovid, Met.1 y.m— 
Cerner «l:c molimine vaſte, Ex are, & ſolids rerum tabu/arra ferrs: 
Nue wcque concyſſum celi, neque fulm:1:11 I am, Nec meeuunt ullas tute 
«rque eterna ruinasz. Invenics 1s tnciſas adamante perenns Fata, Oc.- 


TAMESTS 


what vain end ſhould I contend to ſhow 
My weaker powers, when Seas of pomp o'reflow 

The Cities Face : and cover all t!:- ſhore 
With Sands more rich than (a) Tags wealthy Ore? 
When in the flood of Joy, that comes with him, 
He drowns the World ; yet makes it live and ſwim, 
And ſpring wich gladnets : not my Fiſhes here, 
Theugh they be dumb, but do expreſs the cheer 


(a) ARwve dining Span and Portugal, and by the conſent of 
Pocts ftil'd Azrifer. 


Of cheſe bright ſtreams. No leſs may (b) theſe, and 1 
3oalt our delights, albe*t we filent lie, 


(b) Underſtanding Enphrofne, Sehafis, Protbumia, &c, 


GENIUS. 


Ndeed, true Gladnefs doth not always ſpeak : 
* Joy bred, and born bur in the tongue, is weak. 
Yer ( leſt the fervor of fo pure a flame 
As this my City bears, might loſe the name, 
Without the apr eventing of her heat ) ; 
Know greateit F A ME $ (and no leſs good, than great,) 
In the behalf of all my vertuous Sons, 
Whcreof my (a) eld-(t there, thy Pomp foreruns, 
( A Man wichout my flattering, or lis Pride, 
AS Worcny, as he's (6) bleſt to be thy Guide ) 
In his grave name, and all his Brethrens righe, 


-|( Wrochirit ro drink the Neftar of thy light ) 


The Courcil, Commoners, and Mulntude ; 

( Glad, that tis Day fo long deny'd, is view'd) 

| tend. r thee the heartieſt Welcome, yet 

Thar ever King had to his (c) Empires Seat: 
Never came Man, more long'd for, more dceſir'd : 
And being come, more reverenc'd, lov'd, admir'd: 
H-ar, and record it : © In a Prince it is 


]< No little V<rtue, co know who are his. 


(4) With like Devotions, do | ſtoop Cembrace 
This ſpringing glory of thy (e) god-like race ; 
His Countries Wonder, Hope, Love, Joy and Pride: 
H-»w well doth he become the Royal fide 
Of this erected, and broad ſpreading Tree, 
Under whoſe ſhade, may Briam ever be. 
And from this Branch, may thouſand Branches more 
$100t o're the Main, and knit with ev*'ry Shore 
In Bonds of Marriage, Kinred, and Increaſe ; 
And ſtile this Land, the (f) Navil of their Peace ; 
This is your Servants Wiſh, your Cities vow, 
Which (till ſhall propagate itſelf, with you ; 
And free from ſpurs of hope, that flow minds move : 
*He ſeeks no hire, that owes his Life to Love. 

(g) And here ſhe comes that is no leſs a part 
In this days greatneſs, than in my glad bearr. 
Glory of Queens, and (b) glory of your Name, 
Whoſe Graces do as far out-ſpeak your Fame, 
As Fame doth filence, when her Trumpet rings 
You (:) Daughter, Siſter, Wife of ſeveral Kings : 
Beſides Allyance, and the ſtile of Mother, 
In which one Title you drown all your other. 
Inſtance, be (&) that fair ſhoot, is gone before, 


Your eldelt Joy, and top of all your ſtore, 


With (7) thoſe, whoſe tight to us is yer deny'd, 

But not our Zcal to them, or ought beſide 

This City can to you : For whoſe Eſtate 

She hopes you will be ſtill good Advocate 

To her bcit Lord. So, whiPit you mortal are, 

No taſte of ſowr Mortality once dare | 

Approach your Houle ; nor Fortune greet your Grace, 
But coming on, and with a forward Face. 


(a) The Lord Mayor, who for his Year, hath ſenior place of the 


reſt, and for the day was chief Serjeant to the King. (6) Above the 
blefling of his preſent Office, the word ha fume particular allufion 
to his Name, which is B-nee, and hath ( nv doubt ) in time been the 
contraQtion of Bexedi#, (c) The City, which Title is toucht betore, 
(d) To the Prince. (e) An Attribute given to great perſons, fitly 
2bove other humani'y, and in frequent uſe with all the Greek Poets, 
eſpecially» Hwner. 114d. a. —N& * ArANvzvs. Aud in the 1+me Book, 
— £v]:5yor [122v2i wer. (t) As Lu#anms calls Parnaſſus Cmor';,cum 
ter & (L) Tuth- Qrieen. (5b) An emphatical Speech, and well re- 
enforcing her gicat: cs; being by this match, more than either her 
Brother, Father, fc (4) Daughter to Frederick fecond King of 
Dmmmnik, and Norm) Sitter to Chriſtierns the Fourth now there 
Reigning, and Wite to 7.amrs cur Sovereign, (4) The Prince 
Henry Frederick, (» C haries Duke of Rothjeo , and the Lady 


Eliqabetb, 
kr 2 IT HE 


— —— — 
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Part of the King's Entertatument, 


a, ee eee ts as 


- 


- The 


Arried the Frontiſpiece of a Temple, the Walls of 

which and Gates were braſs ; their Pillars filver,their 

Capitals and Baſes gold : in the higheſt point of all was 
erected a fans: head, and over it written, 


other at Temple-Bar. 


JANO QUADRIFRONTI SACRUM. 


Which Title of 2radrifrons is ſaid to be given 
Baſſus apud him, as he reſpeCteth all Climates, and fills all 
Macro, l.1, parts of the World with his Majelty : winch 


Satur.£4Þ.9. Afgrtial would ſeem to allude unto in that 
Hendeca/yllable, 
Lib.8.Ep.2. Et lmgua pariter locutas omni. 


Others have thought it by reaſon of the four Elements, 
which brake out of him, bcing Chaos : for Ovid is not 
afraid to make Chaos and Fan's the ſame, in thoſe Verſes, 


Faſt. lib. i. Me Chavs antiqui (nam ſum res pri/ca) vocabant 
Ad,pice, &C. 


But we rather follow ( and that more par- 


* . "Ry" , 
LE ticularly ) the opinion of the ® Ancients, who 
mum, 1:6, 4. have entirnled him Quadrifrons, in regard of 


the vear, ( which under his (way is divided 1n- 


cap. Y. | 
Alb, m deo-» to four Seatons, Sprong, Summer, Autumn, IWin- 


_ ter, ) and aſcribe unto him the beginnings and 
(a) De nat. ends of things. See M. Cic. (a) Cumque w 
deorum, lib. onmbus rebus vim haberewt maximam prima C& 
1 extrema, principem in ſacrificands Janum eſſe w- 
(b) Quaſs Iuerunt, quod (b) ab eundo nomen eft deductum : 
Eanw. ex quo tranſitiones pervie Jani, fore/que m Iimmi- 
bus prophanarum adium, Fania nominatur, &C 
As alſo the charge and cuſtody of the whole 
world, by Ovid: 
Eat. ibid. Quicquid ubique vides, calum, mare, nubila, terras. 
Onmia ſunt noſtra clau'a patentque manu. 
Me penes eſt unum aſt; caſt odia munii, 
Er jus wertendi cardin;s omne meum eſt. 
About his four Hcads he hath a wreath of Gold, 
In which was graven this Verſe, 
Mare. lis, TOT VULTUS MIHI NEC SATIS PHTAYL 
Epiſt. 2. 
Signifying, that though he had four Faces, yer 
he thought them not enough, to behold the 
greatneſs and glory of that day : beneath 
under the head was written, 
Ov.Faſtza, ET MODO SACRIFICO CLUSIUS ORE VOCOR. 


For being open, he was ſty1'd Patulcirrs, but thzn upon the 
coming of his Majeſty, being to be ſhur, he was to be cal- 


led Cluſizs. Upon the outmoſt Front of the Building was | 


placed the entire Arms of the Kingdom with the Garter, 
Crown, and Supporters, cut forth as fair and great as the 
life, with an Hexaſtick written underneath, all expreſſing 
the dignity and power of him that ſhould cloſe that 
Temple. 


QUM DUDUM ANGUSTIS TANTUM REGNAVIT IN ORIS 
PAR VOQUE IMPER1O SE TOTI PRABUIT ORBI 
ESSE REGENDO PAREM, TRIA RE5NA (UT NULLA DEESSET 
VIRTUTI FORTUNA ) $UO FELICITER UNI 
HNCTA SIMYL SENSIT : FAS UT SIT CREDERE VOTIS 
ON JAM SA NGUINEA FRUITUROS PACE BRITANNOS, 


In a great Freeze, below, that ran quite along the 


——— 


breadth of the Building, were written theſe two Verſes 
out of Horace, Lib. 2. Epiſt. 1. ad Avg. 


[JURANDASQUE SUUM PER NOMEN PONIMUS ARAS, 
NIL ORITURUM ALIAS, NIL ORTUM TALE FATENTES, 


The firſt and principal perſon in the Temple, was 
IRENE, 


Or Peace, ſhe was placcd aloft in a Cart, ber Attire white, 
ſemined with Stars, her Hair looſe and large : a wreath 
of Olive on her Head, on her Shoulder a Silver Dove : in 
her left hand, ſhe held forth an Olive Branch, with an 
handful of rive Ears, in the other a Crown of Lawrel, as 
Nores of Victory and Plenty. By her ſtood 


PLUTUS, 


Or W:alth, a little Boy, barc-headed, his Locks 
curled, and ſpangled with Gold, of a freſh 
AſpeCt, his Body almoſt naked , ſaving ſome 
rich Robe caſt over him ; in his arms a heap 
of gold Ignots to expreſs Riches, whereof he 
is the god. Bencath her feet lay 


So Cephifio» 
dotw hath 
fained him. 
See Paul. in 
Bets. & 
Phil. in 
Imag. con- 
trary to 
Aritoph. 
9.0 Lu- 
c14n, and 
others, that 
make him 
blind and 
deformed. 


UNA TRIUMPHIS INNUMERIS POTIOR. 


ENYALIUS, 


Or Mars, groveling, his Armor ſcattered up- 
on him in ſeveral pieces, and ſundry ſorts of 
Weapons broken about him, her word to all 
was 


pax ma rerum 
Luas bomint noviſſe datum eſt , pax una Triumph 
Innumers potior. $1. leal. 


Signifying that Peace alone was better, and more to be 
coveted than innumcrable Triumphs. Beſides, upon the 
right hand of her, but with ſome little deſcent, in a He- 
micycle was ſeated 


ESYCHIA, 


Or .2ujet, the firſt Handmaid of Peace; a Woman of a 
grave and venerable Aſpect, attired in black, upon her 
head an artificial Neſt, out of which appeared Storks 
heads, to manifeſt a ſweet Repoſe. Her feet were placed 
upon a Cube, to ſhew Stability, and in her Lap ſhe held 
a Perpendicular or Level, as the Enſign of Evenneſs and 
Reſt : on the top of it ſate an Halcyon, or King's-fiſher. 
She had lying at her feec 


TARACHE, 


Or Tumult, in a Garment of divers, but dark Colours, ber 
Hair wild, and diſordered, a foul and troubled Face; 
abour her lay Staves, Swords, Ropes, Chains, Hammers, 
Stones, and ſuch like, to expreſs Turmoil. The word was, 


PERAGIT TRANQUILLA POTESTAS. 


Luod wiolenta nequit : mandataque fortims urget mo 
Imperioſa quies. Claud, _ 


To ſhew the benefit of a calm and facite Power , being 
able to etteCt in a State that, which no Violence can. On 
the other ſide the ſecond Handmaid was 


ELEUTHERIA, 


Or Liberty, her Dreſſing white, and ſomewhat antick, 
but looſe and free : her Hair flowing down her back, and 


ſhoulders : In her right Hand ſhe bare a Club, on ber leſt 
a Hat, the Charatters of Freedom and Power : At ber fees 
a Cat 


les 


5' > 


in paſſing to His Coronation. 
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a Cat was placed, the Creature molt atteCting, and ex- |The ſpeaking part was performed, as within the Temple 


preſſing Liberty. She trode on 
proach of the King, appears the Famen 


DOULOSIS, * MARTIALIS. 


Or Servitude, a Woman in old and worn Garments, lean 
and meagre, bearing Fetters on her Feet and Hands ; about 
her Neck a Yoke, to infinuate Bondage, and the word 


And to him, 


GENIUS URBIS. 


The Genus we attired before : To the Flamen 
we appoint this Habit. A long crimſon Robe 
to witneſs his Nobility, bis Tippet and Slceves 
white, as retleCting on Purity in his Religion, a 

. rich Mantle of Gold with a Train, to expreſs 
De laud. Stil. 1. 3. the dignity of his Function. Upon his Head a 
And intimated that Liberty - could never appear more | (4) Har of delicate Wooll, whoſe rop ended 
graceful, and lovely, than now under ſo good a Prince. | in a Cone, and was thence called according 
The third Handmaid was to that of Lucan. lib. 1. 


Alttollenſque Apicem genero/o wertice Flamen. 


NEC UNQUAM GRATIOR. 
Alluding to that other of Claud. 


Nunquam libertas gratior extat, 
Luam ſub Rege pio. 


SOTERIA, 


where there was ere(ted an Altar, ro which, at the ap- 


* One of 
the three 
Flamiiics 
that as 
{ome think, 
N ma Poyr- 
2iuus fickt 
iſtitated; 
hut we ra- 
th-r, with 
Varro, take 
h m of R»- 
mulus's In- 
ſtiintiong 
whercof 
there were 
only two, 
He , and 
Dials : to 
whom he 
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was next in dignity. He was always created out of the Nobility, 
; and did pertorm the Rites to Mars, who was thought the Father of 
Romulus, (4) Scaliger im comjeR. inVarr. faith, Torus Pileus, wel po- 


Or Safety, a Damſel in Carnation, the colour ſignifying 
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* 


Chcer, and Life ; ſhe fac high : upon her Head ſhe wore an | r1j4; velaments, Flammeum drcebatur, unde Flamines difti. 


antick Helm, and in her right Hand a Spear for Defence, | _ . 
in her left a Cup for Medicine: at har Foo was ſet a Pe. This Apex was covered with a (b) fine Net 
deſtal, upon which a Serpent rowPd up did lie. Beneath of Yarn, which they named Apicu/um,and was 
was ſuſtained with a (c) bow'd twig of Pomegranat 
PEIR A ' Tree; it was alſo in the hot time of Summer 
gh | to be bound with Ribons, and thrown behind 
Or Danger, a Woman diſpoiled , and almoſt naked; the them, as (4) Scaliger teacheth. In his Hand 
little Garment ſhe hath left her, of ſeveral colours, tonote | "© -- e a golden Cenior with Perfume, and 
her various diſpoſition. Beſides her lies a Torch ot, and | <©9f19g abour the Altar, ( having firſt kindled 
a Sword broken, ( the Inſtruments of her Fury ) with a - Firc on the top) 1s interrupted by the 
Net and Wolves -skin ( the Enſigns of her Malice ) rens in | 7 


(b) To 
this looks 
that other 
Conjecture 
of Varro, 
lib. 4. de 
pus La- 
pri. Fla- 
mines quod 
licio in ca- 
pute vwelati 
erans ſem- 
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pieces. The word, 
TERGA DEDERE METL6. 


Borrowed from Mert. and implying, that now 
Lib.12.E9.6. all Fears have turned their backs, and our 

ſfafery might become ſecurity, danger being fo 
wholly depreſt, and unfurniſht of all means to hurt. The 
fourth Attendant is, 


EUDAIMONIA, 


Or Felicity, varied on the ſecond hand, and apparelled 
richly; in an embroidered Robe, and Mantle: a fair 
golden Treſs. In her right hand a Caducews, the note of 
peaceful Wiſdom : in her left, a Cornucopia filPd only with 
Flowers, as a ſign of flouriſhing Bleſledneſs ; and crown'd 
with a Garland of the ſame. Art her Feer, 


DYSPRAGIA, 


Or Unhappine/s, a Woman bare.headed, her Neck, Arms, 
Breaſt, and Fcer naked, her Look hollow and pale ; ſhe 
holds a C ia turned downward, with all the Flowers 


falln out and ſcattered ; upon her fits a Raven, as the au- 


gury of ill Fortune : And the Soul was 


REDEUNT SATURNIA REGNA. 


| per, ac caput cinflum babebant filo, Flamines diti, (c) Which in their 
Attire was called Srroppus, in their Wives Inarculum. (d) Scal. Ibid. m 
con. Pone enam regerebant apicem, ne one efſet ſummmn eſtatis calo- 
ribus. Amentys enum, que offendices dicebantur ſub mentum addufts, 
religabant; ut cum wellent, regererent, & pon? pendere permitte- 


rewe. 


GENIUS. 


Tay, what art thou, that in this ſtrange Atrire, 
Dar'ſt kindle ſtranger, and unhallowed Fire 
Upon this Altar 2 F/, Rather what art thou 
That dart ſo rudely interrupt my Vow ? 
My Habit ſpeaks my Name. Ge. A Flamen? F. Yes. 
And (a) Martial calld. Ge. I fo did gueſs 
By my ſhort view ; but whence didſt thou aſcend 
Hither ? or how ? or to what myſtick end ? 

Fl. The Noiſe, and preſent Tumule of this Day, 
Rows'd me from Sleep, and Silence, wherel lay 
Obſcur'd from Light ; which when I wake to ſee, 
| wond'ring thought what this great Pomp might be. 
When ( looking in mv Kalendar) I found 
| The (6b) Ides of March were entred, and I bound 
' With theſe, to celebrate the genial Feaſt 
' Of (c) Anna ItilPd Perenna, (d) Mars his Gueſt, 


(a) Of Mars whoſe Rites ( as we have toucht before ) this Fla- 
; men Gid ſpecially celebrate. (b) With us the 15 of March, which 
was the preſent day of this Triumph : and on which the great Feaſt 
of Anna Perenna ( amorg the Romans ) was yearly, and with ſuch 
Solemnity remembred. Od. Faſt. 3. Idibus oft, Anne feſtum ge- 
niale Pere, Hand procul 2 ripy, &c. (c) Who this Anne ſhould 


Oar of Vre:!, to ſhew that now thoſe golden |! be / with the Romans theinſelves) hath been no trifling Controver- 
Eclog. Timcs were returned again, wherein Peace | fiz. Some have thonght ker fabulouſly the Siſter of Dido, ſome a 


was with us ſo advanced, Reſt received, L- 
berty reſtored, Safety aſſured, and all Bleſſedne/s appearing 
in every of theſe Virtues, her particular triumph over her 


Nymph of Numcaus, tome 1s, fome Thems. Others an old Woman 
| of Bovilla, that fed the ſeditious multitude, in Monte Sacro, with 
| Waters, and fine Cakes, in time of their Penury : To whom, atter- 
| ward ( in memory of the benefit ) thzir peace being made with the 


oppoſite evil. This is the dumb Argument of the Frame, | Nobles, they ordained this Feaft. Yet, they that have thought nea- 


and illuſtrated with this Verſe of /pogsl, written in the un- 
der Freeze. 


NULLA SALUS BELLO: 


PACEM TE POSCIMUS OMNES, AMneid. lib. 1. 


reſt, have miſt all theſe, and directly imagined her the Moon. And 
that ſhe was called ANNA, Q:444 menſibus impleat annum, Ovid. ib. 
To which, the Vow that they uſed in her Rites, ſomewhat confirm- 
ingly alludes, which was, Ut Amere, © Perannare commode liceret, 
Macr. Sat. lib. 1. cap. 12. (d) So Ovid.ibid. Faſt. makes Mer: ſpeak- 
ing to her, Menſe mes colern, junxi mes tempor tecum. a 
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Part of the King's Entertainment, 


—— ——_— 


A ——S 


Who, in this Month of his, is yearly call'd 

To Banquet at his Alrars ; and inſtalPd 

(a) A Geddes with him, fince ſhe fills the Year, 

And (6) knits the oblique Scarf that girts the Sphere. 
Whilſt four-fac'd Fans: rurns his (c) vernal Look 

Upon their meeting Hours, as if he took 

High Pride and Pleaſure. Ge. Sure thou ſtill doſt Dream, 
And both thy Tongue, and Thought rides on the Stream 


Of Phantaſy : Behold here he nor ſhe, 

Have any Altar, Fane, or Deity. 

Stoop : read but this (4) Inſcription : and then view 
To whom the Place is conſecrate. ”Tis true 

That this is Fans Temple, and that now 

He turns upon the Year his freſheſt Brow: 

That this is Mars his Month; end theſe the Ides, 
Wherein his Anne was honor'd ; both the Tides, 
Titles, and Place, we know : bur theſe dead Ritcs 
Are long ſinc: buried, and new Power excites 
More high and hearty Flames. Lo, there is be, 
Who brings with him (e) a greater 4»me than ſhe : 
Who ſtrong and potent Virtues have{(f) defac'd 
Stern Mars his Statues, and upon them plac*d 

His, (pg) and the Worlds bleſt Bleſſings : This hath brought 
Sweer Peace to fit in that bright State ſhe onghr, 
Unbloudy, or untroubled ; hath forc'd hence 

All Tumules, Fears, or other dark Portents 

That might invade weak Minds ; hath made Men ſee 
Once more the face of welcome Liberty : 

And doth (in all his preſenc acts ) reſtore 

That firſt pure World, made of the better ore. 
Now Innocence ſhall ceaſe to be the ſpoil 

Of ravenous Greatneſs, or to ſteep the foil 

Of raiſed Peſantry with Tears, and Blood ; 

No more ſhall rich Men ( for their little good ) 
Suſpe&ted to be made Guilty ; or vile Spies 

Enjoy the Luſt of their ſo murtt'ring Eyes : 

Men ſhall pur off their Iron Minds, and Hearts ; 
The Time forget his old malicious Arts 

With this new Minute ; and no print remain 

Of what was thought the former Ages ſtain. 

Back, Flamen, with thy Superſticious Fumes, 

And cenſe not here ; Thy Ignorance preſumes 

Too much, in aCting any Erhnick Rice 

In this tranſlated Temple : here no Wight, 

To ſacrifice, ſave my Devotion comes, 

That brings in ſtead of thoſe rhy (b)-maſculine Gums, 
My City's heart ; which ſhall for ever burn 

Upon this Alrar, and no time ſhall enrn 

The fame to Aſhes : here I fix it faſt, 

Flame bright, Flame high, and may it ever laſt. 
Whilſt I, before the Figure of thy Peace, 

Still tend the Fire ; and gire it quick increaſe 
With Prayers, Wiſhes, Vows ; whereof be theſe 
The leaſt, and weakeſt - that no Age may leeſe 
The Memory of this fo rich a Day ; 

But rather, that it henceforth yearly may 


(a) Nuper erat dea fat 1, Ec, tid. (b) Where is underſtood the 
meeting of the Zodiack in March, th: Month wherein the is celebra- 
ted. (c) That Face wherewith he bcholds the Spring. (4) Written 
upon the Altar,tor which we reter you to the end of this Page. (e) The 
Qreen : to which in our Inſcription we ſpake to the King MARTE 
MAFORT. (f) The Temple of Janus we apprehend to be both 
the Houſe of War, and Perce : of War, when it is open; of Peace, 
when it is ſhut * And that there, each over the other is interchange- 
ably placed, to the vicitiitude of Times. ( g ) Which are Peace, Reſt, 
Liberty, Satety Cc. and were his aCtively. but the worlds paflively. 
(hb) Somewhat a {irange Epithete ir our Tongue, but proper to the 
Thing : for they were only Mzſcilire Odors, which were offer'd to 
the Altars, Fing. Ecl.S Ierbena'que 1d0/e prigucs, © maſcula thura. 
And P/m, Nat. Hiſt. l:b 12,cef 14 (peaking of theſe, hath Qed ex co 
ronndrate gurte pepondie, Maſculum vocamw, cum alias non fere mas 
p2ceeury, wubt mor. fir teeming © volugrore trabutum ne ſexus alter uſurpa- 
retur, Maſculrm: aitqus pr tant a ſpocie teſtiiuom diftum. See him alſo 
6.34. cap.1t. And, Arn'b.lib 7, adver}. G'1:8. Non fi mille tu ponders 
9:8/c1ol8 SENTES 3NCONGAS AE 


Begin our Spit ing, and with our Spring the Prime, 

And (z) firſt accompt of Years, ot Months, (&) of time : 
And may theſe Ides as fortunate appear 

To thee, as they to (/) Cz/ar fatal were. 

Be all thy Thoughts born perfect, and thy Hopes 

In their events ſtil] crown'd beyond their Scopes. 

Lec not wide Heav*n that ſecret Bleſſing know 

To give, Which ſhe on thec will not beſtow. 

Blind Fertune be thy Slave ; and may her Store 

(The leſs thou ſeek'ſt it ) follow thee the more. 

Much more I would : but ſee, theſe brazen Gates 
Make haſte to cloſe, as urged by thy Fates ; 

Here ends my City's Office, here it breaks : 

Yer with my Tongue, and this pure Heart, ſhe. ſpeaks 
A ſhort Farewel ; and lower than thy Feer, 


| With fervent Thanks, thy Royal Pains doth greet. 


Pardon, if my abruptneſs breed Diſeaſe ; 
He merit's not offend, that baſtes to pleaſe. 


(i) According to R1ymulus his Inſtitution, who made March the 
fiſt Month, and conſecrated it to his Father, of whom it was Called 
Martins. Varr. Feſt. m Frag. Martius menſis ininnum ann fuit, © in 
Latio, & poſt Romam canditam, Ec. And Ovid. Faſt.z. A te principrum 
Romano dicumius anno: Pram de patrio nomine menfis erit, Vox rats 
fir,@c. See Macr. lib. 1, cap. 12. and Solon. in Poly. Hiſt.cap.3. Quo4 
tboc menſe mercedes exolvermt magiſtri, quas completas armus debers fe. 
ciſſe, Je, (4) Some, to whom we have read this, have taken it for 
a Tautolegy, thinking Tame enough expreſſed before in Tears, and 
Mobs, For whoſe ignorant fakes we mult conf-ts to have taken 
the better part of this travail in noting, a thing not uſual, neither 
aftieted of us, but where there is necetlity, as here, to avoid their 
dull Cenfuces : where in Tears and Months we alluded to that is 
oblcrved in our former Note : but by T:me we underttand the preſent, 
and that from this inftant, we ſhould begin to reckon, and make this 
the fi.ſt, of our time. Which is allo to be helpt by Emphaſis. (1) In 
which he was ſlain in the Senate. 


Over the Altar was written 
this Inſcription : 


= L © KM. 


BRITANNIARUM. IMP. PACI 
VINDICI. MARTE. MAJORT. P.P.F. 
AUGUSTO. NOVO. GENTIUM. CON- 
JUNCTARUM. NUMINI. TUTE- 


LARI. 
= 4 


S. 
S. 


CONSERVATRICI ANNA. IPS A. 


| 
| 


PERENNA. DEABUSQUE. UNIVER- 
SIS. OPTATIORI. SUI” FORTUNA- 
TISSIMI. THALAMI. SOCIA. ET 
CONSORTI. PULCHERRIMA. AU. 
GUSTISSIMA. 


E T 
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FILIO. SUO. NOBILISSIMO. OB. AD- 
VENTUM. AD. URBEM. HANC. SU. 
AM. EXPECTATISSIMUM. GRATIS- 
SIMUM. CELEBRATISSIMUM. CU- 
J US. NON. RADII. SED. SOLES. PO- 
TIUS. FUNESTISSIMAM, NUPER. 
AERIS. INTEMPERIEM. SERENA- 


RUNT. 
— F-W 9 
VOTIS: X. VOTIS. XX. ARDEN TISSIMIS. 
L. M. 
HANC. ARAM. 


Pp. 
And 
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-- a up 'n the Gate, being ſhut, 


IMP. JACOBUS MAX 
CASAR AUG. ÞP.P. 


PACE POPULO BRITANNICO 
TERRA MARIQUE PARTA 
JANUM CLUSIT. S. C. 


In the Strand. / 
T* Invention was a Rain-bow, the con, Sen, 


and thoſe ſeven Stars, which Antiquity hath ſtyPd 

the Pleiades or Vergiliz, advanced between rwo 
magnificent Pyramids, of 70 Foot in height, on which 
werc drawn his Majeities ſevcral Pedigrecs Eng. and Scor. 
To which Body ( being framed before ) we were to apt 
our Soul. And finding that one of theſe Seven Lights, 
Eleftre, is rarely or not at all to be ſeen, ( as Ovid. lib. 4 
Faſt. afhrmeth. 


Pleiades incipient humeros relevare paternts : 
Lux ſeptem dici, ſex tamen eſe ſolent. 
And by and by afrer, 


Srve quod Flettra Troje ſpettare rumas 
Non tulit : ante oculos oppoſuitque manum. 


And Feſtus Awvien. ( Paraph. in Arat. Phenom. ) 


Fama wetus ſeptem memorat genitore creat as 
Longevo : ſex ſe rutila iter ſicdera tanturs 
Suſtollunt, &c. 

And beneath, 
n— cermi (ex ſolas carmine Mynthes 


Aſſerit : Elettram ce!o abceſiſſe profundo,C*e. ) 


We vented to follow this Authority ; and made her 
the Speaker : preſenting her hanging in the Air, in Figure 
of a Comet ; according to Anonymus. Elethra non ſuſt mens 
wvidere caſum pronepotum fugerit ; unde & :!lam diſſolutes crini 
bus propter luttum ire aſſerun;, C& propter comas quidars Come- 
ten appellant. 


The SPEECH. 
CLECFEAMC 


He long (a) Laments I ſpcnt for ruin'd Troy, 
Are dried ; and now mine Eves run Tears of Joy. 

No more ſhall Men ſtppoſe Eletra dead, 
Though from the contort of her Siſters fled 
Unto the (6b) Arttick Circle, here to grace, 
And gild this day with her (c) fereneſt Face : 
And ſee, my (4) Daughter Iris haſtes to throw 
Her roſeat Wings, in compats of a Bow, 
Abour our State, as (e) ſign of my Approach : 
AttraCting to her Scat from (f) Mi:bras Coach, 


(a) Feſt. Avi. paraph. Pars art Ide d flentorn incendia Trq.c, Et nu- 
meroſa ſur lugentem funeres gents, Eleftram tetris maſt im dare nubibus 
orbem. Peſides the refecence to Antiquity, this Speech might be un- 
derſtood by Allegory of the Town here, that had been fo ruined with 
Sic kneſs,&c. (b) Hyzinus, Sed poſtquam Troy a fart cata, & Progenies cus 
que 4 Dardano ſuit everſa, dolore prymotam ab by ſe removiſſe, (in car/ 
culo qu: Artticus dicitur comſtitiſſe, Ec. (c) El-fra ſignifies Serenity it 
ſelf, and is compounded ot 141, which is the Sun, and 0erG, that 
ſignifies Serene. She is mentioned to be Anima iph ere ſolur, by Preelus. 
Com. 1 Heſaod. (d) She is alſo fain'd to be the Mother of the Rain-bow. 
Naſcitur em Iris ex aqua C& ſerenitate,6 refrattione radiorum ſcilacer. 
Anſt.uin Meteorol. 'e) Val. Flac. Argonant.1. makes the Rain-bow, tndi- 
cem ſerenitatis. Emicuit reſerata dies, crelum7; reſolvit Arcus, Cf tm {um 
mos redeerint nubila monees. (f) A name of the Sun. Seat. The. |. 1. toy« 
guertem cornua Mitbran. And Martian. Cap-l. 1.3. de nup. Mer. & Phil 
Te Serapym Nilus, Memphu veneratur Ofirin; Diſſona ſacra Mithran,{Sc. 


in paſſing to His Coronation. 


MM 


A thouſand different and particular Hiews, 
Which ſhe throughout ker Body doth diftuſe. 

The Sw, as loth to part from this ba! Sphere, 

Stands [till ; and Phuve labours to appzar 

In all as bright ( if not as rich ) as he : 

And, for a Note of more Serenity, 

My Six (g) tair Siſters hither ſhift their Lighes ; 

To do this Hower the utmoſt of her Rites. 

Where leſt the Caprious, or Prophane might doubt; 
How theſe ciear heavenly Bodies come about | 
All to be ſeen at once; yet neithers Light 

Eclips'd, or ſhadow'd by the others Sight : 

Let ignorance know, great King, this Day is thine, 
And doth admit no Night ; bur all do ſhine 

As well noCturnal, as diurnal Fires, — 

To add unto the Flame of our deſires. 

Which are (now thou halt closd up (b) Fanus Gates, 

And givn fo general Peace to all Eſtates ) 

That no offenſive Miſt, or cloudy Stain 

May mix with Splendor of thy golden Raign ; 

Bur, as tlaſt free'd thy (s) Chamber, from the Noiſe 


— 


Of War and Tumult ; thou will powr thoſe Joys 

Upon (&) this Place, which claims to be the (7) Sear 

Ot all the Kingly Race : the Cabinet 

To all thy Countels ; and the judging Chair 

To this thy ſpecial Kingdom. - Who to fair 

And wholefom Laws, in evcry Court, ſhall ſtrive 

By Equity, ard their firſt Innocence to thrive ; 

Jhe baſe and guilty Bribes of guiltier Men 

Shall be t':rown back, and Julice look, as when 

She lov'd the Earth, and fear*'d nor ro be loid 

For that, (m) which worketh all things to ir, Gold. 
The Dam of other Evils, Avarice 

Shall here lock cown her Jaws, and that rude Vice 

Of ignorant, and pittied greatneſs, Pride, 

Decline wich Shame ; Ambition now ſhall hide 

Her Face in Duſt, as dedicate to fleep, 

That in great Portals wont her Watch to keep. 


| All Ifls ſhall fly the Light : Thy Court be free 


No lefs from Envy, than from Flattery ; 

All Tamule, Faction, and harſh Diſcord ceaſe, 
That might perturb the Muſick of thy Peace : 

The querulous Nature ſhall no longer find 

Room for his Thoughts : One pure conſent of Mind 
Shall flow in every Breaſt, and not the Air, 

Sun, Moon, or Stars ſhine more ſerenely fair. 

This from that loud, bleſt Oracle, I ſing, 

Who here, and firſt, pronourc'd thee Brizams King. 
Long may'ſt thou lire, and fee me thus appear, 
As omirous (») a Comet, from my Sphere, 

Unto thy Raign; as that (s) did auſpicate 

So laſting Glory to Anguſtus State. 


(g) Alczone, Ce/an0, Tvorte, Aſterope, Merepe, Maia, which are allo faid 
to be the Souls of the oiher Spheres, as Electra of the Sun, Procius 1br an 
com. Alcyone Vererre, Celano Satiires, Taygote Lune. Al rove Joo, 
M-rope Mares Maia Mererrs (b)Alluding back to that of our Temple. 
(1) Lenden, ( 4 ) His City ot 1f/tnurfter, in whoſe Name, and ai whole 
Charge, together with the Dutchy of Lancaſter,this Arch was cr. Cted. 
(/) Since here, they not ory {at beivg crowned, but 2lfo ficſt received 
their Crowns, (m} Hor. Car. {.4. Ode. 9g. Ducenty ad ſe cunts pecunie. 
(n) For our more authority to induce her thus, Se Feſt. Avien. paraph. 
1 Arat. (peaking, of Eleftra, Nomn:ngquam Oceani tamen iſtam ſurgere ab 
nds, In convexa pols, ſed (ed: carere fororum; Atq; 03 dijcretum 
procut edere, d:teftatam. Germnoſy, choros ſobolns [acrymare ruings Dif- 
fu/amy; coma cerms, cruni ſq; ſoluts Monſtrars effigie,Oc. 'o ) All Comets 
were not fatal, ome were fortunately ominous, as this to which we al- 
lude; and wheretore we have Plmny's teſtimony. Nee. Heft. [3b.2. cap.25« 
Cometes 1m 1190 toruus orbrs loco colttty in templo Rome, admodum fauſtus 
Divo Auguſto judicatus ab if/o: qua inciprente eo, apparut {:d:s q10s fa- 
ciebat Voner i Gonetries, non muiits poſt obitiom patris Cafſcarn, wn collegis 
ab eoflitito. Nemy; bis verb 1d gaudium prodidit. lis ipfts ludorum 
meorum Gichns, ſydvs crinitum per ſeptem dies in regione Cert, que 
(ub Septentrionibus eſt, conſpectum. Id oriebatur circa undecimam 
horam diei, clacumqz & omnibus terris confpicuum fuit. Eo ſydere fig- 
niticari vulgus credidit, Ce/as animam inter Deorum immortalium 
numina receptam : quo normine id infigne imul.cro capitis ejus. quod 
mox in foro conſecravimns, adj-Ctum ett, Hyrc ile in publicum anteriore 


gaudis ſibs ilum natum ſeque un eo naſci incerpretatus oft. Br ft verum 
fatemur, /alutare td terry futt. 
A PANE- 


PANEGYRE, 


ON THIE 


HAPPY ENTRANCE 


7 


JAMES, our Sovereign, 


T O. HIS 


Firſt High Seffion of PARLIAMENT in this His 
Kingdom , the 19% of March, 1603. 


— 


The Author B. }. 


CC - 


Licet toto nunc Helicone frut. Mart. 


Eav*n now not ſtrives, alone, our Breaſts to fill | Beſide her, ſtoop't on either hand, a Maid, 
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With joys ; but urgeth his full Favours ſtil], Fair Dice, and Emnomia ; Who were ſaid 
Again, the glory of our Weſtern World To bc her Daughters : and but faintly known 
Unfolds himſelf: and from his Eyes are hurl'd | On Earth, till now, they come to grace his Throne 
(To day) a thouſand radiant Lights, that ſtream Her third, Irene, help'd to bear his Train ; 
To every Nook and Angle of his Realm. | And in her Office vow'd ſhe would remain, 
His former Raycs did only clear thc Sky ; | Till foreign Malice, or unnatural Spight 
But theſe his ſearching Beams are caſt, to pry | ( Which Fates avert ) ſhould force her from her right. 
Into thoſe dark and deep concealed Vaults, | With theſe he paſgd, and with-his Peoples Hearts 
Where Men commit black Inccft with their Faults, ' Breatli'd in his way ; ard Souls (their better Parts) 
And ſnore ſupinely in the ſtall of Sin : | Haſting to follow forth in Shouts, and Crys. 
Where Murther, Rapine, Luſt, do ſit within, Upon his Face all threw their coverous Eyes, 
Carowling humane Blood in Iron Bowls, As on a wonder : ſome amazed ſtood, 
And make their Den the Siaughter-houte of Souls : As if they felt, but had not known their good. 
From whoſe foul recking Caverrs ficlt ariſe Others would fain have ſhewn it in their Words ; 
Thoſe Damps, that fo ottend all good Mens Eyes, Pur, when their Speech fo poor a hclp aftords 
And wou'd ( if not diſpersd ) intect the Crown, Unto their Zeals Expreilion ; they are mute : 
And in their Vapor her bright Metal drown. And only with rcd Silence him falutc. 
To this fo cl-ar and tandtified an end, Scme cry from tops of Houſes ; thinking noite 
L ſaw, When reverend Theme did deſcend | he fitteſt Herauld to proclaim true Joys: 
[pon his State ; Jet down in that rich Chain, Others on ground run gazing by lus fide, 
Thar faſtneth beavenly Power to earthly Reign | All, as urwearied, as unſatiched : 


And 
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A Panegyre. 


And every Window griev'd it could not move 
Along with lim, and the fame trouble prove. 
They that had ſeen, but four ſhort Days before, 
His gladding Look, now long'd to ſ:e it more. 
And as of late, when he through London went, 
The amorons City ſpar'd no Ornament, 
Thar might her Beauries heighten ; bur fo dreſt, 
As our ambitious Dames, when they make Fealts, 
And world be courted : fo this Town pur on 
Her brighteſt Tyre ; and, in it, equal ſhone 
To h-r great viſter : ſave that modeſty, 
Her P/ace, and Years, gave her precedency. 
Th- joy of either was alike, and full ; 
No Ae, nor Sex, © weak, or ſtrongly dull, 
11t did not bear a part in this conſent 
O1 t1:arrs, and Voices. A'l the Air was rent, 
As v.14 the murmir of a moving Wood ; 
The Grind beneath did ſeem a moving Flood : 
Walls, Windows, Roots, Towers, Stecples, all were ſet 
With ſeveral Eves, that in this ObjeCt mer. 
Old Mien were glad, their Fares till now did laſt ; 
And Infants, that the Hours had made ſuch haſte 
To bring them forth : Whilit riper aged, and apt 
To und-ritand the more, the more were rapt. 
This was the Peoples Love, with which did ttrive 
The Nobles Zeal, yct either kept alive 
The others Flame, as doth the Wike and Wax, 
That friendly remp-r'd, one pure Taper makes. 
Mein while. the reverend Themes draws alide 
The King's ob-ying Will, from raking Pride 
In theie vain Stirs, and to his Mind ſuggeits 
How he may triumph in his Subjects Breaſts, 
With berter pomp. She tcils him firit, © That Kings 
« Ate here on Earth the mott conſpicuous Things : 
« That they, by Heaven, are plac'd upon his Throne, 
*To rule hke H-aven; and have no more their own, 
« As they are Men, than Men. That all they do 
« Though hid at home, abroad is ſearclrd into : 
* And being once found our, dilcover'd Ilyes _ 
« tlnto as many Envies, there, as Eyes. 
* That Princes, fince they know it is their Fate, 
« Ofr-times, to have the Secrets of their Stare 
« B-tray*d to Fame, ſhonld cake more care, and fear 
* In publick Acts what Facc and Form they bear. 
« She then rememb'red to his Thought the Place 
« Where he was going ; and the upward Race 
« Of Kings, preceding him in that high Coure ; 
« Their Laws, their Ends ; the Men ſhe did report : 
* And a!l fo jultly, as his Ear was joy'd 
« To hear the Truth, from ſpight of Flattery void. 
« She ſhew'd him, who made wiſe, who honeſt As; 
« Who both, who neither : all the cunning Tradts, 
« Aid thriving Starures ſhe could promprly note ; 
« The Bloody, Baſe, and Barbarous ſhe did quore ; 
« Where Laws were made to ſerve the Tvrar' will; 
« Where Sleeping they could fave, and Waking kill ; 
« Where Acts gave Licence to imperuous Luſt 
«To bury Churches, in forgotten Duſt, 
© And with their Ruins raiſe the Pander's Bowers: 
«* When, publick Juttice borrow'4 all her Powers 


TE 


| © From private Chambers; that could then create 
* Laws, Judges, Counſellors, yea Prince, and State.\ 
* All this ſhe told, and more, with bleeding Eyes; 
* For Right is as Compaſſionate as Wit. 
Nor did he ſeem their Vices fo to love, 
As once defend, what Themss did reprove. 
For thoygh by right, and benefit of Times , 
He ownY their Crowns, he would not fo their Crimes. 
He knew\that Princes, who had fold their Fame 
To their voluptuous Luſts, had loſt their Name; 
And that no Wretch was more unbleſt than be, 
Whoſe neceflary good *rwas now to be 
An evil King : And fo muſt ſuch be ſtill, 
Who once hath got the habit do II1. 
One Wickednels another muſt defend ; 
For Vice is fafe, while ſhe hath Vice to friend. 
He knew, that thoſe, who would, with love, command, 
Muſt with a tender (yet a ſtedfaſt ) Hand 
Suitain the Reins, and in the Check forbear 
To otter cauſe of Injurv, or Fear. 
Thar Kings, by their Example, more do ſway 
Than by their Power ; and Men do more obey 
When they are led, than when they are compelPd. 

In all theſe knowing Arts our Prince excelPd, 
And now the Dame had dried her dropping Eyne, 
When, like an April Iris, flew her ſhine 
Abour the Streets,” as it would force a Spring 
From out the Stones, to gratulate the King. 
She bleſt the People, that in Shoales did fwim 
To hear her Speech ; which ſtill began in him, 
And ceas'd in them. She told them, what a Fate 
Was gently faln from Heaven upon this State; 
How dear a Father they did now enjoy 
That came to fave, what Diſcord would deſtroy : 
And ent'ring with the Power of a King, 
The Temp'rance of a private Man did bring, 
That wan AtteQtions, ere his Steps wan Ground ; 
And was not hot, or covetous to be crow:'d 
Before Mens hearts had crowr'd him. V« ho ( unlike 
Thoſe greater Bodies of the Sky, that ſtrike 
The letler Fires dim ) in his acceſs 
Brighter than all, hath yer made no one leſs; 
Though many greater : and the moſt, the beſt. 
Wherein, his choice was happy with the rc 
Of his great Actions, firſt to ſec, and do 
Whart all Mens Wiſhes did aſpire unto. 

Hereat, che People could no longer hold 
Their bulting Joys; bur through the Air was rolPd 
The lengttned Shout, as when tl Artillery 
Of Heaven is diſcharg'd along che Sky. 
And this Confeſſion flew from every Voice, 
Newer had Land more rea/on to rejoyce, 
Nor to ber bliſs, could ought now added be, 
Save, that ſhe might the ſame perpetual ſee. 
| Which when Time, Nature, and the Fates deny'd, 
| With a twice louder Shout again they cry'd, 
| Vet, let bleſt Britain ack ( without your wrong ) 
, Stull ro have ſuch a King, and this King long. 
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Solus Rex, & Poeta non quotannis naſcitur. 
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A 
Particular Entertainment 


OF Rad 


QUEEN id PRINCE 


Their HIGH NESS at ALTHROPE, 


AT Ts 


Right Honourable the Lord SP ENCER'S, on Saturday, 
Being the 25" of June 1603. As they came firſt into the Kingdom. 
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| By 1 
Now they print it on the ground 
With their Feet in figures round, 
Marks that will be ever found, 


521 X | 
| To remember this glad ſtound. 


HE Invention was, to have a Satyr loaged in a little | 

| Spinet, by which Her Majeſty, and the Prince were | The Satyr peeping out of the Buſh, ſaid, 
to come, who ( a: the repor: of certamn Cornets that | 

were devided in [everal places of the Park, to (ignifie ber Ap- 

procch ) advanced his head above the top of the wood wondring, 

and ( with bs Pipe in bu hand ) began 1s followeth. 


$S ATIR 


Ere ? there ? and everywhere ? 

Some Solemnities are near, 
That theſe Changes ſtrike mine Ear. 
My Pipe and I a part ſhull bear. 


Truſt her not, you Bonny-bell, 
She will Forty Leaſlings tell, 
| Ido know her Pranks right well. 


F AITRI. 


Satyr, we muſt have a Spell 
For your Tongue, it runs too fleet, 


SATTR. 


And after @ ſlr: frain with his Pipe; again, | Not fo nimbly as your Feer, 
-| When about the Cream-bowls ſwecr, 
You, and all your Elve do meet. , 


Look, ſee ; ( beſhrew this Tree, ) 
Whar mav all this Wonder be ? | 
Pipe it, who that liſt for me : 


Here he hopping forth , and mixing himſe'f with the 
Pl] tlie out abroad, and ce. Sia roeaiar- ; wa. fe me f 


Fairies skipped m, cut, and about their Circle, while the 
Elves made many offers to catch at him. 


There he leaped down, and gazing the Queen and the Prince 
in the Face, wen; forward. 


That is Cypariſſs Face ! 

And the Dame hath Syrizx Grace ! 
O that Pan were now in place, 
Sure, they are of heavenly Racc. 


Here he ran into the WWocd again, and hid himſelf, whilſt to the ' 
ſound of exceller: ſoft Muſick, that was there concealed m the | 
Thicket, there cams trippymg up the lawn, a bevy of Faines, 
attending on Mab their Queen, who falling into an ar:sficial | 
Ring, that was thre cut in the path, began to dance around, 


while their Mijiri)s [rake as feliowetb. 
FAFTRI. 


Hail, and welcom worthieit Queen, 

Joy had never pert-Ct been, 

To the Nymphs that haunt this Green, 

Had tizey not this Evening ſeen. | 


This is M:b the Miſtriſs Fairy, 

That doth nightly rob the Dairy, 
And can hurt, or help the cherning, 
( As ſhe pleaſe) without diſcerning. 


| E/fe. Pug, You will anon take warning. 


She, that pinches Country Wenches, 
If they rub not clean their Benches, 
And with ſharper Nails remembers, 
When they take not up their Embers : 
But if fo they chance to feaſt her, 

In a ſhoe ſhe drops a Teſter. 


| Eife. Shall we ſtrip the skipping Jeſter ? 


This is Che that emprics Cradles,” 

Takes out Children, puts in Ladles: 
Trains forth Midwives in their ſlumber, 
With a Sieve the holes to number. 

And then leads them, from her Boroughs, 
Home through Ponds, and Water-furrows. 


EEEE——_ 


Entertainments. 


————— 


Elfe. Shall nogall this mocking ſtir us ? 
She can ſtart our Frank/m's Daughters, 


In their ſleep, with ſhreeks, and laughters, 


And on tweet Saint Amw's night, 
Feed them with a promis'd tight, 
Some of Husbands, ſome of Lovers, 
Which an empty Dream diſcovers. 
j 
Elſe. Satyr, Vengeance near you hovers. 
And in hope that you would come here 


— 


— CC Or er mo nogts— nt ere  —— 


FAIRT. 


Madam, now an end to make, 
Deign a ſimple Gift to take : 
Only for the Fairies ſake, 

Who about you ſtill ſhall wake. 


"Tis done only to ſupply, 
His ſuſpeted courteſie, 
Who ( ſince Thamyra did die ) 


Tefter-Erve, the Lady * Summer * For ſhe | Hath not brookt a Lady'seye, 
She invited to a Banquer, ay _—_ | ; 

Bar ( in ſooth ) I con you thank yer, Midſum- | Norallow'd about his place, 
That you could fo well deceive her mer day at | Anyof the Female Race. 

Of the Pride which gan up-heave her : night, but | Onlywe are free to trace 

And ( by this ) would fo have blown her, _ _ | Allhis grounds, as he to chaſe. 
As no wood-god ſhould have known her. — 


Here he skipped into the Woed. 


E/%. Mittnfs, this is only ſpighe : 
For you would not yelternight 


For which Bounty to us lent; 

Of him unknowledg'd, or unſent, 
We prepar'd this * Complement, 
And as far from cheap intent, 


Kiſs him in the cock-ſhout light. In particular to feed, 
Any hope that ſhould ſucceed 
ind came again. Or our glory by the deed, 


SAHA 
By Pan, and thou haſt hit it right. 


There they laid bold on him, and nipt bim. 


As yourſelf are from the need. 


Utrer not ; we you implore 

Who did give it, nor Wherefore. 
And when ever you reſtore 
Yourſelf to us, you ſhall have more. 


SSI RF. Higheſt, happieſt Queen, farewell, 
But beware you do not tell. 
Fairies, pinch him black and blue, 
Now you have him, make him rue. Here the Fairies bee away is # fawafick Dance, when, an 


SHTTR ſudden, the Satyr diſcover'd himſelf again, and came forth. 


O, hold, Mab: I ſue. 
Elfe. Nay, the Devil ſhall have his due. 


Then he ran quite away, and left them in a Confuſion, while the 


S ATI R. 


Not tell ? Ha, ha, I could ſmile, 
Art this old, and tootbleſs Wile. 
Lady, I have been no ſleeper, 


Fairy began again. She belies the noble Keeper. | 
; Sav, that here he like the groves: 
FXIZxRI And purſue no foreign loves : 
>: : ls he therefore to be deemed, 
Pardon, Lady, this wild ſtrain, Rude, or ſavage ? or eſtcemed, 
Common with the Sylvan Train, Bur a ſorry Entertainer, 


That do skip about this Plain: 
Elves, apply your gyre again. 


And whiPſt ſome do hop the Ring, 
Some ſhall play, and ſome ſhall ting, 
Well expreſs in every thing, 


Cauſe he is no common ſtrainer, _ 
After painted Nymphs for Favours, 
Or that in his garb he ſavours 

Little of the Nicety, 

In the ſprucer Courtiery ; 

As the Roſary of Killes, 


* Orana's well-coming. oy With the Oath that never miſſes, 
ANNA. This, belzewve me on the breſt, 
And eclling ſome Mars Jeft, 
SO NG. Thinking to prefer his Wir, 
R Equal with his Suit by it, 
His is ſhe, / I mean his Cloaths ? No, no, no, 
This is ſhe, | / Here doth no ſuch humor flow. 
In whoſe world of grace He can ncither bribe a grace, 
Every ſeaſon, perſon, place, Nor encounter my Lord's face 
That receive her, happy be ; (4Bringing —_ a _ _— _ flatter, 
For with no leſs, ; : a wh gi _ - = | pier matter 
Than (a) a Kingdom's happineſs, ihe Prizes, ing . 
Doth ſhe private (b) Lares blefs, which is Now he hopes he ſhall reſort there, 
And ours above the reſt : KP: —_— _ = _ _ ——_ ; 
By how much we deſerve it leaſt. elicnty Ince a ha th governance, 
Las live Orieus (na. "TY That hath given thoſe Cuſtoms chaſe, 


And hath brought his own in place. 


To exceed(whom the ſucceeds)our late Dia- Hoyſholds. ” a 
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O that now a Wiſh could bring, 
The god-like perſon of a King; 
'Then ſhould even Envy find, 

Canſe of wonder at the mind, 

Of our Woodman : but lo, where 
His Kingly Image doth appear, 
And is all this while neglecled. 
Pardon ( Lord ) you are reſpected, 
Deep as is the Keeper's heart, 

And as dear in every part. 


See, for inſtance, where he ſends Here the 
His Son, his Heir ; who humbly bends m_ _— 
Low, as his Father's earth, Wood the 
To the womb that gave you birth : Lord Spen- 
So he was diretted firſt, cer's eldeſt 
Next to you, of whom the thirſt Son, attired 
Of ſeeing takes away the uſe _ - i 
Of that part, ſhould plead excuſe ey 
For his boldneſs, which is leſs Huntſman, 


By his comely ſhamefac'rnelſs. 

Riſe up, Sir, I will betray, 

All I think you have to ſay ; 

That your Father gives you here 

( Freely, as to him you were ) 

To the ſervice of this Prince : 

And with you theſe Inſtruments 

Of his wild and Sy/van trade, 

Better not Atcon had. 

The Bow was Phzbes,and the Horn, 
By Orin often worn : 

Ihe Dog af Sparra Breed,and good, 
As can ring within a Wood ; 

There his name is : you ſhall try 
How he huuteth inſtantly. 

But perhaps the Queen your mother, 
Rather goth atic& ſome other 

Sport, as courlſing : we will prove 
Which her Highneſs moſt doth love. 
Satyrs, let the Woods reſound, 

They thall have their welcom crown'd, c 

With a Brace of Bucks to ground. 

At that the whole Wood and Place reſounded with the noiſe of 
 Cornets, Horns, and ther knoning Muſick, and a Brace of 
choice Deer put cut, and as fortunately kilPd , as they were 
mcant to be ; even in the ſight of ber Majeſty. 


This was the firſt Night's Shew. There the next day being Sun- 
day, ſnervefted, and om Monday, il after Danner : where there 
wa: a Sperch ſuddenly thought on, to induce @ Morris of the 
Clowns thei. about, who moſt officicuſly preſemted themſelves, but 
by reaſon of the throng of the Country that came in, their 
Speaker could nt be heard, who was im the perſon of No- 
P-v, to delzver this following Speech, and attired in a pair of 
Breeches which w're made to come up to bus Neck, with bis 
firms out 6! his Pockets, end a Cap drowning bis Face. 


F my outſide move your Laughter, 
Pray ove, my infide be thereafter. 
OQneen, Prince, Duke, Earls, 
Counteſles ; you Courtly Pearls: 
( And, I hope, no mortal Sin, 
If I put lets Ladies in ) 
Fair ſainred be you all. 
At titis time it doth befall, 
We are the Hurſher to a Morris, 
CA kind of Maſque ) whereof good ſtore is 
In the Country hercabout, 
But thjs, the choice of all the Rout. 


Who,becauſe chat no Man ſent them, 
Have got Ne-Body to preſent thera, 
Theſe are things have no ſuſpicion 

Of their ill doing; nor ambition 

Of their well: bur as the Pipe 

Shall inſpire them, mean to skip. 

They come to ſee, and to be ſeen, 
And though they dance afore the Queen, 
There's none of theſe doth hope to come by 
Wealth, to build another Holmby : 

All thoſe dancing days are done, 

Men muſt now have more than one 
Grace, to build thcir Fortunes on, 
Elſe our Souls would ſure have gone, 
All by chis time to our feet. 

| not deny whereGraces meet 

In a Man, that quality 

Is a graceful property : 

But when Dancing is his beſt, 

( Beſhrew me) I ſaſpeCt che reft. 

But I am No-Body, and my breath 

( Soon as it is born ) hath death. 
Come on Clowns, forſake your dumps, 
And beſtir your hob-naiPd ftumps, 
Do your worſt, 1] undertake, 

Not a jerk you have ſhall make 

Any Lady here in love. 

Perhaps your Fool, or ſo, may move - 
Some Lady's Woman with a trick, 
And upon it ſhe may pick 

A pair of revelling legs, or two, 

Our of you, with much ado. 

But ſee, the Hobby-horle is forgot. 
Fool, it muſt be your lor, 

To ſupply his want with Faces, 

And fome other Buttoon Graces, 

You know how ; Piper, play, 

And let no body hence away. 


| There was alſo another parting Speech , which was to have beey 
| preſented in the perſon of a Toth, and accompanied with diyer, 
Gent Jounger Sons of the Country : but by reaſon of the 
multitudmonus preſs, was alſo hindred. And which we have 
bere adjoined. 


A N4q will you then, Afirror of LQurens, depart ? 
Shall nothing ſtay you ? _ Maſter's heart ? 

That pants to leeſe the comfort of your light, 

And ſee his Day ere it be old graw Night ? 

You are a Goddeſs, and your Will be done: 

Yet this our laſt hope is, that as rhe Sun 

Cheers Objetts far remov'd, as well as near ; 

So, where ſo'ere you ſhine, you'll ſparkle here. 

And you, dear Lord, on whom my covetous eyc 

Doth feed irfelf, but cannot fatishe, 

O ſhoot up faſt in Spirit, as in Years; 

That when upon her head proud Europe wears 

Her ſtatelieſt tyre, you may appear thereon 

The richeſt Gem, without a Paragon. 

Shine bright and fixed as the Arttick Star : 

And when flow Time hath madeyou fit for War, 

Look over the ſtrict Ocean, and think where 

You may bur lead us forth, that grow up here 

. Againſt a Day, when our officious Swords 

. Shall ſpeak our Attions, better than our Words. 

; Till then, all good Event conſpire to crown 

; Your Parents Hopes, our Zeal, and your Renown, 

; Peace uſher now your ſteps, and where you come, 

. Be Envy ſtill ſtriick blind, and Flarrery dumb, 


A pri- 
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A 


PRIVATE ENTERTAINMENT. 


OF THE 


KIN G and 


On M AT-DAT 


QUEE N. 


in the Morning , 


At Sir WILLIAM CORNWALLETS lus Houſe, at Highgate, 1604. 


By the ſame Author. 


in at the Gate, 
received them, 
wher, with Javelins 
” of the Porch, with 


HE King, and Queen being ent 
the Penazes, or Houſhold-g 
attir'd after the Antick 


in their Hands, ſtanding on each 
this Speech. 


Penates. VP 


Eap light Hearts in every Breaſt, 
Joy is now the fitteſt Paſſion ; 
Double Majeſty hath bleſt 
All the Place, with that high Grace, 
Exceedeth Admiration ! 


2. 


Welcome, Monarch of this Iſle, 
Europe's Envy, and her Mirror; 
Great in each part of thy Style: 
England's with, and Scotland's bliſs, 
Both France, and Ireland's terror. 


I. 


Welcome are you ; and no leſs, 
Your admired Queen : the Glory 
Both of State, and Comelineſs. 
Every Line of her divine 
Form, is a beautious Story, 


2, 


High in Fortune, as in Blood, 
$o are both ; and Blood renowned 
By oft Falls, that make a Flood 
In your Veines : yet, all theſe Streins 
Are in your Virtues drowned, 


Houſe, be proud; For of Exrth's Store 
Thee two, only, are tte wonder ; 
In them ſhe's Rich, and is no more. 
Zeal is bound their praiſe to ſound 
As loud as Fame, or Thunder. 


2. 


Note, but how the Air, the Spring 
Concur in their Devotions ; 
Pairs of Tarties fit, and ſing 
On each Tree, ore-joy*d to ſee 
In them like Love, like Motions. 


Entet Sir, this longing Dore, | 
Whoſe glad Lord nought could have bleſſed 
Equally ; (Pme ſure not more ) 
Than this fight: ſav? of your right, 
When you were firit poſſeſſed. 


2. 


That, indeed, tranſcended this. 
Since which Hour, wherein you gair'd it, 
For this Grace, both he and his, 
Every Day, have learn'd to pray, 
And, now, they have obtain'd it. 


Here the Penates lead them in, thorow the Houſe, mto the 
Garden, where Mercury, with # ſecond Speech, recevved them, 
walkmg before them, 


Mer. Retire, you Houſhold-gods, and leave theſe ex- 


cellent Creatures to be cntertained by a more eminent 
Deity. Hail King, and Queen of the 1 called truly 
Forturate, 


Z19 


a ——————————_—_—_—_—__—___ Wn 


Entertainments. 


— - — ——E———  —— ., 
— ——_ 


Fortunate, and by you made fo. To tcl] vou who 1 am, 
and wear all theſe notable and ipeaking Enttgns about me, 
were to challenge vou of moit impoſſible Ignorance, ard 
accuſe my ſelf of as palpable Glory : It is enough that 
vou know me here, ard come? with the Licence of mz 
Father Fove, who is the bourty of Heaven, to give you 
early welcom to the Bower of my Mother Maia, no |</s 
the goodneſs of Earth. And may it pleaſe you to walk, 
I will tell you no wonderful Story. This place, whereon 
you are now advanced ( by the mighty power of Poetry, 
and the help of a Faith that can remove Mountains ) 1s 
the Arcadian Hill Cyene, the Place where my felf was both 
begot, and born ; and of which I am trequently called 
Cyllenizes : Under yond? Purſlane-tree itood fometime my 
Cradle. Where, now, behold mv Mother Maza, ſitting 
in the Pride of her Plenty, gladding the Air with her 
Breath, and cheering the Spring with her Smiles... At her 
Feer, the bluſhing Aworz, who, with her roſy Hand, 
caſterh her honey Dews on thoſe (ſweeter Herbs , accom- 
panicd with that gentle Wind Fawvonizs, whoſe ſubril Spirir, 
in the breathing forth, Flora makes into Flowers, and 
ſticks them in the Graſs, as if ſhe contended to have the 
imbroidery of the Earth richer than the Cope of the Sky. 


Here, for her Month, the yearly delicate May keeps | 


State ; and from this Mount takes pleaſure to diſplay theſe 
Valleys, yon? lefſer Hills, thoſe ſtatelier Editices and 
Towers, that ſeem enamonr'd fo far off, and are rear'd 
on end to behold her, as if their uemoſt Object were her 
Beauties. Hither the Dryads of the Valley, and Nymphs 
of the great River come every Morning to taſte of her 
Favours; and depart away with Laps filPd with her Boun- 
ties, Bur, ſee ! upon your Approach, their Pleaſures are 
inſtantly remitted. The Birds are huſt'd, Zephyre is ſtill, 
che Morn forbears her Office, Flora is dumb, and herſelf 
amazed, to behold two ſuch Marvels, that do more adorn 
Place than ſhe can Time : Pardon, your Majelty, the Faulr, 
for it is that hath caugd it; and till they can collect their 
Spirits think Silence, and Wonder the beſt Adoration. 


Here Aurora, Zephyrus, and Flora, began this Song mm 
Torce Parts. 


"FF, & co 


; g= ſee, O ſee who here is come a Mayaing ' 
The Maſter of che Ocean ; 
And his beautious Oran : 
Why left we our playing ? 
To gaze, to gaze, 
On them, that Gods no leſs than Men amaze. 
Up Nightimgale, and fing 
Jug, jug, jug. jug, Cc. 
Raile Larke thy Note, and Wing 
All Birds their Muſick bring, 
Sweet Robin, Linet, Thruſh, 
Record from every Buſh, 
The welcom of the King ; 
And Queen : 
Whoſe like were never ſecn, 
For good, for fair. 
Nor can be ; though freſh May, 
Shou.d every dav 
Invite a ſeveral Pair, 
No, though ſhe ſhould invite a ſevcral Pair. 


» 


Which ended : Maia ( ſeated in ber Bower, with all thoſe 
Perſonages about ber, as before deſcrib'd ) began to raiſe berſelf, 
and, then dec:ming, (pate. 


A1asi. If all the Pleafurcs were diſtild 
Ot ev'iry Flower in every ield, 
And all that 75/2 Hives do yield, 
Were into once broad Mazor fiÞd ; 
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If, thereto, added all the Gums, 

And Spice, that from Pancha:s comes, 
The Odour, that Hydaſpes lends, 

Or Phznix proves, befor the ends ; 

If all the Air, my Flora drew, 

Or Spirit, that Zephyre evcr blew ; 

Were put therein ; and all the Dew 

That ever roly Morning knew ; 

Yer, all dittugd upon this Bower, 

To make one ſweer deraining Hour, 

Were much too little for the Grace, 

And Honour, you vouchſafe the Place, 
Bur, if vou pleaſe to come again, 

We vow, we will not then, with vain, 
And empty Pals-times entertain, 

Your fo detir'd, thou grieved Pain. 

For, we will have the wanton Fawns, 
That frisking skip about the Lawns, 
The Panisks, and the Sy/wvans rude, 
Satyrs, and all that Multitude, 

To dance their wilder Rounds about, 

And cleave thc Air, with many a Shour, 
As they would hunt poor Eccho ont 

Of yander Valley, who doth ffout 

Their ruſtick Noiſe. To viſit whom 

You ſhall behold whole Bevics come 

Of gaudy Nymphs, who tender calls 
Well-run'd ( unto the many falls 

Of ſweer, and ſeveral ſliding Rills, 

That ſtream from Tops of thoſe leſs Hills) 
Sound like ſo many ſilver Quills, 

When Zephyre them with Mutick fills. 

For theſe, Fawvonus here ſhall blow 

New Flowers, which you ſhall ſ-e to grow, 
Of which, each Hand a part ſhall rake, 
And, for your Heads, freſh Garlands make. 
Wherewith, whilſt they your Temples round, 
An Air of ſeveral Birds ſhall found 

An I Pzen, that ſhall drown 

The Acclamations, at your Crown. 


—— 
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| All this, and more than I have gift of ſaywy, 
| May wows, jo you will oft come here a Maying. 
[ 

Mer. And Mercury, her Son, ſhall verture the Diſplea- 
; ſire of his Father, with the whole Fenc1 of Heaven, that 
' day, but he will do his Mother's -nten:s all ſerviceabic 
aſſiſtance. Till then, and ever, live hig i and happy, you, 
and your other you ; both envied for vour Fortunes,lov'd 
for your Graces, and admired for your Virtues. 


This was the Morning*s Entertainment, after Dinner the King, 
| and Ducen coming agam into the Garden, Mercury the ſecond 
time accoſted them. 


Mer. Again, greac Pair, I talute you ; and with leave 
of all the Gods : whoſe bigh Pleaſure it is, that Mercury 
make this your Holy-day. May all the Bleſſings, both of 
Earth and Heaven, corcur to thank you : For, till this 
day's Sun, I have faintly enjoy'd a Minute's reſt to my 
Creation. Now, I do, and acknowledge it your ole, 
and no leſs than divine Benefit. If my deſire to delight 
you, might not divert to your trouble, I would intreat 
your Eyes to a new and ſtrange Spectacle ; a certain Son 
of mine, 'whom the Arcadzans call a God, khowſoever the 
reſt of the World receive him : It is the horned Pan, whom 
in the tranſlated Figure of a Goat I begot on the fair 
Spartan Penelope ; May, let both your Ears and Looks for- 
givc it : Theſe are bur the lighteſt eſcapes of our Deities. 
And it is better in me to prevent his ruſtick Impudence, 
by my bluſhing Acknowledgment, than anon by his rude, 
and not infolent Claim, be inforccd to confeſs hum. Yon- 
der he keeps, and with him the Wood- Nympbs, whoſe 


: Leader he is in Rounds and Dances, to this Sy/van Mulick. 
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The Place, ha which they #kip, is the Font of Laughter, | Believe ir, ſhe drinks hike a Wench that had ſtore 
ur Bacchus Spring ; whoſe Statue is advanced on the top; | Of Lord for her Laughter, will you have more ? 


and from whoſe Pipes, at an obſerv'd Hour of the Day 
there flows a luſty Liquor, that hath a prefent Virtue & 
expel Sadneſs; and within certain Minutes after it is 
taſted, force all the Mirth of the Spleen into the Face. Of 
this is Pan the Guardian. Lo! the Fountain begins to 
run, but the Nymphs at your ſight are fled. Pan, and his 
Satyrs wiſely ſtand at gaze. I will approach, and queſtion 
him : vouchfafe your Ear, and forgive his Behaviour, 
which ( even to me, that am his Parent ) will no doubr 
be rude enough, though otherwiſe full of Sale, which ex- 
cept my Preſence did temper, might turn to be Gall and 
Bitterneſs ; but that ſhall charm him. 


Pan. O, it is Mercury ! Hollow *em, agen, 
What be all theſe, Father ? Gods, or Men ? 

Mer. All humane. Only, cheſe Two are Deities on 
Earth, bur ſuch, as the greateſt Powers of Heayen may 
rclign to. 

Pan. Why did our Nymphs run away ? can you tell? 
Here be ſweet Beauties love Mercury well? 
| ſee by their Looks. How fay you? great Maſter ? 

Will you pleaſe to hear? Shall I be your Taſter ? 

Mer. Pan, you are too rude. Par. It is but a Glaſs, 
By my Beard, and by my Horns, *tis a Health,and ſhall paſs. 
Were he a King, and his Miſtreſs a Queen, 

This Draughe ſhall make him a perulane Spleen. 

Bur, trow, is he looſe, or coſtive of Laughter ? 

Fid know, to fill him his Glaſs, thereafter ; 

Sure, either my Skill, or my Sight doth mock, 

Or this Lording's Look ſhould not care for the Smock ; 

And yet he ſhould love both a Horſe and a Hound, 

And not reſt till h2 ſaw his Game on the Ground : 

Well, look to him, Dame ; beſhrow me were I 

*Mongſt theſe bonny Bells, you ſhould need a good Eye. 

Here Miſtreſs ; all out. Since a God is your Skinker : 

By my Hand, I believc you were born a good Drinker. 

They are Things of no Spirit, their Blood is aſleep, 

That, when it is offred **tm, do not Drink deep. 
Come, who is next ? Our Liquor here cools. 

Ladies, Pam fure, you all ha*not Fools 

At home to laugh at. A little of this, 

Tane down here in private, were not amits. 


What anſwer yon, Lordings ? will you any or none ? 
Laugh, and be far, Sir, your Penance is known. 


They that love Mirth, let *em heartily Drink, 
*Tis the only Receipr, to make Sorrow ſink. 


The young Nymph, that's troubled with an old Man, 
Let her laugh him away, as faſt as he can. 
Nay Drink,and not Pauſe,as who would fay muſt you? 
But laugh at the Wench, that next doth cruſt you. 
To you, ſweet Beauty ; nay, *pray you come hither : 
E're you fit out, you'll laugh art a Feather. 
PII never fear you, for being too witty, 
You ſip, fo like a forſooth of the City. 
Lords, for your ſelves, your own Cups crown, 
The Ladies, ifaith, elſe will laugh you down. 
Go to, little Bluſher, for this, anan, 
Yowll ſteal forth a Laugh in the Shade of your Far. 
This, and another Thing, I can tell you, 
Will breed a Laughter, as low as your Belly. 
Of ſach ſullen Pieces, Fove ſends us not many, 
They muſt be tickled, before they will any. 
What have we done ? They that want, let *em call, 
Gallants, of both ſides, you ſee herc is all 
Pais Entertainment : Look for no more. 
Orily good Faces, I read you, make ſtore 
Of your amorous Knights, and Squires hereafter, 
Thev are excellent Sponges, to drink up your Laughter. 
Farewcl, I muſt ſcek our my Nympbhy, that you frighted; 
Thavk Hermes, my Father, if ought have delighted. 


AM:r. 1 am ſure, thy laſt rudeneſs cannot; for it makes 
me ſeriouſly aſham'd. I will not labour his excuſe, fince 
I know you more ready to pardon, than he to treſpaſs : 
bur for your ſingular Patience, tender you all abundance 
of Thanks ; and, mixing with the Maſter of the Place, in 
his Wiſhes, make them my Divinations : That your loves 
be cver flouriſhing as May, and your Houſe as fruirfull : 
That your Ats exceed the beſt, and your Years the lon- 
geſt of your Predeceffors : That no bad Fortune touch 
you, nor good change you. Bur ſtill, chat you triumph 
in this facility over the ridiculous Pride of other Princes ; 
and for ever live ſafe in the love rather than the fear of 
your Subjects. 


And thus it ended. 
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Grear BRITAIN and DENMARK, 


At THEOBALDS, July 24. 1606. 


H E Kings being entred the Inner Court ; above, over 

! the Porch, ſate the three Howers, upon Clouds, as at 

the Ports of Heaven ; crown'd with ſeveral Flouers : 

of which, one bore a Sun-dyal; the other, a Clock; the third, 

an Hour-glaſs ;, ſignifying as by their Names, Law, Tuſtice, 

and Peace. And for thoſe Faculties chiſen to pratulate their 
commg with this Speech. 


Nter, O long'd for Princes, bleſs theſe Bowers, 
Ard us , the three, by you made happy, Hours : 

We that include all rime, yet never knew 

Minurte like this, or Object like to you. 
Two Kings,the World's prime Honours, whoſe Acceſs 

Shews cirher's greatneſs, yet makes neither leſs : 
Vouchſafe your thouſand welcoms in this ſhewer ; 

The Maſter vows, not Sybz”s Leats were truer. 


> Expreſs to the King of Denmark thus. 


Qui colit has adeis, moentia gaudia adumbranr, 
Cernena» Reges pace corre pares, 

Nos tempeftruvas, ad lmma, collocat Horas, 
(QQuod bena ſub nobis emmia provenant. 

Unum ad ixtitie cumwulum triſtatur abeſſe, 
Quoed nequeat ſigns letitiam exprimere. 

Sed, quia res ſolum mgentes bac parte laborant, 
Urcunque expreſſam eredidit eſſe ſatis. 

ft, quod nn potuit Domm#ys, ſupple abunde 
Frondsſe tells munere fatta loquax. 

Eccos quam gr ati veniant quys terra ſalutat ! 


Verior bis folus nulla Sybilla fur. 
The Inſcriptions on the Walls were, 


DATE VENIAM SUPITIS. 
DEBENTUR QUA: SUNT QU/EQUE FUTURA. 


EPIGRAMS hung up. 
Ad Reges Sereniſſimos. 


Cepe Theobaldz { ſortis bontate beate ) 
Excepere ſuos ſub pia tetta deos ; 

Haud ſimul at gemmos : ſed enim potuiſſe negaban : 
Nec fas eſt tales pole putare duos. 


Fortunata amehac, ſed nunc domus undique fxlix, 
At Dommzs quant? ( f licet u/qus ) mages ! 
Et licet, 6 Magni, folus fe fditss iſtis, 
Queis Horze ſummam contribuere fidem. 


Ad Sereniſlimum acobury. 


Irarss, cur hoſpitic te accepimus Horz, 
Cujus ad obſequium non ſatis annus erat ? 
Nempe quod adwyeniant ingentia gaudia raro, 


Et quando adveniant vix datur hora frui. 
Ad Sereniſſimum Chriſt;anum. 
MM lraris, cur hoſpitio te accepimaus Hore, 


.Quas Solis famulas Gracia dotta wocat ? 
Talis ab adventu weſtro lux fulſit in ade, 
Ut Domimus ſolem crederet eſſe novum. 


Others, at their Departure. 
Ad Sereniſſimum Facobum. 


O/pitio qui te cepit, famulantibus Hors, 
Cedere abline, nulla concomiante font ; 
Nemps ommess boras ventends duxit amicas, 
Sed diſcedend; nulla minuta probat. 
Ad Screniſſimum Chri/tianum, 
E wentomte, v9 domns bac jrondehat amiftu; 
Te dilceſ/urc, non prout ante wire: : 
Nempe, ſub acceſſu ſolts, nouns pxipit Anna, 
Et, ſub diſceſſu, ſqualida [avit Hyems, 
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F 


King JAMES, and (Queen ANN, 


A 


THEOBALDS, 


WHEN 


* 


THE 


Houle was delivered up, with the Poflefſion, to the Queen, 
by the Earl of Salibury, the 22 of May, 1607. 


The Prince Fanvile, Brother to the Duke of Guiſe, being then preſent. 


He Kimgy and Queen, with the Princes of Wales, and 

Lorrain, and the Nobil:ty, being entred into the Gal- 

lery, after Dinner there was (een nothing but a tra- 

werle of white acroſs the Room : which 'uddenly 

drawn, was dicoyercd a gloomy obſcure Place, hung all with 


black Silks, and m it only one Light, which the Genius of the 


Houſe held, ſadly atti”'d ; bis Cornucopia ready to fall out of 


bus Hmmd , bs Garland drooping on his Head , his Eyes fixed 
on the Ground ; when, out of his penſive Poſture, after ſome 


luttle Pauſe, be brake, and Pyan. 


GENTYV S. 


| uw not your Glories darken, to behold 
The place, and me, her Genus here, fo fad ; 
Who, by bold Rumour, have been lately told, 
That I muſt change the loved Lord, I had. 
And he, now, in the twilight of ſerc Age, 
Begin to ſeek a Habitation new ; 
And all his Fortunes, and himſelf engage 
Unto a Scat, his Fathers never knew. 
And I, uncertain what I mult endure, 
Since all the ends of Deit'ny are obſcure. 


I Here @ Voice was heard from behind the Darknefs, which bad 
im, 


HEARCORE 
Deſpair not, Genizs, thou ſhale know thy Fate, 
And withall, the black wanifhing, w.as diſcrvered a glorious 


Place, fauring the Lararium, «y Seat of the Honſhold Gods, 
where both the Laxes and Penates were pamted in copper Colour ; 


eretted with Columns and Architrabe, Freeze, and Corcnice, m 
which were placed divers Diaphanal Glaſſes, fil*d with ſeveral 
IWaters, that (bew'd like /o many Stones of orient and tran/parent 
Hiews. IWihin, as farther off, m Landtſchap, were /een 
Clouds ridimg, and m one corner, a Boy figuring Good Event, 
attired m white, howermg i» the Air , with Wings difÞlayed, 
having nuthing ſeen to juſtam him by, all the time the Shew 
laſted. At the other corner, a Mercury deſcended, m a flymg 
Poſt ure, with his Caduceus m bis Hand, who ſpake to the 
three Parcx, that /at low m a Grate, with an Irin Roof, the 
one holdmg the Rock, the other the Spindle, and the third the 
Sheers, with a Book of Adamant lymg open before them. But 


firt, the Genius ſurpriz'd by wonder, urg'd this doubt, by 


queſtion. 
GENTYD S. 


Hat fight is this, ſo ſtrange ! and ſull of ſtate ! 
The Son of Maia, making his deſcent 
Unto the Fatcs, and met With good Event. 


MERCTEL 


Daughters of Night, and Secrely, attend ; 
You, thac draw out the Chain of Defny, 


- Upon whoſe Threads, both Lives and Timcs depend, 


And all the Pcriods of Mortality. 
The will of Fove is, that you ſtraight do look 
The Change, and Fatc unto this Houſe decreed, 
And ſpeaking from your Adamantine Book, 
Unto the Gems of the Place it read; 
That he may know, and knowing bleſs, his Lot, 
That ſuch a Grace, —_— his Hopes hath gor. 
t 


CLOTHO, 


— 


tg 
) 
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When underneath thy Roof, is ſecn 

The greateſt King, and faireſt Queen, 
With Princes an unmatched Pair, 

One, hope of all the Earth, their Heir; 
The other ſtiled of Lorrazm, 

Their Blood ; and ſprung from Charlemazne : 
When all theſe Glories jointly ſhine, 

And fill thee with a heat Divine, 

And theſe reflected, do beger 

A iplendent Sun, ſhall never ſer, 

, But here ſhine fixed , to affright 

All aftec-hopes of following Night, 

Then, Genizs, is thy Period come, 

To change thy Lord : Thus, Fates do doom. 


GENIUS. 


But is my Patron with this Lot content, 

So t5 forſake his Fathers Monument ? 
Or, ls it Gain, or elſe Necellity, 

Or Will to raiſe a Houſe of better Frame, 
That makes him ſhut forth his Poſterity 

Our of kis Patrimony, with his Name ? 


MASEDTRI. 


Nor Gain, nor Need; much leſs a vain Deſire, 


To frame new Roofs, or build his Dwelling higher ; 


He hath, with Mortar, bufied been too much, 
That his Altections ſhould continue ſuch. 


GENZTUV S. 


Do Men take Joy in Labonrs, not Yenjoy ? 
Or doth rheir Buſineſs all their likings ſpend ? 
Have they more pleaſure in a tedious way, 
Than to repole them at their Journies end? 


MERCURTI. 


Genizs, Obey, and not Expoſtulate; 
It is your Virtue : and ſuch Powers as you, 
Should make Religion of offending Fate, 
Whoſe Dooms are juſt, and whoſe Deſigns are true. 


DOSCAHBESIHS. 


The perſon, for whoſe Royal ſake, 
Thou muſt a Change ſo happy make, 
Is he, that governs with his ſmile, 
This lefler World, this greateſt Iſle. 
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His Lady's Servant thou muſt be; 
Whole ſecond would great Nature ſee, 
Or Fortune, after all their pain, 

They might deſpair ro make apain. 


WF AAO/POL 


She is the grace of all, that are : 

And as Eliz2, now a Star, 

Unto her Crown, and laſting praiſe, 
Thy humbler walls ( at firſt ) did raiſe, 
By virtue of her beſt Aſpect ; 

SO ſhall Bel-anyz them protect : 

And this is all, the Fates can ſay ; 
Which firſt believe, and then obey. 


 - © © &-F- 


Mourn'd I before ? Could 1 commit a Sin 
So muck *gainſt kind,or knowledg,to protraCt 
A Joy, to which I ſhould have raviſh'd been, 
And never ſhall be happy, lll a& ? 
Vouchſate, fair Queen, my Patror's zeal in me; 
Who flie with Fervor, as my Fate commands, 
To yield theſe Keys : and wiſh, that you could ſee 
My heart as opcn to you, as my hands, 
There might you read my Faith, my Thoughts——Bur 6 
My Joys, like Waves, each other overcome ! 
And Gladneſs drowns where it begins to flow. 
Some greater Powers ſpeak out, for mine are dumb, 


At this, was the place fil/d with rare and choice Muſck, to 
which was heard the following Song, deliver'd by aw excel. 
lent voice, and the burden maintain'd by the whole Quire. 


SONG. 


O bleſſed Change ! 

And no leſs glad, than ſtrange ! 
Where, we, that loſe, have won ; 
And, for a Beam, enjoy a Sun. 


Ch So, Iutle Sparks become great Fires, 
0 2 And high Rewards crown low Deſires. 

Was ever Bliſs 

More full, or clear, than this ! 

The preſent Month of May 

Nee look'd fo freſh, as doth this day. 


l So, gentle Winds breed happy Springs, 
Cho 4 And Duty thrrves by breath of 7-4 
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Salve feſla dies , meliorque revertere ſemper. 


Ovid. 


THE 


QUEENS MASQUES. 


THE FIRST, 


Of BLACKNESS: 


Perſonated at the Court at Whitehall, 
On the Twelfth-night , 1605. 


HE honour and ſplendor of theſe Spetacles 
was ſuch in the Performance, as, could thoſe 
Hours have laſted, this of mine, now, had been 
a molt unprofitable Work. Bur ( when it is 
the Fate, even of the greateſt, and moſt abſolute Births, 
to need and borrow a Life of Poſterity ) little had been 
done to the Study of Magnificence in theſe, if preſently with 
the rage of the People, who ( as a part of greatnels ) are 
priviledged by Cuſtom, to defacc their carkaſſes, the Spirits 
had alſo periſhed. In duty, therefore, to that Majeſty, 
who gave them their Authority, and Grace ; and, no leſs 
than the moſt Royal of Predeceſlors, deſerves eminent 
Celebration for theſe Solemnitics : 1 add this later hand, 
to redeem them as well from Ignorance as Envy , 
ewo common Evils , the one of Cenſure, the other of 
Oblpwien. 
la Natur, 
H jt..5c8. 
(b)P/Hje. 
£40 & 43. 
(c) Lib. 4. 
cap. 5. 

(4) Deſcrip. 
Afric., 


of late Leo (d) the African, remember 


called Nigrue , now Neprees : 


(e) River taketh Spring out of a certain Lake, 
Eaſtward ; and after a long Race, falleth into 
the Weſtern Ocean. Hence ( becaule it was 
her Majeſties will, to have them Black mores 
at firſt ) the Invention was derived by me, 
and preſented thus. 


(s) Some 
take it to 
be the ſame 
with N:/us 
which is by 
Lucan cal- 
led Melas, 
fignifying, 


Niger. Howſoever P{n. in the place above noted, hath this : Nezrs 
ſtuwo cadem natura, que Nile, calamum, paprrum & eaſdem gigrat 


ariimantes. See Solmn. above nentioned. 


Firſt, for the Scene, was drawn a Land:/chap, conſiſting 


of ſmall Woods, and here and there a void Place filPd with 
Huntings ; which falling, an artificial Sea was ſcen to 
ſhoot forth, as if it tlowed ro rhe Land, raiſed with Waves 
which ſeemed to move, and in ſome Places the Pillows to 
break, as imirating that orderly Diſorder , wl.ich is 
common in Nature. In front of this Sea were p..c-d 


(f) Six Tritcns, in movirg and fprightly 
Actions, their upper Parts humane, fave thac 
their Hairs were blue, as partakirg of the 
Sea-colour : their definent Pasts, Fiſh, moun- 
ted above their Heads, and all varied in 
Diſpoſition. From their Backs were born 
out certain light Pieces of Tafftara, as if car- 
ried by the Wind, ard their Mutick made 
out of wreathed Shells. Behird thete, a pair 
of Sea-maids, for Song, were as conſpicuovfly 
ſeated ; between whnch, ewo great Sea Lor/es 
(as big as the life ) put forth themſelves ; the 
one mounting alotr, and writhing his Head 
from the other , which ſeemed to fink for- 


(a) Plmy, (b) Solinus, (c) Ptolomey , and | ward ; fo intended for variation, and that 
the Figure behind , might come cf better: 
nnto us a River in AEtbiogia, Famous by the | (g) upon their Backs, Oceanus and Niger were 

Name of Niger; of which the Pcople were | advanced. 

and are | 

the blackeſt Nation of the World. This | 


{ents Nias (0. 
Theb, 


It-2 


(f ) The 
torm of 
theſe T;i- 
tons, With 
their Trum- 
pets, you 
may red 
lively de- 
ſcribed in 
Ov Mferam. 
lib 1. Ceri 
ic um init gs 
N4 vocat, 
Ec. and in 
F'; FE. # ned. 
{1b.10.H:me 
welt mma 
ns Triten. 
DI ſequent. 
(2) Lucrun 
im PHTO?P. 
Atdx 3. pre- 


E quo fluviatnli imſidentem. And Statius Neprune, un 


Oceannt, 


—_— cu ————_ ——_— p___ 
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Maſques. 


Ce I reregy m—_— 


Oceans, preſented in an human Form; the colour of 
his fleſh, blue ; and ſhadow'd with a Robe of 
Sea-green ; his head grey ; and (#) horned ; 
as he is deſcribed by the Ancients : his beard of 
the like mixt' colonr : he was gyrlanded with 
Alga,or Sea-grals ; and in his hand a Trident. 


(a) The An- 
cirnts indu- 
cel Oreanus 
always with 
aBulls head: 
propter vim | : 
ventorum, 4 quibus incitatur, G :mpellitur : vel gina Taurs familem 
fremitum emattat, vel quna tanquam Taurth firibundus , 1m littora 
feratur, Faripid, in Oreit. "Qxziar@® © Taesnoor@ ty nana 
iow? x01A0 7 Favs, And Rivers ſumnctimes were to called. Look 
Etro. {:; T ber:, 5 Errdano. Geor. 4. AEneid. $ Hor. Car lib. 4. Ode. 
14. and Ewr:p. move. 


Never, in form and colour of an <A:hiop ; his hair and 
rare beard curled, ſhadowed with a vlue and bright 
mantle : his front, neck, and wrilts adorned with pearl, 
and crowned with an artihicial wreath of cane,and paper- 
Tiſh. 

Theſe induced rhe Ma/quers,which were twelve Nymphy, 
Negroes, and the daughters of Niger ; attended 


fb) The by fo many of the (6b) Oceane, which were 
daughters p Lok þ 

of Oceanus CILEIT ig {-pearers. 

and Tetbys. 


See Heſiod. in Theogon. Orphe. in Hym. and Iorgel. in Georg, 


The Maſquers were placed in a great concave ſhell, like 
mother of pearl, curiouſly made to move on thoſe wa 
ters, and riſe with the billow ; the trop thereof was ſtuck 
with a Chevron of lights, which, indented to the propor. 
tion of the ſhell, ſtrook a glorious beam upon them, as 
they were ſeated, one above another: ſo that they were 
all ſeen, bur in an extravagant order. 

On ſides of the ſhell, did ſwim fix huge Sea- Monſters, 
varied in their ſhapes and diipoirtions, bearing on their 
backs the twelve Torch-Bearer: ; who were planted there 
in ſ{-veral graces; ſo #8 the backs of ſome were ſeen ; 
fom- in purſe, or ſide; others in face; and all having their 
ligits burn-ng ont of Wheiks, or Marex ſhells. 

- The attire of Maſqueys was alike, in all, without dif. 
ference : the colours, azure, and [iwcr ; but returned on 
the top with a ſcroll and antique drefling of feathers, and 
jewels interlaced with roprs of pearl. And, for the front, 
ear, neck, and wriits , the ornament was of the moſt 
Choice and orient pearl; belt (erting off from the black. 

For the {;ght-bearers, Sea green, waved about the skirts 
with gold and filver ; their hair looſe, and flowing, gyr- 
land-d with Sea-graſs, and that ſtuck with branches of 
coral. 

Theſe thus preſented, the Sceze behind, ſeemed a vaſt 
Sea ( and united with this that flowed forth ) from the 
termination, or horizon of which ( bcing the level of the 
S:ate, which was placed in the upper end of the Hall)was 
drawn, by the lines of Proſpet&ve, the whole work ſhoot- 
ing downwards, from the eye ; which decorum made it 
more conſpicuous, and caught the eyc afar off with a 
wandring beauty. To which was added an obſcure and 
cloudy night-piece, that made the whole ſet of. So much 
for the bodily part. Which was of Maſter T»:go Fones's 
deſign and act. 

By this, one of the Tritons, with the two Sea-maids, be. 
gan to ſing to the others loud Mulick, their voices being a 
tenor, and two trebles. 


S O-NGCG. 


Ound, found aioud 
The welcom ci the Or:ent floud, 
Into the Weſt ; 
Fair, Niger, (c) Son to great Oceanur, 
(© ) Al Now honour'd, thus, 
Rivers arc 
faid to he the Sons of the Ocean: For, as the Ancients thought, out 
of the Vapors exhaled by the heat of the Swn, Rivers, and Fountains 
were begotten. And both by Orph. in Hym. and Homer. Ilad. E. 
Oceanus is celebrated £4anquam pater, O orige dit, & rebw, quia mbul 
fine bumcRanrone naſortur, aut prrreſere. 


With all his beaureous Rice: 
Who, though bur black in Face, 

Yet, are they bright, 

And full of life, and light. 

To prove that Beauty beſt, 

Which not the Colour, but the Feature 
Aſlures unto the Creature, 


UTE MNOS. 


E filent, now the Ceremony's done, 
And Niger, ſay, how comes it, lovely Son, 
Thar thou, the <rh:op's River, fo far Eaſt, 
Art ſeen to fall into th extreameſt Weſt 
Of me, the King of Flouds, Ocean, 
And, in mine Empire's heart, ſalute me thus ? 
My ceaſeleſs Current, now, amazed ſtands! 
To ſee thy Labour, through ſo many Lands, 
(4)Mix thy treſh billow, with mybrackiſh ſtream; (4 ) There 


And, in the ſweernels, ſtretch thy Diadem, wants not 
To rtheſc far diſtant, and unequalld Skies __ in 
This ſquared Circle of ccrleſtial Bodies. a) ig 


this part of 
our FiQtion, in ſeparating Niper, from the Ocean, ( befide the Fable 
of Alpbew , and that, to which rg: alludes of Arerbuſa in his 
10. Eclog. Sic tibr, cum fluttus ſubter labere Sicans, Dory amara ſuam 
non anterm:ſceat undam ) Examples of Nilus , Jordan, and others, 
whereof ſee Nicahi. (ib. 1. de flumin. and Plut. mn vita Sylle, even of 
this our River ( as fome think ) by the name of Mel. 


© 7'F © 4 


vine Oceanxs, tis not ſtrange at all, 

That (fince the immortal Souls of Creatures mortal, 
Mix with their Bodies, yet reſerve for ever 
A power of Separation ) Iſhould ſever 
My freſh ſtreams, from thy brackiſh ( like things fixed } 
Though, with thy powerful faltneſs, thus far mixed. 
* Vertue, though chain'd to Earth, will ſtill live free ; 
* And Hell itſelf muſt yield to Induſtry. 


UE MINDS. 


UT, what's the end of thy Herculean Labours, 
Extended to theſe calm, and bletled Shores ? 


ICE RK. 


| + do a kind, and careful Father's part, 

In ſatisfying cvery penfive heart 

Of theſe my Daughters, my moſt loved birth : 

Who tho they were the (e) firſt form'd dames of 
( earth, 

And in whoſe ſparkling, and refulgent cyes, 

The glorious Sw did tif] delight to riſe ; 

Tho he (the beſt Judge,and moſt formal cauſe 

Of all Dames beauties ) in their firm hiews, 
( draws 

Signs of his fervent'ſt love ; and thereby ſhews 

That,in their black,the perfeQtit beauty grows; 

Since the fixt colour of their curled hair, 

(Which is the higheſt grace of Dames moſt fair) 

No cares,no age can change ; or there dilplay 

The fearful tinture of abhorred Gray ; 

Since Death herſelf ( herſelf being pale and blue ) 

Can never alter their moſt faithful hiew ; 

All which are Arguments, to prove, how far 

Their Beauties conquer, in great Beauty's War ; 

And more, how near Drwvmry they be, 

That ſtand from paſſion, or decay ſo free. 

Yer, fince the fabulous voices of ſome few 

Poor brain-ſick Men, ſtiPd Poers, here with you, 

Have, with ſich envy of their Graces, ſung 

The painted Beauties, other Empwres ſprung ; 

Letring their looſe, and winged FiCtions flie 

Y infect all Climates, yea, our Purity ; 


(e) Read 
D:e4. Sicul. 
bib. 3. It is a 
conjeCture 
ot the old 
Erhmicks , 
that they 
whichdwell 
under the 
Sourh, were 
the firſt 
begotten of 
the earth. 


o 
4 
, 
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(z) Notiſi- As of one (a) Phaeton, that fir'd the world, 

ma fabula. And that,before his heedleſs flames were hurld 

Orid. Met: About the Globe, the cErhiopes were as fair, 

kb. 2. As other Dames;now black,with black deſpair : 
And in reſpect of their Complexions chang'd, 

14) alluding ATC each where, fince,for (5) luckleſs creatures 

to that of [ rang'd, 

Juvenal. Sa Which,when my Daughters heard,(as women are 

17.5. Er cus Moſt jealous of their Beauties ) fear and care 

po mediam p\fels'd them CR believing(c)cbern, 


— They wept ſuch ceaſeleſs tears, into my ſtream, 
(«) The That it hath, thus far, overflow*'d his ſhore 
Poets. To ſeek them patience:who have ſince,ere-more 


{4) A cu- As the Swn riſeth(4) charg'd his burning throne 
tom of the With vollies of revilings ; *cauſe he ſhone 
Atbiep®%, On their ſcorct'd cheeks, with ſuch incemperate 
and [ fires, 
Hint 0" And other Dames, made Queens of all deſires 
To fruſtrate which ſtrange Error, oft I fought, 


kib.3. £4. 5. As Womens are) till they confirm'd at length 
By Miracle, what I, with ſo much ſtre 
Of Argument reſiſted ; elſe they fain'd : 
For in the Lake, where their firit ſpring they 
ud 


LESS 
Asthey fate cooling their ſoft limbs, one night, 
Appear'd a face, all circumfugd with light ; 
s) Plin,;h, (And ſure they ſaw't, for «£thiopes (e) never 
[ dream) 
Wherein they might decipher thro the itream, 
Theſe words: 


That they a Land muſt forthwith ſeek, 
I/hboſe termma;ion ( of the Greek ) 


(f) Con= Sounds Tania; where bright Sol, that heat 
fult with Their bloods, doth newer ( f) riſe, or ſe, 
Tens, 19 = But in bu Forney paſech by, 

==" ot” "”u And leaves that Climate of the Sky, 


To comfort of a greater Light, { 
Who forms all beauty, with bu fight. 


In ſearch of this,have we three Princedoms paſt, 
Thar ſpeak out Taws, in their Accents laſt ; 


== 


(Th6 moſt in vain, againſt a fetled thoughe | 


Black Mawuana, firit ; and ſecondly, 

Swarth Luſitama; next, we did deſcry 

Rich Aquitania : and, yer, cannot find 

The place unto theſe longing Nymphs deſigr'd. 
Inſtruct, and aid me, great Oceans, 

What Land is this, that now appears to us ? 


OCEANUS 


This Land, that lifts into the temverate Air 
(z) Orpheus His ſnowy Cliff, is (g) Albion the fair ; 
in his A789 So call'd of (b) Neptwne's Son, who ruleth here: 
M4 Cit For whoſe dear guard, my ſelf, (four thouſand 


pow. : [ year 
(b)Alluding Since old Deucalion's days,have walk'd the round 
to the Rite About his Empire, proud, to ſee him crown'd 


Fn About my waves. 
rinces, af- 
ter the name of their Princedoms : ſo & he ftill Albion, and Nep- 
tune's Son that governs. Az allo tis being dear to Neptune, in being 
is embraced by him. 


At this the Moon was diſcover d m the upper part of the bouſe, 

| i @ Silver Throne, made mm rock of @ Pyramis. 
Her garments White, and Silver, the dreſſmg of ber Head an- 
tique; end crown'd with a Luminary, or Sphere of light : 
which (triking on the clouds, and beightned with Silver, refletted 
as natural clouds do by the ( of the Moon. The Heaven, 
about ber, was vaulted with blue Silk, and ſet with ftars of 
Silver, which bad im them their ſeveral lights burning. The 
ſudden ſight of which, made Niger to interrupt Oceanus, with 
thu preſent paſſion. 


4 


NIGER. 


O ſee, our filver Star ! The /£:b1o- 
Whoſe pure,auſpicious light greets us,thus far ! P1477 wor- 


Great cAtbwpia, goddeſs of our ſhore, nn 
Since, with particular worſhip, we adore that Swe. 
Thy general brightneſs, let particular grace name, See 


Shine on my zealous Daughters: Shew the place, Steph. = 
Which, long,their longings urg'd their eysto ſee, 24%” 
Beautifie chem, which long bave Deify'd thee. 


AT HIOPTI A. 


m we 
AIOIONIT- 
ON. 


Iger, be glad : Reſume thy native chear. 

Thy Davghrters labours have their period here, 
And fo thy Errors. 1 was that bright Face 
Retlected by the Lake, in which thy Race 
Read myſtick lines ; ( which kill Pytbagoras 
Firſt taught to men, by a reverberate Glas ) 
This bletled Iſle doth with that Tania end, 
Which there they faw inſczib'd, and ſhall extend 
Wiſh'd ſatisfaCtion to their beſt deſires. 
Brianna, which the triple world admires, 
This Iſle hath now recover'd for her Name; 
Where raign thoſe Beauries, that with ſo much Fame 
The ſacred Muſes Sons have honoured, 
And from bright Heſperus to Eows (pred. 
With that great Name Britamia, this bleſt Iſle 
Hath won her ancient dignity, and ltile, 
A World droided from the World : and try'd % 
The abſtract of it, in his general pride. 
For were the World, with all his wealth, a ring, 
Britannis, ( whoſe new Name makes all Tongues ing ) 
Might be a Diamant worthy to inchale it, 


RuPd by a Swn, that to this height doth grace it : 
Whoſe beams ſhine day, and night, and are of force 
To blanch an </£thzope, and revive a Corſe. 
His light (ciential is, and ( paſt meer nature ) 
Can ſalve the rude defects of every creature. 
Call forth thy honour'd Daughters, then; 
And let them, *fore the Bram men, 
Indent the Land, with thoſe pure traces 
They flow with, in thcir native graces. 
Invite them, boldly, to the ſhore; 
Their Beauries ſhall de ſcorch'd no more: 
This Sun is temperate, and refines 
All things on which his radiance ſhines. 


Here the Tritons ſounded, and they danced on ſhore , every 
couple ( as they advanced ) ſeverally preſeming ther Fans : mn 
one of which were m[cribed their mixt Names, in the other a 
mute Hieroglyphick, expreſſing their mixed qualities. 3Vbich 
manner of Symbole I rather choſe, than Impreſe, as well for 
ſtrangeneſs, as wr. of Antiquity, and more applying to that 
original doctrine of Sculpture, which the Egyptians are [a:d, firſt, 


) | ro bave brought from the Achiopians. | Diod. Sicul. Herod. | 


The Names. The Symbols. 
The Queen. EUPHORIS. A golden Tree, laden 
Co. of Bedferd, LAGLAIA. with Fruit. 
La. Herbert. 2. I DIAPHANE. |, SThe Figure Iſcaedron 
Co. of Derly. : YT EUCAMPSE. 4 of Cryſtal. 
La. Rich. OCYTE FA pair of naked Feet, 
Co. of Suffe. 3- TKATHARE. -* in a River. 
La. B-wil NOTTS. X The SALAMANDER 
La. Effingham. + IPSYCHROTE. No funple. 
La. El. Howard. _ = 5 GLYCYTE. A Cloud full of Rain, 
La. Suſ. Vere. 3 TMALACIA. dropping. 
La. IWroth. BARYTE. 6s an Urn Sphear'd with 
Le. 'Wa/fingbarg. s, AUPERIPHERE. ” & Wins. 
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H fi:4. be. | Tue? Names of the 'S C ' A N | A WETE. 
Toere. 

BORIS. CYDIPPE.") C BEROE. IANTHE. | 
PETRAEA. c GLAUCE. ST ST 
OCYRHOE. {Tvcur. ' CLYTIA. PLEXAURE. 


T heir 22m ſingle Dance ended, as they were about to make 
choice of their Men: One, from the Sea, was heard to call *em 
with this Charm, Jung by a Tenor wore. 


SONG. 


Ome away, Come away, 

We grow jealous of your ſtay : 
It vou do not ſtop your Ear, 
We ſhall have more cauſe to fcar 
Syrens of the Land, than they 
10 doubt the Syrens of the Sea. 


Zore they dane'd with their Men, ſeveral Meaſures, and 
Coranto's. AU which ended, they were again accited to Sea, 
with aSong of two Trebles, whoſe Cadences were tterated by a 
dxible Eccho, from ſeueral parts of the Land. 


SONC. 


Aughrers of the ſubtle Flood, 
Do not let Earth longer entertain you ; 
x Ecch. Let Earth longer entertain you. 
2 Ecch. Longcr entertain you. 


"Tis to them enongh of good, 
That you give this little hope, to gain you. 
1 Ecch. Give this little hope to gain you. 
2 Eceh. Little hope to gain you. 


If they love, 
You ſhall quickly ſee ; 
For when to flight you move, 
They'll follow you, the more you flec. 
i Ecch. Follow you, the more you flee. 
2 Kcch. The more vou flee. 


if not, impure it cach co others matter ; 
They are buc Earth, 
1 Ecch. But Earth. 
2 Ecch, Earth. . 


And what you row'd was Water. 
1 Ecch. And what you.vow'd was Water. 
2 Ecch. You vow'd was Water. 


MT AIOFTFIS A 


þNough, bright Nymphs, the Night grows old, 
And we are griev'd, we cannot hold 

You longer light : But comfort take. 

Your Father, only, to the Lake 

Shall make return : your ſelves, with Feaſts, 

Muſt here remain the Ocear's Gueſts. 

Nor ſhall this Vail, the Sw» hath caſt 

Above your Blood, more Summers laſt. 

For which, you ſhall obſerve theſe Rres. 

Thirteen times thrice, on thirteen Nights, 

( So often as | fill my Sphere 

With glorious light, throughout the Year ) 

You ſhall (when all Things clſe do ſleep 

Save your chaſt Thoughts) with reverence,ſteep 

Your Bodies in that purer brine, 

And wholeſome dew, call'd Roſ-marine : 

Then with thar ſoft, and gentler Fome, 

Of which the Ocean yet yields ſome, 

Whereof bright Venus, Beauties Queen, 

Is ſaid to have begotten been, 

You ſhall your gentler Limbs ore-lave, 

And for your Pars, PerfeCtion have. 

So that, this Night, the Year gon round, 

You do again 'falute this Ground ; 

And, in the Beams of yond* bright Sun, 

Your Faces dry, and all is done: 


At which, im @ Dance they returned to Sea, where they took 
their Shell ; and with this full Song, went ous. 


SONG. 


Ow Dias, with her burning Face, 
Declines apace : 
By which onr Waters know 
To ebb, that late did flow. 
Back Seas, back Nymphs; but, with a forward grace, 
Keep, ſtill, your reverence to the Place : 
And ſhout with joy of Favour, you have won, 
In ſight of Albion Neptune's Son, 


So ended the firſt Maſque : which ( beſide the 
of Muſick 


ſingular grace 
Dances ) had the ſucceſs i the Nobility of Per 


formance, as nothmg need; to the Illuſtration, but the memory by 


whom it was perſenated. 
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THE SECOND 


MASQUE. 


Which was of BEAUTY 


Was preſented in the ſame Court, at Whitehall, on the 
Sunday Night after the 7welfth-Night, 1608. 


I WS OC ———_— —_ 


W ears being now paſt, that her Majeſty FPANOO ARES. 

had intermitted theſe Delights, and the third 

a!molt cometwas her Highnels's Pleaſure again Oſt thon not know me 2 I roo well know thee 

to gloriftie che Court, and command, that | By thy (c) rude Voice, that doth fo hoarcely blow ; 


ſhould think on ſome fit Preſentment, which ſhould anſwer | Thy Hair, thy Beard, thy Wings, orehilPd with Snow, 
th: former , ſtill keeping them the ſame Perſons, the | Thy Serpent Feer, to be that rough North wind 


; : l ; 'c) Ovutd. 
Daughters of Niger , but their Beauties varied aCcor- | Boreas, that to my —_ art ſtill unkind. (OO 
ding to Promiſe, and their Time of abſence excus'd, with | I am the Prince of Months, calld Fanuary ; hb.6. near 
Four more added to their Number. | Becauſe by m2 (4d) Fans the Year doth vary, theendice 


To which limits, when I had apted my Invention, and | Shutting up Wars, proclaiming Peace, and Feaſts, "291d 


being to bring News of them from the Sea, I indu&d Bo- | Freedom,and Triumphs; making Kings his Guelts. is 
reas, one of the Winds, as my fitteſt Mellenger ; prelen- | jt;, nimiumgue domeſtica, vento, £c. (d) See the Offices and Powes 
ting him thus : of Fanus, Ownd. Faſt. 1. 

In a Robe of Rulſet and White mixt, full, 
{4) So Pauſ. and bagg'd ; his Hair and Beard rough and BOREAS. - 
in Elzac®, horrid; his Wings grey, and full of Snow and O thee then, thus, and by thee, to that King, 
—_— Icicles: his Mantle borne from him with Wyres, That doth thee preſent Honours, do I bring 
be was car. and in ſeveral Puts; his Feet (a) ending in Ser. | Preſent remembrance of Twelve :bicpe Dames : 
wed wn arci4 pents Tails; and in his Hand a Leaf-leſs Branch, | Who, giided hither by che 44:9ns bright Flames, 


Cupſells. laden with lcicles. ; To fee his brighter lighr, were to the Sea 
But before, in midit of the Hall, to keep the | Enjoyr'd again, and ( thence aflign'd a day 
ſtate of the Feaſt, and Scaſon, I had placed | For their return ) were in the Waves to leave 
(5) See I-9- (b) Fanuary, in a Throne of Silver ; his Rube Tizeir blackne/s, and true beauty to receive. 


wleg.de Ce- of ath-colour, long, fringed with Silver ; a a 
Jare Rp. white Mantle ; his Wings white, and his Bus- | }J ANUVARTYS. 
kins; in his Hand a Lawrel bough; upon his Head an | | ; 
Anademe of Lawrel, fronted with the Sign Aquarizs, and | Hich they receiv'd, but broke their day : and yet 
the Charatter. Who, as Bereas blulter'd forth, diſcover'd | | Have not return'd a look of Grace for it, 
him(olf | Shewing a courſe and molt untic neglett. 
Or 2X | Twice have I come, in Pomp here, to expect 
| of cure twice delud<d, have been fain 
My : ; Mu , | With (e) other Rites my Feaſts to entertain: (e) Two 
Hich among theſe, is Ai;on, Neptunes Son : | And, now the third rn curd abour the Year, marria- 
TAND ARIV SS. | Since they were look'd for ; and, yet, are not here. por 
the Earl of Eſſex, 1605. the other of the Lord Hay, 1607. 
Hat ignorance dares make that Queſtion ? 
Would any ask, who Mars were, in the Wars? | BORE AS. 
Or, which is Heſperzs, among the Stars ? | 
Of the bright Planets, which is Sol? Or can ; FT was nor Will, nor Sloth,that caug'd their ſtay ; _ 
A doubt ariſe, *mong Creatures, which is Man ? For they were all prepared by their Day, (/] Read 
Behold, whoſe Eyes do dart Promethean Fire And, with Religion, forward on their Way : = _ 
Throughout this all ; whoſe Precepts do inſpire When Protexs, ( f) the grey Proper of the Sea, with Vir. 
The reit with duty ; yer commanding, chear : Met th:m, and made report, how other Four Geer. 4. 
And are obeyed more with love, than fear. Of cheir black Kind (whereof their Sire had ſtore) Eft 1m Cars 
Faichful ro that great Wonder, fo late done p.arhroNep- 
BORAIE Upon their Siſters, by bright Albion, _—_ 
VW Had followed them to ſeek Britannia forth, uw 
Hat Power art thou, that thus informcſt me ? | And there to hope like favour, as hike worth. Proteus. 


Which 


DO 


325 


—— WM Oe 9 —— _— 


Maſques. 


— 


_ ——__ __ 
a)E:cauic Which Night envy*d, as done (a) in her delpite, 
my One And ( mad to ſ-e an #:9:ope waſhed white ) 
crore © ' : : 
NG 1 Ws prevent in thete ; lelt Men ſhould 
Een 


plc Xion; L 
(b/Togire Her colour, if thus chang'd, of ſmall eſteem. 


authority And fo, by Mahlce, and her Magick, toſt 
ws _ The Nymphs at Sea, as they were almoſt loſt, 
andy on Till, on an Ifland, they by chance arnv'd, 
Play hath That (6) floated in the Main ; where, yer, ſhe” 
« chap. 95. tad giv'd 
of the 2. Them fo, in charms of Darkneſs, as no might 

j | : . . * 
ry Shouid loofe rhem thencc, but their chang'd 
ap 2s Sifters light. 
/ aly flu tt- ; : 7 : : : G : 4 T : | 
antious. Ex Whcreat the Twelve (in piety mo\'d, and ind) 
Card.iib.1. Straight put themſelves in act, the Place to 
_- 1 Ih, LI | 
2 * Which was the Nephrs ſole truſt they fo will do, 
5h ore Ihat ſhe, with Jabour, might confound then t90O. 
t» be in For ever fince with Error hath ſhe he'd 
his time 


Them wan&ring in the Ocean, and fo quelPd 
known, in 
the Lake 
ot Lou- 
mond. mn 
Scotland, 
Tolet pa's 


naw 
Of any leaft ſucceſs unto their Vow ; 
Nor knowing to return to* expreſs rhe Grace, 
Wherewith thev labour to this Princc, and Place, 


—_— One of them, meeting me at Sea, «did pray, 
/c ) The That for the love of my(c) Orjthyia, 

daughter ( Whoſe very Name did heat my froſty Breſt, 

of Er-#- And make me ſhake my ſnow-filPd Wings and 
heus, King Creſt ) 

of Arh-1s, 


To bear this fad Report I would be won, 
And frame their juſt excuſe ; 
have done. 


whom B»- 
reds Yavi- 
ſhed " 
wa", nto 
Torace, as ſhe was playing with other Virgins by the flood I/:ſus : or 
(as fume will ) by the Fountain Cepbrſus. 


FAN FRIES. 


Ould thou had'it not begun, unlucky 
Wimd, 
That never yer blew'ſt Goodneſs to Mankind ; 
But with rhy bitter, and too piercing Breath, 


(d) = go Strik(t (d) Horrors through the Air, as ſharp as 
Boreas . Death. 
Orid £x- 


Ccc!lently 
Ceſcribes 
in the 


Here a ſecond Wind came im, Vulturnus, m 4 
blue coloured Robe and Mant le, pufft as the f ormer, 
ace a> but [omewhat ſweeter ; by Face black, and om his 
i g ' , * 
bove quo- | Head a red Sun, ſhewing he came from ihe Ealt: 
ted. H'c his IWings of ſeveral Colours ; his Baskins white, and 
wbila Pei apronght with Gold. 
lo, P.14 f 2x 
ta concutio. nodo/aqie robora verto, miduroque mvrts, C3 terras prandine 


pul/o, (e) Accorduig to that of I irg.——Denuntias 12Rew Euros, 


FOTO LTDUPRNCYCS, 


LL Horrors vaniſh, and all Name of Death, 


Be all Things here us calm as is my Breath. 
A gentler Wwmd, Valturn:s, brings you News 
The Jye 1s tound, and that the Nymph now uſe, 
Their Relt and Joy. The Nights black Charms 
are flown, 

For, being made unto their Geddeſi known, 

'f) She Bright e#r41p:4, the Silver Mom, 

is called As ſhc was (f) Heeate, ſhe brake them ſoon : 


2wrees And now by vertue of their Light, and Grace, 
1 hes » The glorious jſe, wherein they reit, rakes place 
JW @£C8p. by - _ - 
br _ Of all the Earch for Beauty. (g) Therc, their 
which is een 

Lucit-ra, Hath raiſed them a Throne, that ſtil] is ſeen 


to Which T9 turn unto the Motion of the World; 


name we vw : __ R PIR 
hee pre Wherein they fit, and are, hke Heaven, whirI'd 


fently allude. (g) For the more full and clear underſtanding of 


that which tollows, have recourſe to the ſucceeding Pages, where 
the Scene pickents iticlf, 


Their Hopes beneath their Toll, as (defpcrate 


About the Earth ; whiPit, to them contrary, 

{ Following thole nobier Torches of the Sky, | 
A World of little Lewes, ard chalt Deſires, 

Do light their Beauties, with ſtill moving Fires, 
And who to Heawens conſent can better movc, 
Than thoſe that are 1o like it , Beauty and Love ? 
Hither, as to their new Elim, 

The Spirits of the antick Greeks are come, 
Poets, and Smgers, Lm:s, Orphercs, all 

That have excel”d.in (h ) knowledg muſical ; 7b $9 7:. 
Where, ſet in Arbors made of Myrtle,and Gold, rece, and 


They live, again, theſe Beauties to behold. the Ancj. 
And thence in flowry Mazzes watking forth,, - _ 
CG "3 MIT * 


Sing Hymns in celebration of their worth, roms cl 
WhiPit, to their Songs, two Fountains flow, one cam. © 
heigh 

Of laſting North, the other chaſte Del;obr, 

| 3hart at the Clotes, from their Bottoms pri 

| And ſtrike the Air to eccho what they inp. 

' Bur, why do 1 deſcribe what all mult ſee ? 

By this time, near the Coaſt, they tloating be ; 

For, fo their vertuous Goddeſs, rhe Chaltc Moon, 

Told them, the Fate of tl [and ſhould, and ſcon 

Would fhix {If unto thy Contement, 

As being the place, by Deltiny forement, 

Where they ſhould flow forth, creſt in her Attires: 

And, that the influence of thoſe holy Fires, 

( Firlt rapt from hence) being multiplied upon 

The other four, ſhould make their Beauties one. 
Which now expect to fee, great Neptune's Son, 
And love the Miracle, which thy telf haſt done. 


19 
S» 


Which here I 


: 


Here , a Curtain was drawn, ( in which the Night was 
| painted,) and the Scene diſcover'd, which ( becanſe the for- 
; wer was Marine, and theſe, yet of neceſſity, to come from the 
Sea ) I deviſed, ſhould be an land floatmg on @ calm water, 
In the midſt thereof was a Seat of State, called, The Throne 


1 of Beauty, eretted : droided mio eight Squares, and diſtm- 


guiſhed by ſo many lonic Pilaſters. In theſe Squares the ſox- 
teen Maſquers were Placed by C uples : behind them , in the 
Cemre of the Throne was a tralucent Pillar, ſhming with ſeve- 
ral coloured lights, that refletied on their backs, From the to 

of which Pillar went ſeveral Arch:s to the Pilaſters , that 
ſuſtamed the Roof of the Throne, which was likewiſe adorned 
with Lights and Gyrlands : And berween the Pilaſters, in front, 
little Cupids i» flymg poſture, waving of Wreaths and Lights, 
bore up the Coronice : over which were placed eight Figures, 
repreſenting the Elements of Beauty; which advanced upen the 
lonic, and being Females, had ihe Corinthian Order. The 
firſt was 


SPLENDOR 


— 


N a Robe of flame colour, naked breaſted ; her bright 

hair looſe flowing:She was drawn in a Circle of Clouds, 
her Face and Body breaking thorow ; and in her 

hand a branch, with tWo (:) Roſes, a white, ard (1) The 


a red, The next to her was Roſe is cal 

led, cle- 
gantly, by Acb:l. Tart. lib 2. evF/ aheaimue, the ſplendor of ants, 
and is every where taken tor the Hterog/yphic , of Splendor, 


ENSERENITI AS 


N a garment of bright s&-colour, a lorg trefs, and 
waved with a vail of divers colours, fiich as the golden 
dky ſometimes ſhews: _ her head a clear and fair Sw 
ſhining, with rays of gold ftriking down to the 
teer of the figure. ., In her handa (&) Cryſtal, (4) As 
cut with ſeveral angles, and ſhadowed with di- *Þis of S*- 


vers Colours, 2s cauſed by refraction. The third as 2 


the Opeicks reaſon of the Rainbow, and the Myebolegits making her 


| the Daughter of EleF#ra, 


G E K- 


he 
s, 


he 


als 


1, 


Ya 
p* 
to 
er 


Maſques. 


GERMINATTITIO. 


N green, with a Zone of gold abour her 

waſte, crowned with Myrile, her hair hke- 

wiſe flowing, but not of fo bright a colour: In 

(:)S» Hor. her hand, a branch of (a) Myrile. Her ſocks 


wwlOdy of green, and gold. * The fourth was 
makes 1t 


the enſign of the Spring. Nunc decet art v1r1di nitadum caput ampe- 
dire my1 eo, aut flere, terre quem ferwit ſolute, &c, 


T1 ATI ES 
— , 


(b) They Þ* a veſture of divers colours, and all forts 
are every 4 of flowers embroidered thereon. Her focks 
where th? (© firted. A (5) Garland of flowers in her 
tokens of 1,114 ; her eyes turning up, and ſmiling ; her 
gladneſsat | ir flowing , and ſtuck with flowers. The 
all Fealts, *! 
Sports. fhfeh 
TEMYF ERASER 

fc) The N a Garment of Gold, Silver, and colours 
hzn of weaved : In one hand ſhe held a (c) burning 
ny TY Steel, in the other an Urn with Water. On her 
io ber head a Garland of Flowers, Corn, Vine-lecaves, 
Garlavd and Olive-branches, interwoven. Her Socks, 
mixed of ag her garment. The 1ixth 
the tour 
ey VENUSTAS. 

I N a. $:1ver Robe, with a thin ſubtil Vail over 
(d) Pearls, her Hair, and it : (4) Pearl about her Neck, 
with the and Forehead. Her Socks wrought with Pearl. 
n_—_ In her hand ſhe bore ſeveral colourd (e) Li 
wc.e 'ne 


lies. The (eventh was 


ol 
Hieroglyphicks of lovelineſ; ; in qubus nitor tantum 3 Lever expete- 
þaritirr, (e So was the Lally, of which the moſt delicate Citre of the 
P-+{i ms was called Suſe : fignitying that kind of F.ower, in their 


twigUuE, 
DIGNFT4Z 
f) The I a dreſſing of State, the Hair bound up with 


©, arts Fillers of Gold, the Garm-nts rich, and fer 
now, a4 WVh Jewels, and Gold ; lik-wiſe her Buskins, 
dignity. and in her hand a (f) Golden Rod. The eighth 
FEARFATEES 
(2) Both N a Veſture of pure Gold, a Wreath of Gold 
that, and pon her head. About her body the (g) Zo- 
the Com- _ diack, with the Signs : In her hand a Compaſs 
paſs are , ens v P 
own — Of Gold, drawing « Circle. | 
Enſiznsof On the top of all the Throne, ( as being made 
perfeftion, Out of all theſe ) ſtood 
HARMONIES & 
Perſonage, whoſe dreſſing had ſomething 
of all the others, and had her Robe 
painged full of Figures, Her Head was com- 
pals'd with a Crown of Gold, having in it 
(") She is (þ) ſeven Jewels equally fer. In her Hand a 
frm ws Lyra, whereon ſhe reſted. 


nolog. ds Ceſare Ripa ; his reaſon of Seven Jewels, in the Crown, al- 
ludes to Pytbagoras tis Comment, with Mac. lb. 2, Som, Sci. of the 
Seven Planets and their Spheares. : 


This was the Ornament of the Throne. 
aſcent to which conſiſting of Six ſteps, was 
(1)Thein- covered with a (z ) multitude of Cupids ( cho- 


ducing Of (en out of the beſt, and moſt ingemous Youth 
many Cu- 


prds wants not defence, with the beft and moſt received of the An- 
1's, brfades Prop. Star. Claud. S1do. Apoll. eſpecially Phil. un Jeow. 
Amor, whom I have particularly tollowetl in this Deſcription. 


n= 


The | 
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of the King dom, noble, and others ) that were the Turch- 


other Enſignes of Love. 


bens and all armed with Bowes, Quivers, Wings, an 
On the ſides of the Throne were 


curious, and clegart Arbors appointed ; ard behind, in 
the back-pait of the [e, a Grove of grown Trees laden with 


golden Fruir, which other little Capids plucked, 
and threw at each other, whilſt on the Grourd 
(k) Leverets picked up the bruiſed Apples, 
and let them halt eaten. The Ground-plat of 
the whoic was a ſubtle indented Maze: And 
in the two formolt Angles were two Foun- 
tams that ran continually , the ore (1) Hebe's, 
the other (mm) Hedone's : In the Arbors were 
plac'd the Muſicrans, who repreſented the 
Shades of the old Poets, and were attr'd in a 
Prieſt like Habit of Crimſon and Purple , with 


[{k) They 
were the 
Notes of 
Loveleſs, 
and facred 
to Venus. 
Sce Phal.in 
that place 
mention'd, 
(1) Of 
Youth. 

( m ) Of 
Pleaſure. 


Laurel Gyr ;nds. 


The Colours of the Maſquers were varied ; the one 
half in Orange-rawny, and Silver : The other in Sea green, 
and Suvr. The Bodizs and ſhort Skirts on HÞ:te, and 
Gold, to both. 

The H1bir and Drefling ( for the Faſhion ) was moſt 
Curious, and fo exceeding in Riches, as the Throne whcore- 
on they late ſ-em'd to be a Mine of Light, ſtruck from 
their Jewels and their Garments. 

This Throne ( as the whole [and moy'd forward on the 
Water) had a circular motion of its own, imiraring that 
which we call AMotum Mundi, from the Eaſt ro the Weſf, 
or the Right to the Left fide. For fo Hom. Ilja. M4. un- 
deritands by 5:4, Orientalis Mundi: : By dgizpd Occi- 
demtalia. The ſt-ps whereon the Cupids (ate, had a mo- 
tron contrary, with analogy ad motum Planetarum, from 
the 1% to the Eaſt : Both which turned with their ſe- 
veral Lights. And with thcſe three varied motions, at 
once, the whole Scene ſhor it ſelf to the Land. 

Above which the Aon was ſeen in a Silver Chariot, 
drawn by Virgins to ride in the Clouds, and hold them 
greater Light : With the Sign Scorpio, and the Charatter, 
plac'd before her. 

The ord-r of the Scene was carefully, and ingeniouſly 
diſp'd ; and as happily put in act ( for the murions ) 
by the Kirg*s Maſter Carpenter, The Painters, | mnſt 
needs ſv, ( not to be-ly them) lent ſmall Colour to any, 
to attribure much of the Spirit of theſe things to their 
Per'cils. But that muſt not be imputed a Crime, either 
to the Invention, or Deſign. ; 

H-re the loud Mufck ceas'd ; and the Muſicians, which 
were plac'd in the Arbcrs, came forth through the Mazes 
to the other Land : Singirg this full Song, iterated in the 
cloſes by two Ecchges, riſing out of the Fountains. 


SO NC. 


Hen Love, at firſt, did move 


From (n) out of Chaos, brigtned (n) $0 is 

So was the World, and ligtned, he fained 
As now | Ecch. As now! Eeehb. Ay now ! by = be- 
Yield Night, then, to the Light, pda” 

As Blackneſs hath to Beauty : firſt of all 

Which is but the ſame duty. the Gods: 
It was (o) for Beauty, that the World was made, 2Wakened 
And where ſhe reigns, (p) Loves Lights admir 6 ns: 
no ſhade. therefore 

Fcch. Loves Lights admit no ſhade. call'dPha- 
Ecch, Admit no ſhade. m th 

y mm, 


and Lattantim. ( 0 ) An agreeing Opinion, both with Dromet and 
Philoſophers, that the great Arteficer in Love with his own [des, 
did therefore trame the World. (p) Alluding to his Name of Hz- 
merus, and his hgnification in the Name, which is Defadevium poſt 
a/p:A'1m: And more than Eros, which is only Cupsdo, ex aſpettu 


amare. 

Which ended, Vu/tzrnus the Wind ſpake to the River 
Thameſis , that lav along between the Shores , leaning 
upon his Urn ( that flow'd with water) and crowrn'd 

Un with 


\ 


\ 
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with Flowers : with a blue Cloth ef Silver Robe about 
him; and was perionated by Maſter Thomas Gues, 
who made the Dances. 


FMT RND 


Iſ> aged Thames, and by the hand 
Receive theſe Nymphs, within the Land. 
And in thoſe curious Squares, and Raommd;, 
Wherewith thou flow'it berwixt the Grounds 
Of fruitfull Kent, and Eſſex fair, 
That lend thee Garlands for thy Hair ; 
Inſtrutt their Silver Feet to tread, 
Whilſt we, again to Sra, are fled. 


With which the #/mds departed ; and the River received 
them into the Land, by couples and fours, their Cupid; 
coming before them. 


Their Perſons were, 


The QVEFN. La. ANNE WINTER. 
La. ARABELLA. La. WINSORE, 

Co. of ARUNDEL. La. iNNE CLIFFORD. 
Co. of DERBT. La. MART NEVILL. 
Co. of BEDFORD. La. FLIZ. HATTON. 


Alaſques. 


So many Loves in, armed. 
For fay, the Dames ſhould, with their Eves, 
Upon the Hearts, here, mcan turprize ; 

Wcre not the Men like harmed ? 


To which a Tenor anſwered. 


SONG. 


Es, were the Lowes or falſe, or ſtraving; 
Or Beauties not their Zvavity weighing : 
Bur here no ſuch deceit is mix*d, 
Their Flames are pure, their Eyes are fix'd : 
They do not war with diticrent Darts, 
But ſtrike a Mulick of like Hearts. 


After which Songs they danced Galliards and Corantsys ; 
and with thoſe excellent Graces, that the Muſick appointed to 


celebrate them ſhewed I; could be ſilent No longer ; but, by the 
| firſt Tenur, admired them 11:5, 


$O0ONC. 


Ad thoſe that dwell in Errour foul, 


Co. of MONTGOMERT. | La. FLIZ. GARRARD. 
La. ELIZ. GILFORD. | La. CHICHESTER. | 
La. KAT. PETER. La. WALSINGH AM. | 


Theſe dancing forth a moſt curious Dance, full of excel- | 
lent Device and Change, ended it in the Figure of a Die- | 
wond, and 1o, ſtanding itill, were by the Muſicrans with a | 
ſecond Song (ſung by a loud Tenor ) celebrated. | 


SONG. | 

O Beauty on the Waters ſtood, | 

{a) As, in k JWhen Love had (a) tever'd Earth, fromFlood ! | 

ns <152” So when he parted Air from Fire, 

ſaid by _ He did with Concord all inſpire ! 
Ancients, And then a Morn he them taught, 
to have That elder than himſelf was thought. 

done. Which thought was, yer, (b) the Child of Earth, 


(® ) "om For Love 1s elder than his Birth. 


fin:e the World, and out of thoſe duller Apprehienſions that did not 
think he Ws betore. 


The Song ended ; they danced forth their ſecond Dance, more 
ſubile and full of change than the ſurmer , and ſo exquiſitely per- 
farmed, as the King's Majc/t y mented firſt ( by bus cn liking, 
ro that which all others there preſent w181/d ) requir'd them both 
again, after ſome time of dancing with the Lords, Which time 
to grove them reſpite was intermiited with Song ; firſt, by a treble 
Voice, in this manner. 


SONG. 
F all oC 
(c)I | all theſe Cupid, now, were blind 


. As 1s (c) their wanton Brother ; 
thclediffe=" Or Play ſhould put it in their mind 


rent from 

him, wch. To ſhoot at one another : 

they fain What pretty Battail they would make, 
eecum cu-> If they their Objects ſhould miſtake, 
p14 ine, or And each one wound his Metber | 


rem, as I expreſs beneath in the third Song, theſe being chaſt Loves 
oy attend a more divine Beauty than that of Loves common 
arent. 


' Which was ſeconded by another Treble ; thas. 


FF was no policy of Court, 
Albe* the Place were charmed, 
To ket in earneſt, or in ſport, 


And hold (d) that Women have no Son], (4) There 

Bur ſeen theſe move ; they would have then hath been 
Said, Women were the Souls of Men. ſuch a pro- 
So they do move each Heart, and Eye, tane Pars: 
With the (e) Worlds ſoul, rrae harmony. _—_— 


{ e ) The Platomcks Opinion. See alſo Mac. {ib. 1, and 2. Sor. Sup. 


Here they danced a third moſt elegant and curious Dance, and 
nt to be deſcribed again by any art, but that of their own footy, 
which ending in the Figure that was to produce the Fourth, Ja- 
nuary from bu Hate ſaluted them thus, 


SH HO AMRK/OL 


Our Grace is great, as is your Beauty, Dames ; 
Enough my Feaſts have prov*d your thankfull Flames. 
Now uſe your Seat : that Seat which was,before, 
Thought ſtray*ing,uncertain,floring to each Shore, 
And to whoſe having (f ) every Clime laid claim, (#) For 


Each Land anC Nation urged as the aim what 

Of their Ambition, Beauties perfect Throne, Country is 
Now made peculiar to this Place alone ; , _— 
And that by impulſion of your Deſtinies, —_— 


And his attractive Beams, that lights theſe Skies : 7» faireſt, | 


Who(though with th*Ocean compaſs*d)never wets yet ? 
His Hair therein, nor wears a Beam that ſets. 
Long may his Light adorn theſe happy Rites 
As I renew them ; and your gracious Sights 
Enjoy that happineſs, even to envy, as when 
Beauty, at large, brake forth, and conquer'd Men. 


At which they danc'd their laſt Dance ito their Throne again; 
and that turning the Scene, elo?d with this full Song. 


SONG. 


Qi turn and imitate the Heaven 
kJ In Motion ſwift and even; 
Ard as his Planets go, 
Your brighter Lights do o : 
May Touth and Pleaſure ever flow. 
Bur ler your ſtate, the while, 
Be fixed as the 1112. 
Cho 1 S0 all that ſee your Beantres Sphere, 
" 0 May know tl Elyſian Fields are here. 
Ecch. Ti Elyſian Fields are here. 
Eceh, *Elyſian Fields are here. 


AYMEN@I: 
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HYMENA@ATI 


Or, the Solemnities of 


Maſque and Barriers 


" A'S A 


be 
re 
"T1 
K0- on A 
r4- « 
Þ 
T is a noble and juſt Advantage that the Things ſub- Bk 
jected to —— yy have of choſe which are . Nay, wv 
nd objected to Senſe;that the one ſort are but momen- | 'S EE M-... - dhy - 4 
* tary, =_ _ taking ; the other —_— both it, 
| and laſting : Elſe the glory of all theſe Solemmures the place, 
J« had periſh'd like a Blaze, ms out, in the Bebolders UNIONI and all the 
Eyes. So ſhort-liv'd are the Bodies of all Things, in com- nog oo 
pariſon of their Souls. And though Bodies oft-times have SACR. __ 
the il] luck co be ſenſually prgferr'd , they find after- were (a- 
wards the good fortune ( when Soul; live ) to be utterly | cred to Merriage, or Union; over which Juno was Prefident : to 
_ forgotten. This it is hath made the moſt Royal Princes | #h9m1 there hs = like —_ __ at —_ Fy ſhe _ ala 
and Greateſt Perſons ( who are commonly the Perſonaters Sogs Fans, in the Trent, TEE INE ef. 
, y and, at which Alter, the Rite was to Join the married Pair with bands 
of theſe Aions ) not only ſtudious of Riches, and Mag- | o Silk, in fign of future Concord. 
niicencc in the outward Celebration, or ſhew ; (which 
rightly becomes them ) bur curious after the molt high = 
ris and hearty Inventions, to furniſh the inward Parts: (and | To this Altar entred five Pages , attired in 
N thoſe grounded upon Antiquity, and ſolid Learning ) which, | white, bearing (a) five Tapers of Virgin-wax ; ( «s) Thoſe 
their Voice be taught to ſound to preſent occaſions, | behind them, one repreſenting a Bridegroom : his Quin the 
* their Senſe, or doth, or ſhould always lay bold on more | (6) hair ſhort, and bound with party-colour'd RP 
I remov'd Myſteries. And, bowſoever ſome may ſquemiſhly | Ribens, and Gold-twiſt: his Garments purple, yhichPly- 
cry out, that all endeavor of Learnimg, and Sharpneſs in | and white. tarch in 
"WF theſe tranſitory Devices, eſpecially where it ſteps beyond his Queſt. 


their little, or ( let me not wrong *em) no Brain at all, 

u ſuperfluous ; I am contented, theſe faſtidious Stomachs 

leave my full Tables,and enjoy at home their clean 

empty Trenchers, fitteſt for ſuch airy Taſtes ; where per- 

4 = a few [ralian Herbs, pick'd up and made into a Sal- 

; we, may find ſweeter Acceptance than all the moſt nou- 
miſhing and ſound Meats of the World. 

For theſe Mens Palates, let not me anſwer, O Muſes. It 


not my Fault, if I fill them out Near, and they run to 
Meabeg lim, 


Vaticana bibant, {i deleftentur. 
All the Courrtefie I can do thern, is to cry again ; 
Pr etereant, {i quid non facit ad ſtomachum. 
As I will, from the thought of them, to my better Sub- 
On the Night of the Maſques (which were two, one of Men, 


the other of Women ) the Scene being drawn, there was frft 
"gas an Altar ; upon which was mſcribed , is Letters of 


Roman. mentions to be uſed in Nuptials. (b) The drefling of the 
Bridegrom ( with the Ancients ) was chiefly notedin that, Guad to 
deretur. Fu. Sat. 5. Famque 4 Tonſore Magiſtro Peters. And Lucan. 
[. 2. where he makes Cato negligent of the Ceremonzes in Marriage, 
faith, Ile nec borrificam ſanto dimovit ab ore Ceſariem. 


On the other hand, entred Hymen (the god of 
Marriage) in a Saffron-colour'd Robe, his un- 
der Velitures white, his Socks yellow, a yellow 
Veil of Silk on his left Arm, his Head crowned 
with Roſes, and (c) Marjoram, in his right hand a {;) See 
Torch of (4d) Pme-Tree. how he is 
call'd out, 
by Catullus in Nup. Ful. & Mani. Cinge tempora floribus Suave olents 
amaraci, (cg. (d) For fol preſerve the readmg, there in Catul. Pr- 
neam quate tedam, rather than to changeit Spineam; and moved by 
the Authority of Virg.in Cars, where he (avs, Pronuba nec caſtos uncew- 


dit Pinus amores. And Ovid. Faſt. 1b. 2. Expefier puros praes Teda 
dies. Though I deny not, there was alſo Spimea Teds, which Plany 


calls Nuptiarum facibu auſpicatiſſimam, Nat. Hiſt. [16.16. cap. 18. and 
went 7 Sextw Pomperu Feſt. hath left ſo particular teftimony. For 


which, ſee the following Note. 
Uu2 Aﬀer 


——_— _ 
— 
— 
PRs 


— 0 0 


* 332 Maſzurs. 

(4) This After lym (a) a Ninth attired in white, bearing = Liar know, bow well it binds 

(by the -arother light, of white Thorn; under his Arm, | The tighring Seeas of Thmgs, 

—_—_— a little wicker Flaske: ſhut : betind him ewo+ Wins Natures, Sexes, Mzmds, 
Camillus, Others in white, the one bearing a Diſtaff, the | And ev'ry Dilcord in truc Muſick brings : 4 
quaſi Ms- other a Spind/e, B=rwixt theſe a perionated Ys P 

mſter (for Bride, ſupported, her Hair flowing, and looſe, | Sit now propitious Azas, 

» ſprinkled with grey ; on her Hegd a Gyrland of |To Rites, 10 duely priz'd ; 

 - Ro{es, like a Turret ; her Garments white : and And view two noble Maids, : 

frurian on her back, a Weather's flecce hanging down : | Of ditferent Scx, to Union lacrific'd. 
Tongue ) © her Zone, or Girdle about her waite of white In honour of that bleſt Eſtate, 

and re * Wooll, faitned with the Herculean knot. Which all good Mamd; (hould celebrate. 
one ot tne 


three, which by Sex. P-mper. Were faid to be Patrims SG Matrimi, 


Puri pretextatr tres, q''1 nu bentom dodiicunt ; (LO Ju facem pre- 
fert ex ſpina alba, Duo qu tement 12 tbenters To which conter that of 
Varre, tb. 6. d* Imgia Lat, Dicstir 11 N options Camilins, qus Cumerum 
fert : As alſ» that of Fejt. li. 3. Camram vocab ni Ant1qin vas 


| Here out of a Microcolm, or Globe, ( figuring Man ) with 
a kind of contentions Muſick, 1//ued forth the firſt Matque, , f 


erght Men, 


9quoddam quod opertum wn N opens fercbant mn q.0 ern NADERSS Mrons Thee repreſemed the four (d) Humors, end four (4) That 
filza, quod & Camullium dicevant © © mad ſacrorum Miiſtrum pawns _ Ll | 

, : Atie:tions, all gloriouſly attzred, diſt mguiht only by IEY Were 
Aov appeliabant. , with - > ; pcerionas 

ther /eeral Enligns and Colours ; and, dancing hd is 

(b) Au- In the mid wont tho (5) Au paces; after chem, | cu: on the Stage, m their return, at the end of ther Men, hath 
_—_ ewo that ſung, in ſeveral coloured Silks. Of | Dance, drew all their Sword, offered t9 encompa/s (already 
—_ -u which, one bore the Water, the other the Fire: |:be Altar, and d;ſturb tbe Ceremonies. Ar which, come un. 
"74 the laſtof allthe (c) Muliciars, diverſly artircd, all | Hymen roubled, ſpake : - _ 

* - 31 1% T lis * , MM 
married crowned with Roſes , and, with lus SONg be- tical Exception. But there is more than Grammar to releaſe it. For, 
—_ : gan. beſides that Humores and Aﬀettvs are both Maſculone 1n Genere, ng: 
t r Wi - z 


edthem good /uck : that took care t>r the dowry : and heard them 
profeſs that they came together, for 7/9 cauſe of Children. Juven. 
Sat. 10. Venies cum fapnatoribis Ariſp.'x. And, Lucan, lib, 2. Fun- 
grntur tacits, Contenti que Anſpice Brut). They were alto ftiled Pro- 
nub, Proxenete, Paranymphi. (c) Tac Cuftom of Muſick at Nup- 
rials, is Clcar in all Antiquity, Tcr. Aael, Act. 5. Verwum þ Cc miby 1107 4 
eſt, Tibicona, © Hymengum qui cmter.t. And Clau.n Eputhal. Ducant 
pervigiles carmina Tibie, &c. 


SONG. 


ID all Profane away ; 
None here may ſtay 
To view our Myſteries, 
But, who themlelves have been, 
Or will, in time, be ſeen 
The ſelf-lame Sacrifice. 
For Union, Miſtriſs of theſe Rites, 
Will be obſervd with Eyes, 
As ſimple as her Nights. 


Fly then, all Profane, away, 
Fly far ofi, as hath the Day; 
Nigbt her Curtain doth diſplay, 
And this is Hymen's Holy-day. 


Cbo. 


The Song being ended, Hymcn preſented himſelf foremoſt ; 
and, after ſome ſign of Admiration, began to ſpeak, 


HIMEN, 


Hat more than uſual Light 

(Throughout the place extended ) 
Makes Tunis Fane (© bright ! 

ls there ſome greater Deny deſcended ? 


Or reign, on earth, thoſe Powers 
$o rich, as with their Beams 
Grace Union more than outr's ; 
And bound her mflwence in their happier ſtreams ? 


Tis fo : this ſame is he, 
The King, and Prieſt of Peace! 
And that his Empreſs, She, 
That fits fo crowned with her own increaſe ' 


O you, whoſe better Bliſſes 
Have prov'd the ſtrict embrace 
Of Union, with chaſte Killes, 
Ang ſeen i flow fo in your bappy Race ; 


one of th: Specsals, but in ſome Language is known by a maſculine 
word, Again, when their Infl ences are common to buth Sexes, and 
more generally impetuous in the Mele, | fre not, why they ſhould 
not, ſo, be more properly preſented. And, tor the Allzpory, though 
here it be very clear, and ſuch as might well eſcape a Candle , yet 
becauſe there are ſome, mult complain of darknefs, that have but 
thick eyes, I am contented to hold them this Light. Firſt, as in 
natural Bodees, lo likewiſe in Mmds, there is no Difeale, or Diſtemper- 
ature, but is cauſed either by ſome abounding bumor , or perverſe 
affection; after the ſame manner, in poluzick Bodies, (Where Ortler, 
Ceremeny, State, Reverence, Devotion, are parts of the Momd ) by the 
difference, or predominant Will of what we (merdphoricaly) cafl Hy 
mors, and Afﬀettionz, all things are troubled and confuſed... Theſe, 
therefore, were cropically brought in, before Merroage, as Diſturbers 
of that myſtical Body, and the Rites, which were Soul unto it; that 
afterwards, in Merrrage, being dutifully tempered by her power, they 
might more fully celebrate the happineſs of ſuch as live in that ſweet 
Union, to the harmonious Laws of Nature and Reaſon. 


HTMEN. 


Ave, ſave the Virgms ; keep your hallow*d Lights 
Untouch'd ; and with their flame defend our Ries. 
The four untemp'red Humors are broke our, 
And, with their wild Afe&:ons, go about 
To raviſh all Religion. If there be 
A Power, like Reaſon, left in that huge Body, 
Or little world of Man, from whence theſe came, . 
Look forth, and with thy bright and (e) numerous (e) Allu- 
[flame 4g to 
Inſtruct their darkneſs,make them know, & ſee, _ p14 
In wronging theſe, they have rebcll'd *gainſt thee, Privps 
held, all Reaſon, all Knowledge, all Diſcourſe of the Soul to be men 
Number, See Plut, de Place, Phil, 


Hereat, Reaſon, ſeated in the top of the Globe ( & in the 
brain, or bigbeſt part of Man ) figur'd in a venerable Perſo» 
nage, ber bair white, and trayling to ber waſte, crowned with 
light, bey garments blue, and ſemined with ſtart, girded ugto 
her with a white bend, filld with Arithmetical Figures, in ove 
band bearing a Lamp, in the other a bright $word, de(cended, 


and ſpake : 
bm Te your rude Attempt ; what Ignorance 
Could yield you fo prophane, as to advance 
One thought in ACt, againit theſe Myſteries ? 
Are Union's ( f )Orgies of fo ſlender price ? (f) 'Op 
Mt 1 wit 


the Greeks value the ſame, that Ceoremonie with the Laines; and im- 
ply all ſorts of Reves : kowſoever ( abufively) they have been madg 
particular to Bacchus. See Serv. to that of Virg. Asneid. 4 Quaih 
commoty exeita ſacry Thyas, 


REASON. 


\ 


* 


ms 


SO RHSPERSIPT SES 


_ _ CC coma 


Maſque _ 


She that makes Souls, with Bodies, mix in Love, 
Contracts the Wer! in one, and therein Fove ; 
Is (a) {pring,and end of all chings:yer,moſt ttrange! 
Her 1elf nor ſutters /prong, nor end, nor change. 
No wonder, they were you, that were fo bold; 
For none but Humors and Afﬀettions would 
Have dar'd fo raſh a Venture. You will ſay 

It was your zeal,that gave your powers the ſway; 
And urge the maſqued, and diſguis'd pretence, 
Of ſaving Blood, and ſucc*ring Innocence ? 

So want of knowledge, (till begetreth Jars, 

When humorous Earthlings will control] the Stars. 
Inform your ſelves, with ſafer Reverence, 

To theſe myſterious Rites, whoſe myſtick Sence, 
Reaſon (which all things, bur it ſelf, confounds ) 
Shall clear unto you,from th? authentic grounds. 


At th, the Humors and AﬀeCtions ſheathed their Swords, 
and retired amazed to the ſides of the Stage, while Hymen be- 


an to rank the Perſons, 


order the Ceremonies : And 


Reaſon proceeded to ſpeak. 


(b) Pro- 
perly that, 
which 
was made 


was call'd 
mo 
Therns Ser, 
in 6, An. 
(c) See 
Ovid. Faſt. 
h1b. 6. So 
fatus ſps- 
nam, q'« 
eriſtes pel- 
lere poſſee 
A foribus 
noxas, hec 
erat alba, 
dedit. 

(d) Plutar. 
im Queſt. 
Rom. and 
Var. hib. 4. 
de ling. 
La, 

(e) Plin, 
Nat ' Hiſt. 
(16,21,c4p, 
by 


(1) Pomp. 
Feſt, Briff. 
Hott. 
Rint Np, 
(g) Var, 
lib 6, de 


ling. Lat, 
ma, Feſt.in 
Frag. 
(b)Eot 
(1)Plutar, 
mn Queſt, 
Rom. {9 in 
Romul. 
(&) Plim, 


REASON. 


H E Pair, which do each other fide, 

Though (yet) ſome ſpace doth them divide, 
This happy N:ghr muſt both make one 
Bleſt Sacrsfice, to Union. 
Nor is this Altar but a ſign 
Of one more ſoft, and more divine. 
The (5) Gemal Bed, where Hymen keeps 
The ſolemn Orgies, void of ſleeps : 
And wildeſt Cupid, waking, hovers 
With Adoration *twixt the Lovers. 
The Tead of white and blooming Thorn, 
In token of Increaſe is born: 
As (c)alfo, with the ominous light, 
To fright all malice from the Nighr. 
Like arc the (4) fire, and water, et ; 
That, ev'n as moiſture, mixt with beat, 
Helps every natural Birth, to Life ; 
So, for their Race, join Man and Wife. 
The (e) bluſhing veil ſhews ſhamefac'tnels 
Tt ingenious Vgm ſhould profeſs 
At meeting with the Man: Her hair, 
That (f ) flows fo liberal, and fo fair, 
Is ſhed with grey, to intimate, 
She entreth to a Matrons ſtate. 
For which thoſe (g) —_ are born. 
And, that ſhe would not labour ſcorn, 
Her ſelf a (b) ſnowy fleece doth wear, 
And theſe her (;) rock and ſpindle bear, 
To ſhew, that nothing, which is good, 
Gives check unto the higheſt blood. 
The (&) Zone of wooll about her waſte, 
Which, in contrary Circles caſt, 
Doth meet in one (1) frong knor, that binds, 
Tells you, (6 ſhould all married minds, 
And laſtly, theſe five waxen lights, 
Imply perfettion in the Rites ; 
For (m) five the ſpecial wumber is, 
Whence hallow'd Union claims her bliſs. 
As being all the Sum, that grows 
From the united ſtrengths, of thoſe 
Which (=) male and female numbers we 
Do tile, and are firf# two, and three. 
Which, joined thus, you cannot ſever 
In equal parts, but one will ever 
Remain as common ; ſo we ſee 
The binding force of Uniy : 


ER 


Nat. Hiſt. (ib. 8. cap. 48. (/) That was Nodus Hereuleanus, which 
the Husbaxnd, at Night, untied, in fign of good Fortune,that he might 
be happy in propagation of Ifſue, as Hercules was, who left Seventy 
Children, See Feſt. «n I's. Cingul. (m) Plutarch. in Queſt. Rom. 
(n) See Mars, Capel. (16.6, de Nups. Phil, & Mer. in numero Pentade. 
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For which alone, the peaceful gods 
In number, always, love the odds ; 
And even parts as much deſpiſe, 
Since out of them all diſcords nie. 


Here, the u 


open ; and, the Air clearing, m the top thertof was 

{covered (0) Juno, ſiting m a Throne, ſupported by 
two beautiful (p) Peacocks ; her Atrre rich, and 
like @ (q) Queen, a(r) white Diadem on her head, 
from whence deſcended a Veil, and that bound with 
a (5) Faſcia, of ſeveral coloured Silks, ſet with all 
ſorts of Jewels, aud rai/ed in the top with (t) Lillies 


part of the Scene, which was all if Cluud:, 
and made artificially to ſwell, and ride like the Rack, began to 


(0) With 
the Greeks, 
Juno was 

interpre- . 
ted to be 
the Aur it 
felf And fo 


and Roles ; im her right hand ſhe held a Scepter, m 
the other a Timbrel, at her golden feet the (u) hide 
of a Lim was placed : _ about her ſate the Spi- 
ruts of the Air, in ſeveral colours, making Muſick : 
Above her the Region of Fire, with a continual 
motion, was (een to whirl circularly, and Jupiter 
ſtanding m the top ( figuring the Heaven ) ho 
diſhing bu thunder : Beneath her the Rainbow, Irs, 
and, on the two ſides eight Ladies, attired richly, and 
alike im the moſt celeſtial colours, who repreſented ber 
Powers, as [he x the (x) Governeſs of Marriage, 
and made f wy Maſque. All which, w— on. 
diſcovery, Reaſon made Narratin of. lours, and 
temper, {o 


like the Air. Ovid. de Arte Amend. Laudatas eſtendit ave: Funonia 
pennas. And Mer. lib. 2, Hbils Saturnia curru » tur liquidum 
pavronbus /Erhera pits. ( q) She was call'd Regins Funo with the 
Latines, h-caiſe ſhe was Soror & Conjux Joon, Deorum & bomrnum 
Regus. (7) Read Apul. deſcribing her, in his 10th, of the Aſs. (:) Af- 
ter the manner of the antique Bend, the varied colours implying the 
(everal mutations of the Ar, as Showres, Dews, Serenity, Force of 
Winds, Clouds, Tempeft, Snow, Hail, Lightning, Thunder, all which 
had their Noiſes fignified in her Timbrel : the Faculty of cauſing 
theſe, being aſcribed to her by Virg. AEneid. bb. 4. where he makes 
her fav. Hw ego nigrantem commuſta grandine nimbum —_— anfun= 
dam, (9 ronieru cum omne ciebo. (t) Lilhes were to Juno, 
as being made white with-her milk, that fell upon the earth, when Fove 
took Hercules away, whom by ſtealth he had laid to her breaſt : the 
Roſe was alſo ca'l'd Funonia. (u) So ſhe was figur'd at Argos, as a 
Srepmother, inſulting on the Spoils of her two Priviges, Bacchws and 
Hereules, (x) Sec Virg. £nerd. lib. 4. Janoni ante omnes cus wincle 
jugaha cure: and in another place, Dane prima © Tellus, & 
Pronuba Juno : And Ovid. in Phill. Epift. Janonemque terry que pre- 
ſidet alma Maris. 


REASON 

N D ſee, where Juno, whoſe great Name 

Is Umno, in the Anagram, | 
Diſplays her gliſtering State, and Chair, (5) They 
As ſhe enlightned all che Air ! were all 
Hark how the charming Tunes do beat eight cal- 
In facred Concords *bourt her Sear ! by par- 
And lo ! to grace what theſe intend, þ , 
Eight of her nobleſt powers deſcend, of June, 
Which are (y) enſtiPd her facu/ries, aſcribed 
That govern nuprial Myſteries ; to her for 
And wear thoſe Maſques before their Faces, = foe pe- 


Leſt, dazling Mortal; with their Graces 


As they approach them, all Mankind. n = 
Should be, like Cupid, (ſtrucken blind. riage , as 
Theſe Order waits for, on the ground, lome- 
To keep, that you ſhould not confound _— afs 
Their meaſur'd ſteps, which only move more fitly 
About th' harmonious Sphere of Love. declared. 
Their Deſcent was made im two great Clouds, that put 


forth themſelves ſeverally, and ( with one meaſure of rime ) 
were ſeen © and fall gently down upon the earth. The 

Tr habits, came after ſome Statues of Juno , 
— leſs airy, _ gms 65 end _ rare ſe 
riches. : ry go were deſcending, thus Song was ſung * the 


manner of t 


Altar. 
SONG, 


 Maſques. 


they had put off their Girdle, in the Brada/ Chamber; To which, 
Feſtu. Cinxie Funony nomen ſanttum babebatur im Nupriys , gued 
mmatio Conjugis ſolutro erat Cinguli, quo nova Nupta erat cinfta. Ang 
Arnobiw, a Man moſt learned in their Ceremomes , lib. 3 ad ver /, 
Gene. ſaith, Un#:ombu ſupereſt Unxia. Cmngulorum Cinx:a replica 
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SONG. 


Heſe, theſe are they, 


Whom humor and affe&:on muſt obey ; 

Who come to deck the genial Bower, 
And bring, with them, the grateful Hower 
That crowns ſuch Meetings, and excites 
The married Par to freſh delights : 
As Courtings, Ki//ings, Coyings, Oaths, and Vows, 
Soft Whiſpermgs, Embracements, all the Foyer, 
And meltmg Toyes, 
That chaſter Love allows. 

Cho. Haſte,haſte,for Heſperus his head down bows. 


The Seng ended, they danced forth im paws,and each pair with 
& varied and noble grace; to a rare and full Muſick of rwelve 
Lutes: led on by Order, the Servant of Reaſon, who was, 
there, rather a Perſon of Ceremony, than Uſe. Hw Under- 
Garment was blue, bu Upper white, and painted full of Arith- 
metical and Geometrical Figures; bu Hair , and Beard 
,4 Star on bu forehead, and in hu band a Gcometri- 
Staft : To whorn, after the Dance, Reafon ſpake. 


RE ASON. 


| the ar them, Order, to their places, 
And rank them fo, in ſeveral traces, 
As they may ſet their mixed Powers 

Unto the Muſick of the Howers ; 

And Theſe, by joining with them, know 
In better remper how to flow : 

WhiPſt I ( from their abſtracted Names ) 
Report the Vertues of the Dames. 


(6) This Firſt(@)Curis comes to deck the Brides fair Trefs. 
| 1 tu Care of the Oyntments (b) Unxia doth profels. 
ceiv'd of (c) Jugs, her Office to make one of twain : 
the Sa (4d) Gamelia (ces that they ſhould ſo remain. 
binesfrom Fair (e) Iterduca leads the Bride her way ; 

-— ng And (f ) Demiduca home her ſteps doth ſtay ; 
on is -4 £) Cmxia the Maid, quit of her Zone, defends ; 
her: of (6) Teha (fur Hymen) perfedts all, and ends. 
the Spear 


, 

which ( in the Sebine Tongue ) was called Cary, and was that, which 
they nam'd Heſta Celibars, which had ftuck in the body of a flain 
Swor , and wherewith the Brides head was dreft, whereot 
Feſt. in voce Celibar, gives theſe Reaſons, Ur quem1dmodnm 11a con- 
junfls fuerit cum corpore Gladiators, fic ipſa cum vir» ſit ; vel quia 
Matrone Junonis Curits in tutela fir, qe 11a appellabatur 4 ferenda 
baſta: vel quid fortes viros genituras omunetur ; vel quod nuptials 
gure imperio vis ſubjicieur Nubens, quia Haſta ſumma armorum, & 
zmperis oft, &&c. To moſt of which Plurarch in his Queſt. Rom. con- 
ſents, but adds a better in Remul. That when they div ded the Brides 
hair with the point of the Spear, o/puforev i) 7% wile wages x; 
mAtwrxas + mapany jawor yiriiw , u noted their firſt Nuptrals 
( with the Sabines) were contratied by force, and a with enemies. 
Howſoever, that it was a C:yſtom with them, this of Ovid. Faft. ib. 
2. confirms. Comat Virgin: as bafta rrcurva comas, (b) For the $ur- 
name of Unxia, we have Mare. Capel. his teftumony, Ds Nupt. Phil. & 
Meren. lib. 2. quod unftionibus precft: As allo Service, libro quarts 
Anerd. where they both report it a faſhion with the Romans, that 
before the new-marricd Brides entred the Houſes of their Hubend:, 
they adorned the Poſts of the Gates with woollen Tawdries, or 
Fillets, and anointed them with Oils, or the Fat of Wolves, and 
Boars; being ſuper ftitiouſly pufſeft. that ſuch Ointments had the vir- 
tue of expelling evils from the Family : and thence were they 
called Vxores, quaſi Unxores. (c) She was named Fugs, propter Ju- 

( as Servis fays ) for the yoke which was impos'd, in Matrimo- 


tieni, (b) Tclia fignifies Perfefta, or,as ſome tranſlate it,Perfettrix; 
with Jul. Pol. lib. 3. Ononaſt. neo TIAHea Values Juno ! Preſes 
Nuptiarum : who faith , the Attribute depends of TH«@, which 
( with the Ancumts ) fignified Marriage, and thence, were they call'd 
Tiae0; that entred into the ſtate. Serviw interprets it the lame with 
Gamelia, /Encrd. 4. ad verb. Er Funone ſeeundii . But it implies much 
more, as including the Faculty too mature and perfeCt. Sec the Greek 
Scholiafte on Pind Nem. im Hym. ad Thyeum Ule firm Argi. 7. 
au@& 3 5 dip@ ded mn ramox dal wy PF TMemnle Ts fir: 
that is, Nuptials are therefore call d Ti>c104, becauſe they effett Per- 
fefion of Life, and do note that maturity which ſhould be in Ma- 
trimony. For before Nuprsa/s, ſhe is called Zimo mptivG, that 
is, I irgo; after Nupnals, Tiana, which is Adwita, or Veorfetta. 


By this time, the Ladies were paired with the Men ; and the 
whole Sixtcen rank'd forth, im order, to dance : and were with 
the Song provok'd. 


SONG. 


OW, now, begin to ſet 
Your ſpirits in aftive heat ; 
And, ſince your hands are mer, 

Inſtruct your nimble Feer, 

In motions, ſwift, and meer, 
The happy ground to beat : 
WhiPit all this Roof doth ring, 
And each diſcording ſtring, 

With every varied voice, 
In Union doth rejoice, 


Chor. 


Here, they danced forth a moſt neat and curious meaſure, full 
of Subtilty and Device ; which was ſo excellently performed, 
as it ſeemed to take away that Spirit from the Invention,whbich 
the Invention gave to it : and left it doubtful, whether the 
Forms flow*'d more perfetHy from the Author's brain, or their 
feet. The ſtrains were all notably different, ſome of them formed 
mto Letters, wery ſignifying to the name of the Bridegroom, 
and ended im manner of a Cham, linking bands : To which, 
this was ſpoken. 


27, on thoſe that were married, or ( with Sex, Pomp. Feſt. ) quod 
Fuges ſunt ejuſdem Fugi Pares, unde © Conuge:, or in reſpect of the 
Altar ( to which I have declar d before ) ſacred to Fune, imVico Fu- 
gerro. (d) As ſhe was Gamelra, in ſacrificing to her, they took 
away the gall, and threw it behind the Alter ;, intimating, that (after 
Marriage, there ſhould be known, no bitterneſs, nor hatred between 
the joined Couple, which might divide, or ſeparate them ; See Plu- 
earch, Conmub, Pre. This R-re T have ſome-where following toucht 
at. (e) The title of Iterduce ſhe had amongſt them, quod ad ſponſi 
£des, ſponſs commebatuy ;, or was a Protectreſs of their Journy. Mer. 
Capel. de Nupt. Philelo. © Mercur. libro ſrcundo, ( f) The like of 
Domuduca, 914d ad optatas domus ditceret. Mare. ibid. (g) Cimxia, 
the fame Author gives unto her, as the Defendre/s of Maid: , when 


REASON. 
 Uch was (3) the Golden Chain let down trom (5) Men- 
And not thoſe links more even, (Heaven; *ioned by 
Than theſe : ſo ſweetly cemper'd, ſo combin'd —r 
By Union, and refin'd. ring 
Here no Contention, Envy, Grief, Deces, many 
Fear, Tealouſie have weight ; have in- 
But all is Peace, and Love, and Fauh, and Bly; : 7s ag 
What harmony like this ? al Al If 
The gall, behind the Altar quite is thrown rically - 
This Sacrifice hath none. Pla. in 
Now no Aﬀetiens rage, nor Humor: ſwell ; Therers, 
But all compoſed dwell. _; 
O Juno, Hymen, Hymen, Juno ! who = mo 
Can merit with you two ? Saw , 
Without your preſence, Yew can do nought, which 
Save what with ſhame is bought; while he 
No Father can himſelf a Parent ſhow, 0m oh 
Nor any Houſe with proſp*rous Iſſue grow. —rgrn + 
O then! Whar Deities will dare all things 
With Hymen, or with Juno to compare? we (afe, 
and pre- 


ſerved: others vary it. Macrob. ( to whoſe Interpretation, I am (pe- 
cially affcCted in my Allufion ) confiders it thus : :n Sum. Scip. br, 1. 
cap. 14. Ergo cum ex ſurmo Deo mens, ex mente anima fit ; anims 
vers & congat, & vita compleat omnia que ſequuntur, cuntteque bic 
um fulgor ilumimnet, © in univerſi; appareat, ut in mules «/s, 
per ordinens poſits, vulews unus ; Cumgue omni continu ſucceſſimubus 
ſe ſequantur, degenerentia per ordinem ad imum meand; : invenietur 
preſſuus wntuents 4 ſurmo Dev uſque ad ultimam rerum f.ecem una 
munun ſe vinculn relugans, & nuſquam interripta comex:o, Et bac oft 
Homers Catena aurea, quam pendere de calo im terra Deum juſhſſe 
commemoerat. To which ſtrength and evenne's of Connexion I have 
not abſurdly likened this uniting of Humors, and Afc#:ons, by the 
iacred Powers of Marrrage. , 

Toe 


Maſques. 


O—_ I ons i 


The Speech being ended, they diſſoly'd: and all took forth 
other perſons, ( Men, and Women ) to dance other Meaſures, 
Galhards, and Corranto's ; the whiPſt this Song importan'd 
them to a fit remembrance of the time. 


SON G6. 


I yer, how Night doth waſt, 
How much of time is paſt, 

What more than winged haſte 

Your ſelves would take, 

If you were but to taſte 

The Joy, the Night doth caſt 

(O might it ever laſt ) 
On this bright /irgin, and her happy make. 


Their Dances yet laſting, they were the ſecond time impor- 
turd, by Speech. 


RE 4580 N. 


* Stells EE, fee ! the bright * Idalian Star, 
——- 5s GE That lightech Lovers to their War, 
are ob Complains, that you her influence loſe ; 
when it While thus the Night-ſports you abuſe. 
goes be- 


tore the Sun, is call'd Phoſphorus, or Lucifer 3; when it follows, Heſpe- 
rus, or No#ifer ( as Cat. tranſlates it. ) See Cic. 2. de Nat. Dtor. Mar. 
cap. de Nup. Phi. £ Mer. |. $. The nature of this Star Pythagoras fift 
found out : and the preſent office Clay, exprefſeth in Feſcen. Atrollens 
thalamn Idaltum jubar dilefius Venert naſcitur Heſperus. 


HI1MEN. 


* It was a HE longing Bridegroom, * in the Porch, 
cuſtom $hews you again, the bated Torch; 
IT. And thrice hath uno (a) mixt her ayre 
ſtand With fire, to ſummon your repalr. 

there, ex- 


peQting the approach of his Bride. See Hato. de Rit. Nupr. 
(4) Alluding to that of Virgil. Enid. 4. Prima © Tellus, © Pro- 
nuba Juno Dans fignum : fu'ſere 1gnes, & conſeims ether Connubn, &c. 


RE ASON. 


Sg E E, now ſhe clean withdraws her light ; 
And ( as you ſhould ) gives place to N:phr, 
That ſpreads her broad, and blackeit wing 
Upon the World, and comes to bring 

A * thouſand ſeveral colour'd Loves, 

Some like Sparrows, ſume like Doves, 

That hop about the Nuptial-room, 

And flutt'ring there ( againſt you come ) 
Warm the chaſte Bore, which (b) Cypria ſtrows, 
Wich many a Lilly, many a Roſe. 


® Star, in 
Epre. » Ful- 
ra, toroſq; 
dee, rene» 
rum pre- 
mit ag men 
Amorum. 
And Claud. 
in Epith, Pennats paſſim pucri, quo quem, vocavit umbra, jacent. Both 
Which, prove the Ancients feignd many Cuprds, Read alto Prop. 
Ele. 29. (.2. 

(b) Venus is fo induced by Star. Claud. and others, to celebrate 
Nuptials. 


HIME KN. 


Hat therefore, haſte, and call, away : 
The gentle Night is preſt to pay 

The Uſury of long Delights, 

She owes to theſe protracted Rees. 


At this (the whole Scene being drawn again, and all cover'd 
with Clouds, as a Night ) they left off their mtermixed Dan- 
ces, and retury'd to their firſt places; where, as they were but 
beginning to move, this Song, the third time, urg*d them. 


SONG. 
O 


Know to end, as to begin : 
A migutes lots, in Love, is Sin. 


Theſe humors will the Night out-wear 
In their own palſtimes here ; 

You do our Rites much wrong, 

In ſeeking to prolong 

Theſe ourward Pleaſures : 

The Niyhr hath other Treatires 

Than thele ( th9 long corccald ) 

Ere day, to be reveaP4. 

Then, know to end, as to begin ; 

A minutes loſs, in Love, is fin. 


REAASON 


H Ere !tay, and izt your Sports b2 Crown'd: 
The perteCQVit Figure is the rownd, 

Nor fell you in it by Adventer, 

When Reaſon was your Guide. and Center. 

This, this that beauteous ® Cefton is 

Of Lovers many-colour'd bliſs, 

Come Hymey, make an inner Rirg, 


' And let the Sacrificers ling ; 


Cheer up the fainr, and trembling Bride, 
Thar quakes to touch her Bridegroom”s hide : 
Tell her, what Funo is to Fove, 

The ſame ſhall be to her Love ; 

His }/3fe : which we do rather meaſure 

A (c) name of Dygnity, than Pleaſure. 

Up Yourbs, hold up your lights in Air, 

And ſhake abroad (4) their fl-ming Hair. 
Now move united, and, in gate, 

As you (in Frome. do front the ate, 
With grateful bonowrs, thank his grace 

That hath fo glorified the place : 

And as, in Circle, you depart 

Link*d hand m band ; So, heart m heart, 
May all thoſe Bodzes ſtill remain 

Whom he ( with ſo much facred pain ) 
No leſs hath bound within his Realms 
Than they are with the Oceans ſtreams. 
Long may his Uzon find increaſe 

As he, to ours, hath deign'd his peace. 


tame comas * and by and by atter, ayreds quarrune commas. 


Nuprial Bower. 


it both m Form, and Matter to emulate that kind 
of Poem, which was calPd * Epithalamium, and 
( by the Ancients) usd to be ſung, when the Bride 


it chanceth not to pleaſe. Hoping, that nemo doCctus 
me jubeat Thalaſſionem verbis dicere non Tha- 
laſſionis. 


apere. Scal.un Poet, 


EPITHALAMION. 


(3 Lad time is at his point arriv'd, 

For which Loves hopes were fo long-liv'd. 
Lead Hymen, lead away ; 

 Andlet no Objett ſtay, 

Nor Banquets ( but ſweet Kiſſes ) 


| The Twrtles from their Blilles. 
* Tis 


was led imts ber Chamber, I have here ſet it down a 
| hole : and do heartily forgive therr ignorance whom 
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Here they danc'd their laſt Dances, full of exceilens delight 
and change, and, m-their latter ftramn, fell into a fair Orb or 
Circle; Realon Zanding im the midſt, and ſpeaking. 


* nw 
Girdle , 
mention» 
ed by Ho- 
mer. Ili. >. 
which was 
feign'd to 
be vari 
ouſly 
wrought 
with the 
Needle, 
and in it 
woven 
Love, De- 
fre, Sweet- 
neſt, ſoft 
Parlee , 
Graceful- 
neſs , Per- 
Suafion , 
and all 
the Powers 
of Venw. 
(c) See the 
words of 
AMliw ve- 
1, 43 
Spartian. 
[4) So Cas. 


in Nupt. Ju". & Manlis hath it. Viden', ut faces ſplendidas qua» 


With this, to a ſoft ſtrain of Muſick, they pac'd once about, 
m their Ring, every pair making their Honours, as they came be- 
fore the Statc : and then diſſolumg, went down in Couples 
on by Hymen, the Bride, and Auſpices following, as to the 
After them, the Muſicians wh this Song, 

of which, then, onely one ſtaffe was ſung ; but becauſe I m 


| led 


* It had 
the name 


mo, diftum 
eſt _ 
IA 
nd 
Nuptrale 
ny" 


primo 
fignificatu , Þg 73 Hi).cey due , quod oft ſimul genialem wvitam 


—— — _ —O— - _ _— 


os. 
3 L 
®This Po- * Tis Cup:d calls to arm ; 
em had And this his laſt alarm. 
| 6. po Shrink nor, foft /irgm, you will love, 
Ferſum in. Anon, what you {0 fear to prove. 
tercala- This is no killing War, 
ems, Of To which you prelicd are ; 
: war wh But f Ir and gentle [trife 
wm : yet Whic!: Lovers call their fe. 
that not "Tis Cupid cries to arm; 
alwayes And this his laſt alarm. 
one, but Help Nuths, and Virgins, help to ſing 
often- = The Prize, which Hyme» here doth bring, 
tied, and And did (o lately (a} rap 
ſometimes From forth the Mabe Ps lap, 
neglected To place her by that hide 
in the Where ſhe mitt long abide. 
yoo: On Hymen, H;mmn call, 
you ſhall This Night is Hjme.”s all. 
find ob- See, Heſper::s is yet 1n View : 
ſerved. What Star can {© deſerve of you ? 
(3) | a Whoſe light doth {till adorn 
+ #-oHggg Your Bride, that, &re the morn, 
fain'd, to Shall far more perfect be, 
be ravi- And riſe as bright as he; 
ſhed, ex When (65) like to him) her Name 
... Is chang'd, but not her flame. 
(if the Halte, tender Lady, and adrenter ; 
were The covetous Hue would have you enter, 
wanting) That it might wealthy be, 
EX Proxi- And you, her (c) Miitrils fee ; 
on Fran 4 Haſte your own good to mect ; 
cauſethat And (d) lift your golden Feer 
had fſuc- Above the threſbo/d, high, 
ceeded With proſperous augury. 
well to Now, Youths, let go your pretty arms; 
wy The place within chanr's other Charms. 
force gat Whole ſhowers of Roſes flow ; 
Wives for And Violets ſeem to grow, 
him, and Strew'd in the Chamber there, 
= "a As Venus Mcad it were. 
"75 gr" On Hymen, Hymen call, 
Feſt. and This Night is Hymer's all. 
that of Good Marrons, that fo well are known 
Carul. Bus To aged Hutbands of your own, 
m_ "of Place you vur Bride to Night ; 
#5 hs And * ſnatch away the /rgbr : 
wirgmem. That (e) ſhe not hide it dead 
(b) When Beneatli hcr Spouſe's Bed ; 
he is Phbyſ- Nor (f ) he relerve the ſame 
-# | = To help the funeral flame. 
Star, as 1 99, NOW You may admit him in; 
have no- The At he covcts, is no ſin, 
ted be- But chalic, and holy Love, 
fore. Which Mz Joth approve : 
Wt = Without whoſe hallowing Fires 
of the All Aims are bale dehires. 
Bride, the On Hymen, Hymen Call, 
cuſtom This Night is Hymen's all. 
ws ©. Now, free trom wwigar ſpight, or noiſe, 
1 An May you enjoy your mutual joys ; 
to fignifi- Now, vou no Fear controuls, 
that ſhe Bur lips may mingle Souls ; 
was abſo- And ſoft embraces bind, 
lute Ms- To each, the others mind: 
—_— Which may no power nntie, 
and the Till one, or both mutt die. 
Whole dil- 


polition of the Family at her care, Feſt. ( d) This was alſo another 
Rite : that ſhe might not touch the rhreſheld as ſhe entred, but was 
litted over it. Servius ſaith, becauſe it was facred to Veſta, Plut. in 
Q"-4jt. Rom. remember divers cauſes. But that, which I take to come 
neare!'t the truth, wasonly the avording of Sorcerous Drugs, usd by 
Witches to be bury'd under that place, to the deſtroying of Mar- 
riage-Amity, or the Power of Generation. See Alexand. 1m G:malibu 
and Chrift. Landus upon Catvl. * For this, look Feſt. in Voc. Raps. 


— _ ——  —O  —— "'']'*TC_—_ ——— — ———_ oC CO _”— _———_ 


17 FP 
Alaſgues. 


| And, look, before you yield to ſlumbcy, 


{ ef) Quo ueroq; more prepmgiia alterius ultrins capt ars putatur, Feſt. ib | 


Thar your deights be drawn patt Mimber ; 
« Toys, got With {trife, incre 7. 
Attect no ſleepy peace ; 
Bur keep the Brid.”s f4ir Eves 
Awake, with her own cryes, 
Which are but Maider-fcars: 
And Killes dry ſuch tears. 
Then, coin them, *ewixt your lips ſo ſweet, 
And let not Ceckles Cloler met ;; 
Nor may your murmrring Loves 


Be drowr*d by o Cyprus Doves : ®* A fre- 
Ler Ivy not fo bind qQUENt Zu 
As when your Arms are twin : Ms _— 
: . EK, NUT 
Thar you may both, cre day, of the 
Riſe perfect eVery way. place , as 
And Juno, whoſe great powers protect Cypria : 
The Marriage-bed, with goo! ctt.C! but $62 
The labuur of this night ant 
Bleis thou, for future light : 2) ie 
And, thou, thy happy charge, TP Y 678, 
Glad (pg) Gems, enlarpe ; Iheopt 
That they may both, ere Gay, a 16 
Riſe pertett cvery wav. = pens 
And (hb) Venzs, thou, with timely Seed 1414s up- 
(Which may their afrcr-comforts breed ) on Homer, 
Inform the gentle Womb ; >ce them. 
Nor, Ict it prove a Tomb: lg 
Bur, &re ten Moons be waſted, ſroe gig- 
the Birth, by Cymhia haſtcd. 1cnds. And 
So may they both, &re day, is the 
Riſe perfect every way. —_— oy 
And, when the Babe to light is ſhown, as 
Ler it be like each Parent known ; the Fe- 
Much of the Father*s Face, male, 
More of the Mother's Grace ; Hence Ge- 
And either Grandſire's Spirit, _ ar 
And Fame let it inherit. mans - 
That Men may bleſs th*Embraces, ſternitur, 
| That joined to ſuch Races. m bono- 
Ceaſe Touths, and Vrrgins, you have done ; rem Gem. 
Shur faſt the door : And, as they 1oon a ks; 
To their perfe&ion haſte, quia _ 
So may their ardors laſt, genie. 
So eithers ſtrengrh our-live (h) She 
All lofs that Age can give : hath this 
And, though tull years be cold, ren 
— prven ner, 
Their Forms grow ſlowly ol. by all the 
pay See Hom. Iizd. 8. Lucrer, in grim. I'vr. im 2. Georg, 
C, 


[therto extended the firſt Nights Solemmyy, whoſe 

grace in the execution, left not where to add unto 
It, with wiſhing : I mean, ( nor do I court them ) in thoſe, 
that ſuſtair*d the nobler parts. Such was the exquiſite per- 
formance, as ( befigle the pomp, ſplendor, or what we may 
call apparellmg of ſach Preſentments ) that alone ( had all 
elſe been ablent) was of power to ſurprizc with delight, 
and ſteal away the Spe&ators from themſelves. Nor was 
there wanting whatſoever might give to the Furniture, Or 
Complement ; either in Riches, or ſtrangene(s of the Habits, 
delicacy of Dances, magnificence of the Scene, or divin? 
rapture of Muſick. Only the envy was, that it laſted not 
ftill, or ( now it is paſt ) cannot by imagination, much 
leſs deſcription, be recovercd to a part of that Spirit It 
had in the gliding by. 

Yet, that | may not utterly defraud the Reader of his 
hope, I am drawn to give it thoſe briet ronches, which 
may leave behind ſome ſhadow of what it was: And firſt 
of the Arttires. 

Thar, of the Lords, had part of ir ( for the faſkion )ra- 
ken from the antique Greek Starue; mixed with forme 19- 
dern additions : which made ic both gracetul, and ſtrange. 
On their heads they wore Per/ick Crowns, that were with 


(crol.s 


Maſques. 
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(croles of gold-plate rurn'd outward, and wreath'd about 
with a carnation and ſilver net-lawn ; the one endof which 
bung careleſly on the left ſhoulder ; the other was trick*d 
up before, in ſeveral degrees of folds, between the plates, 
and ſer with rich Jewels, and great Pearl. Their bodies 
were of carnation cloth of ſilver, richly wrought, and cut 
toexpreſs the naked, in manner of tlic Greek Thorax ; girt 
under the breaſts with a broad belr of cloth of gold, cm- 
broidered, and faſtened before with Jewels : Their Labels 
were of white cloth of ſilver, lac'd, and wrought curiouſly 
berween, ſuitable to the upper half of their ſleeves; whoſe 
ncther parts, with their baſes, were of watcher cloth of 
filver, chev*rond all over with lace. Their Mantils were of 
ſwveral colour'd ſilks, diſtinguiſhing their qualities, as they 
were Coupled in pairs ; the firſt, «&y colour ; the ſecond, 
pear! colour ; the third, flame colour ; the fourth, tawny : and 
theſe cut in leafs, which were ſubcilly tack'd up, and em- 
broidered with Oo's, and between every-rank of leafs, a 
broad ſilver lace. They were faſtened on the right ſhoul- 
der, and fell compaſs down the backin gracious folds,and 
were again tied with a round knot, to the faſtning of their 
Swords. Upon their legs they wore ſilver Greaves , an- 
ſvering in work totheir Labels; and theſe were their ac- 
contrement s. / . 

The Ladies attire was wholly new, for the invention, and 
full of glory ; as baving in it the moſt crrue impreſſion of 
a celeſtial figure : the upper part of white cloth of ſilver, 
wrought with Funo's birds and fruits ; a looſe under-gar- 
ment, full gather*d, of carnation, ſtrip'd with ſaver , and 


gods are feign'd to deſcend) and theſe carried the eight 
Ladies, over the heads of the two Terms ; 
{s) who (as the Engine mov'd) ſeem'd alſo 
to bow themſelves ( by vertue of their ſha- 
dows ) and diſcharge their ſhoulders of their 
glorious burden : when, having fer them on 
the earth, both they and the Clouds gathered 
themſelves up again, with ſome rapture of the 
Bebolders. 

But that, which (as above in place, fo in the beauty ) 
was moſt taking in the Spettacle, was the /phere of fire, in 
the top of all, encompaſling the Air, and imitated with 
ſuch art and induſtry, as the Spetators might diſcern the 
Motion ( all the time the Shews laſted) without any Mo- 
ver; and that fo ſwift, as no Eye could diſtinguiſh any 
colour of the light, but might form to it ſelf Five hundred 
feveral hews, out of the tralucent body of the Ai , ob- 
jected betwixt it, and them. Ke 

And this was crowned with a Statue of Fupiter, the 
Thunderer. A 
O N the next Night,whoſe Solenmity was of Barriers (all 

mention of the former being utterly removed and 
raken away) there appeared, at the lower end of the Hall, 
a Milt made of delicate Perfumes ; out of which ( a 


(4) Atlas 
and Her- 
cules , the 
Figures 
mention'd 
betore. 


| Battel being ſounded under the Stage ) did ſeem to break 


forth rwo Ladies, the one repreſenting Tah, the orber 
mon ; but both fo alike attired, as rhey could by no 
ote be diſtinguiſhed. The colour of their Garments was 
blue, their Socks white ; they were crowr'd with wreaths 


parted with a golden Zme: beneath that, another flowing | of Palm, and in their hand;each of chem ſuſtained a Palm- 
garment , of watcher cloth of filver, lac'd with gold; | bough. Theſe, after the Miſt was vaniſht,began to examine 
each other curiouſly with their Eyes, and approaching che 


through all which, though they were cound, and ſwelling, 
there yet appeared ſome touch of their delicate l;meaments, 
preſerving the ſweetneſs of proportion, and expreſling it ſelf 
beyond expreſſion. The attire of their heads did anſwer, 
if not exceed ; their hair being careleſly ( but yer with 
more art, than if more affetted ) bound under the circle 
of a rare and rich Coronet, adorr'd with all variety , and 
choice of Jewels ; from the top of which, flow'd a tran- 
ſparent weil, down to the ground ; whoſe verge, returning 
up, was faſtned to either tide in moſt ſprightly manner. 
Their ſhooes were azure, and gold, ſet with Rubies and 
Diamonds; fo were all their garments; and every part 
abounding in ornament. 

No leſs to be admir'd, for the grace, and greatneſs, was 
the whole Machine of the Spettacle, from whence they 
came : the firſt part of which was a MIKPOKOEMOS, 
or Globe, fill'd with Countries, and thoſe gilded ; where 
the Ses was expreſt, heightned with ſiNver Waves. This 
ſtood, or rather hung ( for no Axe! was ſeen to ſupport 
it ) and turning ſoftly, diſcover'd the firſt Maſque ( as we 
have before, but too runningly declared ) which was of 
the Men, fitting in fair jon, within a Mine of ſeveral 
metals: To which, the lights were ſo placed, as no one 


was ſeen ; bur ſeemed, as if only Reaſon, with the (plen- 
dor of her Crown, illumir'd the whole Gror. 

On the ſides of this ( which began the other part ) were 
placed two great Statues, feigned of gold, one of Arlys,the 
other of Hercales , in varied poſtures, bearing up the 
Clouds, which were of Releve, embolled, and tralucent, as 
Naturals: To theſe, a cortine of painted Clouds joined, 
Which reach'd to the utmoſt roof of the Hall ; and ſad- 
denly opening, reveal'd the three Regions of Air : In the 
higheſt of which, ate Funo, in a glorious throne of gold, 
circled with Comets, and fiery Meteors, engendred in that 
hot and dry Region ; her feet reaching to the loweſt : 
where, was made a Rainbow, and within it, Muſicians ſeat- 
ed, figuring ay ſpirits, their habits various, and reſemb-. 
ling the ſeveral colours, cauſed in that part of the Ar by 
reflexion. The midſt was all of dark and condenſed 
Clouds, as being the proper place, where Ram, Hail , and 


- other watry Meteors are made ; out of which, two con- 


cave clouds, from the reft, thruſt forth themſelves (in na- 


ture of thoſe Nimbi, wherein, by Homer, Virgil, 8c. the | & 


- 


| 


| 


Stare, the one expoſtulated the other in this manner. 


7 R ©&'JF Ml 
HO art thon, thus that imitat'ſt my Grace, 
In Steps, in Habit, and reſembled Face ? 
OPINION 
Grave (a) Time, and Induſtry my Parents are ; ( wo 


My Name is Truth, who thro the ſounds of War 


( Which figure the wiſe minds diſcurſive fight ) 2 >< be 


daughter 


In Mifts by Nature wrapt, ſalute the Light. of C—_ 
who, in- 
deed, with 

TROTA. the = 

[ am that Truth, thou ſome illuſive Sprightz {0094s 

Whom to my likeneſs, the black Sorcereſs Night thanTime, 

Hath of theſe dry, and empty Fumes creat al ſo uy 

am 
OPINION. halen 

Beſt Hera/d of thine own birth, well related : — 

Put me and mine to proof of Words, and Falts, To which 

In any queſtion this fair howy exacts. =T the 

ree 

I challenge thee, and fic this time of Love, = LY 

With this Poſacon,which Truth comes to prove; # aanter 

That the moſt honour'd ſtate of Man and Wife, 4. X&* 

Doth far exceed tivinſociate Virgin-life. "O. 

OPINION. 
| take the adverſe part; and ſhe that beſt 
Defends her ſide, be Trath by all confeſt. 
ROI A 
le is confirm'd. With what an equal brow; 
To Truth, (b) Opinior's Confident ! and how, (b) Hippe- 


crat. in 

certain Epiftle to Philopam. deſcribeth her, Mulgerem, que non make 

videatur, ſod audacior aſpeRu ($ concitatior. To which, Ceſare Ripe 

in his Ionelog. alludeth, in theſe words, Faccia, ne bella, ne d5/pracevole, 
C. | 
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Like Trath, her habit ſhews to ſenſual eyes ! 
Bur whoſo'ere thou be, in this diſguiſe, 

Clear Trath, anon, ſhall itrip thee co the heart; 
And ſhew how meer phantaſtical thou arr. 

Know then, the firſt produt:on of things, 
Required ro ; from mecr one nothing ſprings : 
Without that knor, the Theam thou glorieſt in, 

( Trunprofitable Virgin ) had not bin. 

The golden Trec of Marriage began 

In Paradiſe, and bore the fruit of Man; 

On whoſe ſweet branches Angel: ſate,and ſung, 
And from whoſe firm root all Soctetze ſprung. 
Love (whoſe ſtrong virtue wrapt Heawns Soul in 
And made a Woman glory in his birth) [ earth, 
In Marriage, opens his inflamed breſt ; 

And, leſt in him Nature ſhould ſtifled reſt, 
Hisgenial fire about the world he darts ; [ hearts. 
Which lips with lips combines, and hearts with 
Marriage Love's Objcct is; at whoſe bright eyes 
He lights his Torches, and calls them his Skzes. 
For her, he wings his ſhoulders; and doth flie 
To her white boſom, as his Santtuary : 

In which no luſtful finger can profane him, 

Nor any Earth, with black Eclipſes wane him. 
She makes him ſmile in forrows,and doth ſtand 
'Twixt him, and all wants, with her filver hand. 
In her ſofc locks, his render feet are tide ; 

And in his fetters he takes worthy pride. 

And as Geometricians have approv'd 

That Lines, and Superficies are not mov*d 

By their own Forces, but do follow till 

Their bodies motions ; fo the ſelf-lov'd Will 

Of Man, or Woman, ſhould not rule in them, 
But each with other wear the Anademe. 

Mirrors, though deckt with diamants,are nought 
Ifthe like forms of things they ſet not forth;| worth 
So, Men or Women are worth nothing, neither, 

If either eyes and hearts preſent not either. 


OPINION. 


Untoucht Virgmmty, laugh out ; to ſee 
Freedom in fetters plac*d,and urg'd *gainſt thee. 
What griefs lie groaning on the nuprial Bed ? 
What dull Society ? In what ſhects of lead 
Tumble, and toſs the reſtleis married pair, 
Each, oft, offended with the others air ? 

From whence ſprings all-devouring avarice, 
Bur from the cares, which out of wedlock riſe ? 
And, where there is in lifes beſt-rempred fires 
An end, ſet in it ſelf to all deſires, 

A ſetled quiet, freedom never checke ; 

How far are married /iz;es from this effeCt ? 


| 


Where V7rgin;, in their ſweet, and peaceful ſtare, 
Have all things perfect ; ſpin their own free fate ; 
Depend on no proud ſecond ; are their own 
Center, and Circle ; Now, and always one. 

To whoſe Example, we do ſtill hear nam'd 
One God,one Nature, and but one World fram'd, 
One Sun, one Moon, one Element of Fre, 

So, of the reſt ; one King, that doth inſpire 
Soul, to all Bodies, in their Royal Sphere : 


TRUTH. 


And where is Marriage more declar*d,than there? 
Is there a Band more ftrict, than that dorh nie 
The Soul, and Body, in ſuch Unity ? 

Subjetts to Sowereigns ? doth one mind diſplay 
In tlYone's obedience, and the others (way ? 
Believe it, Marriage lutfers no cumpare, 

When both Eitates arc valu'd, as they are. 

The Virgin were a ſttange, and ſtubborn thing, 
Would longer ſtay a Virgin, than to bring 

Her ſelf fir uſe, and profit in a Mate. 


OPINION. 

| ſtake ! 
How ſhe doth err ! and the whole Heav'n mi- 
Look, how a Flower that cloſe in Cloſes grows, 


Hid from rude Cartel, bruiſed with no Ploughs, 


It many Youths, and many Maids defire ; 

The fam-,when cropt by cruel hand is wither'd, 
No Youths at all, no Maidens have defir'd : 

So a Virgin, while untouche ſhe doth remain, 

Is dear to hers ; but when with bodics ſtain 
Her chaſter flower is loit, ſhe leaves to appear 
Or ſweer to Young-men,oT to Maidens dear. 
That Conqueſt then may crown me in this War ; 
Virgins, O Virgins, flie from Hymen far. 


TRUTH. 


or __ to ſweet Hymen yield, 
For as a-lone Vine, in a naked Field, 
Never extols her branches, never bears 


Her tender body, and her higheſt ſproot 

Is quickly levelPd with her fading root ; 

By whom no Hwusband-men, no Touths will dwell ; 
Bur if, by fortune, ſhe be married well 

To tt'E!m, her Hutband, many Hurband-men 
And many Youths inhabit by her, then : 

So whilſt a Virgm doth, untouchr, abide 

All unmanur'd, ſhe grows old, with her pride; 


(a) A nar- Euripas (a), that bears Ships, in all their pride, | But when to equal wedlock, in fit time, 

\-=tarumy *Gainſt rougheſt winds, with violence of his tide, |Her fortune, and endevour lets her clime, 

- up And ebbs, and flows, ſeven times in every day, Dear to her Love, and Parents ſhe is held. 

Port of TJoy1s not more turbulent, or fierce than they. Virgins, O Virgins, to (weet Hymen yield. 

Beotis, Andthen, what Rules Hwband: preſcribe their 

and the [ Wires ! OPINION. 

= — In their eyes circles, they muſt bound their lives. Theſe are but words; haſt thou a Knighe will try 
Perm. Me- The Moon, when fartheſt from the Sun (he ſhines, | (By ſtroke of Arms) the ſimple Veriry ? 

{s. ib. 2, Is moſt refulgent ; neareſt, moſt declines : 


But your poor Woes far off muſt never rome, 
But waſte their beauties,near their Lords at home: 
And when their Lords range out, at home muſt 
(Like to beg'd Monopolies) all their pride. [ hide 
When their Lords lilt ro feed a ſerious fit, 

They muſt be ſerious ; when to ſhew their wit 
In jeſts and laughter, they muſt laugh and jeſt ; 
When they wake,wake; and when they reſt,muſt 
f reſt. 
And to their Wives Men give ſuch narrow Look 


TRUTH. 


To that high proof I would have dared thee. 
Ple ſtraight ferch Champions for the Bride and me. 


OP INTON. 
The like will I do for Virginity. 


— 


Which th* Air doth ſtroke 5-Swun itrengthen, ſhowyes ſhoot 


[ higher, 


Ripe grapes, but with a head-long heavineſs wears 


Here, they both deſcended the Hall, where at the lower end, « 


As if they meant to make them walk on ropes : | March being ſounded with Drums and Fifes, there entred (led 

No tomblers bide more peril of their necks orth by the Earl of Notingham, who was Lord-high Con- 

In all their tricks;than ves in Hucbands checks. \ ſtable for that Night, and the Earl of Worc'ſter, Earl park 
a 


22 
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ſhal Y Sixteen Knights armed, with Pikes, and Swords ; thew 
Plumes, and Colours, Carnation and White; all richly accau- 
;red, and making therr Honours to the State, as they mareh'd by 
in vairs, were all rank's on one ſide of the Hall. They plac'd 
Srxreem others like accoutred for Riches, and Arms, only that 
their Colours were varied to Watcher, and White ; who were 
by the [ame Earls led up, and paſſing in like manner, by the 
Seate, p/ac'd on ihe oppoſite ſide. 


By thus time, the Bar being brought up, Truth proceeded. 
1 RUVT Fh 


Now join ; and if this varicd trial fail, 

To make my Truth in Wedleck*s praiſe prevail, 

I will retire, and in more power appear ; 

To ceaſe this ſtrife, and make our Queſtion clear, 


Whereat Opinion inſulting, folowed ber with thus Speech. 
OPINION 


I, do: it were not ſafe chou ſhouldſt abide : 
This ſpeaks thy name, with ſhame to quit thy ſide. 


Here the Champions on both fades addreſt themſelves for fight, 
frſt ſingle; after three to three : and performed is with that ala- 
crity, and wigor, as if Mars himſelf had been to triumph before 
Venus, and myented a new Maſque. When on @ ſudden, (the 
v4 ſix having ſcarcely ended ) a ſtriking light ſeem? d to fill all 
the Hall, and out of it an Angel or Mellenger of Glory ap- 
la 


ANGEL. 


Rinces, attend a tale of height, and wonder, 
Truth is deſcended in a ſecond thunder, 

And now will _ with judicial ſtate, 

To grace the Nupt: rt in this debate ; 

And end with reconciled hands theſe Wars. 

Upon her head ſhe wears a Crown of Stars, 
Through which her orient bair waves to her waſte, 
By which believing Mortal; hold her faſt, 

And in thoſe golden Chordes are carried even, 

Till with her breath ſhe blows them up to Heaven, 
She wears a Robe enchagd with Eagles eyes, 

To ſignifie her ſight in Myſteries ; 

Upon each ſhoulder fits a milk-white Dove, 

And at her feet do witty Serpents move : 

Her ſpacious arms do reach from Eaſt to Weſt, 

And you may ſee her heart ſhine through her breft. | 
Her right hand holds a Sw» with burning rayes, 
Her left a curious bunch of golden keyes, 

With which Heaven gates ſhe locketh, and diſplays. 


A cryſtal mirror hangeth at her breſt, 

By which Mens Conſciences are fearch'd, and dreft : 
On her Coach-wheels Hypoeriſie lies racket ; 

And ſquint-ey*d ſlander, with vain-glory backer 

Her bright Eyes burn to duſt : in which ſhines Fate. 
An Angel uthers her triumphane gate, 

Whilſt with her fingers fans of Stars ſhe twiſts, 

And with them bears back Error, clad in miſts. 
Erernal Unity behind her ſhines 

That Fire, and Water, Earth, and Air combines. 
Her voice is like a Trumpet loud, and ſhrill, 

Which bids all (ounds in Earth, and Heav's be till 
And ſee! deſcended from her Chariot now, 

In chis related pomp ſhe viſits you. 


TRUTH. 


Onour to all, that honour Nugtials, 

To whole fair lot, in juſtice, now it falls, 
Thar this my Commterfeit be here diſclos'd, 
Who, for Virginity hath her ſelf oppogd. 
Nor, though my brightneſs do undo her Charms, 
Ler theſe her Knygbrs think, that their equal Arms 
Are wrong'd therein. © For Valure wins Applauſe 
* That dares, but to maintain the weaker Cauſe. 
And Princes, ſee, *tis mere Opini 
That in Tru#h*; forced Robe, for Trath hath gone ! 
Her gandy colours, piec'd with many folds, 
Shew what uncertainties ſhe ever holds : 
Vaniſh adult'rate Truth, and never dare 


| With proud Maids praiſe, to preſs where Nuptials are. 


And Champions, ſince you ſee the Truth I held, 

To Sacred Hymen, reconciled, yield: | 
Nor (foto yield) think it the leaſt deſpight. 

* It is a Conqueſt to ſubmit a Right. 

This Royal! Fudge of our Contention 

Will prop, I know, what I have under-gone ; 

To whole right Sacred Highbneſs 1 reſign 

Low, at his teet, this Starry Crown of mine, 

To ſhew, his Rule, and Judgment is Divine; | 
Theſe Doves to him I conſecrate withall, 

To note his Innocence, without ſpor, or gall; 
Theſe Serpents, for his wiſdom : and theſe Rays, 
To ſhew his piercing ſplendor : theſe bright Keys, 
Deſigning power to ope the ported Skies, 

And ſpeak their glorics to his Subjects Eyes. 
Laſtly, this heart, with which all bearrs be true : 
And Truthin him make Treaſen ever cue. 


With this they were led. forth, hand in band, reconciled, as in 
triumph ; and thus the ties ended. 


Vivre concordes, & noſtrum diſcite munus. 
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Ad 
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With the Nuptial Songs. 


AT THE 
Lord Vicount HADDINGTONs Marriage at Court, 


On the Shrove-Tueſday at Night. 


HE worthy Cuſtom of honouring worthy Mar- 
riages, With theſe noble Solemmities, hath, of late 
years, adyanc'd it ſelf frequently with us ; to 
the reputation no leſs of our Courr, than Nobles : 
expreſſing beſides ( through the difficulties of expence, 
and travel, with the chearfulneſs of undertaking ) a moſt 
zeal atfeftion in the Perſonaters, to thoſe, for whoſe ſake 
they would ſuftain theſe Perſovs, It behoves then us, that 
are truſted with a part of their Honour, in thcſe Celebra- 
tions, to do norhing in them, beneath the dignity of cither, 
With this prepoſed part of Judgment, I adventure to give 
that abroad, which in my nrit conception I intended hn 
nourably fit : and (though it hath labour'd fince , under 
cenſure ) I, that know Truth to be always of one Itature, 
and (o like a Rule, as who bends it the leaſt way, muſt 
needs do an injury to the right, cannot but ſmile at their 
tyrannous ignorance, that will offer to ſlight me (in theſe 
things being an Arrtificer ) and give themſelves a perempto- 
ry Licence to judge, who have never touch”'d ſo much as 
to the bark, or utter ſhell of any knowledge. But , their 
daring dwell with them. They bave found a place, to 
pour out their Follies ; and 1 a Seat, to ſleep out the paſ- | 
ſage. 
The Scene to this Maſque, was a high, ſteep, red Cliff, 
advancing it ſelf into the Clouds, higuring the place, from 
whence ( as1 have been, not fabulouſly, informed) the 
honourable Family of the Radcliffes tirit rook their Name, 
( 2 clivo rubro ) and is to be written with that Orthography ; 
28 | have obſerv'd out of M. Cambden, in his mention of 
the Earls of Suſſex. This Clitt was alſo a Note of Height, 
Greatneſs, and Antiquity ; before which, on the two ſides, 
were erected two pilaſters, charged with ſpoils and tro- 
phees, of Lowe, and his mother, Conlecrate tO marriage : 
amongſt which were old and young perions figurd,bound | 
(2 Roſes, te Wedding garments, rocks, and ſpindles, 
hearts transfixt with arrows,others flaming, Firgims girdles, | 
gyrlands, and worlds of ſuch like ; all wrought round and | 
bold: and over-head two perlonages, Trumph, andVitery, 
in flying poſtures, and twice fo big as the Jite, in place = 
the arch, and holding a gyrland of Myrtle for the key. 
All which, with the P:{ars, ſeenv'd to be of burniſhed gold, | 
and emboſſed out of the metal. Beyond the Clift was 


1608. 


ſcen nothing but Clouds, tMck, and obſcure; till on the 
ſudden, with a folemn Muſick, a bright dky break- 
ing forth; there were diſcovered, firſt two 
(a) Doves, then two (b) Swans With ſilver 
geers, drawing forth a triumphant Chariot ; in 
which Venus ſate, crowned with her Star , and 
beneath her the three Graces, or Charites, Aglaia, 
Thalia, Expbroſyne, all attired according to their 
antique figures. Theſe , from their Chariot, 
alighted on the top of the Cliff, and deſcending 
by certain abrupt and winding paſſages, Venus 
having left her Star, only, flaming in her ſeat, 
came to the Earth, the Grace: throwing gyr- 
lands all the way, and began to ſpeak. 


VENUS. 


(ab) Both 
Doves and 
Swans 
were $x- 
cred to 
this ged- 
deſs, and 
as well 
with the 
one as the 
other, her 
Chariot is 
induc'd 
by Ovid. 
to, K11, 
Mut amor, 


T is no common Cauſe, ye will conceive, 
My lovely Graces, makes your Goddeſs leave 
Her ſtate in Heaven, to Night, to viſit Earth. 
Love late is fled away, my eldeſt birth, 
Cupid, whom 1 did joy to call my Son ; 
And, whom long abſent, Venus is undon. 


Spy, if you can, his Footſteps on this Green ; 
For here (aslam told) helatc hath been, 
With (c) divers of his Brethren, lending light 
From their beſt flames, to gild a glorious Night; 
Which I not grudge at, being done for her, 
Whoſe Honours, to mine own, 1 ſtill prefer. 

But he, not yet returning, Pm in fear, 

Some gentle Grace, or innocent Beauty here, 
Be taken with him: or he hath ſurpriz'd 

A ſecond Pſyche, and lives here diſguigd. 
Find ye no tract of his ſtray*d Feer ? Gy. x. Not I. 
Gr.2, Nor I. Gy.3. Nor I. Ve. Stay Nymph;, we then will try 
A nearer way. Look all theſe Ladies Eyes, 

And ſee if there he not concealed lies; 

Or in their Boſoms,*twixt their ſwelling Breſts : 

( The Wag atteCts to make himſelf ſuch Nets ) 
Perchance, he'th got ſome ſimple hearr, to hide 

His ſubtle ſhape in : Iwill have him cry'd, 


(c) Allu» 
ding to 
the Loveh 
in the 
Queens 
Maſque 
betore. 


And 
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And all ais Vertues told. That, when they know 
What Spright he is, ſhe ſoon may let him go, 

That guards him now ; and think her ſelf right bleſt, 
To be fo timely rid of ſuch a Gueſt. 

Begin, ſoft Graces, and proclaim Reward 

To her that brings him in, , Spcak to be heard. 


1 GRACE. 


Beauties, have ye ſecn this Toy, 
Call'd (a) Love, a little Boy, 


(s) In this . 
Love, I Almoſt naked, wanton, blind ; 
expre(s Cruel now, and then as kind ? 
Cage, as If he be amongſt ye, ſay; 

-" Flix, He is Venus Run-away. 


and owner of the following qualities, aſcrib'd him by the antick and 
later Poets. 


2 GRACE. 


She, that will but now diſcover 
Where the winged Wag doth hover, 
Shall, to Night, receive a Kiſs, - 
How, or where ber ſelf would wiſh : 
Bur, who brings him to his Mother, 
Shall haye that Kiſs, and another. 


3GRACE. 


Hhath of marks about him plenty : 
You ſhall know him among twenty. 
All his body is a fire, 

And his breath a flame entire, 
That being ſhor, like lightning, in, 
Wounds the heart, but not the 8kin. 


nt CRACK 


em At bis fight, the (5) Swv hath turned, 
bt on, Neptune in the waters, burned ; 

(c) And (c) Hell hath felt a greater heat : 
Claud, in FTove himſelf forſook his ſeat : 
raptu Pro» From the Centre, to the Skie, 

»y wwck Are his (4) Tropbees reared bhie, 


was the power aſcrib'd him, by all the Ancions : whereof there is 
extant an elegant Greek —_ Phil. Poe, wherein he makes all 
the other Dezeies deſpoil'd by him, of their Enfigns. Fove of his 
Thunder, phabu of his Arrows, Hereules of his Club, Wc, 


S EXRAMAEMH 


Wings he hath, which though ye clip, 
He will leap from lip, to lip, 
Over liver, lights, and heart, 
Bur not ſtay in any part ; 
And, if chance his arrow miſles, 
He will ſhoot himſelf, in kiſles. 


3GRACE. 


Hu doth bear a golden Bow, 
And a Quiver, hanging low, 
Full of Arrows, that out-brave 
Day's ſhafts : where, if he have 
Any head more ſharp than other, 
With that firſt he ſtrikes his Mother: 


1 GRACE. 


Still the faireſt are his fuel. 
When his days are to be cruel, 
Lovers hearts are all his food ; 
And his baths their warmeſt blood : 
Ndught but wounds his hand doth ſeaſon ; 
And he hates none like to Reſon. 


2 GRACE. 


Truſt him not: his words, though ſweer, 
Seldom with his heart do meer. 

All his practice is deceit ; 

Every gift it is a bait; 

Not a kiſs, but poyſon bears ; 

And moſt treaſon in his tears. 


3GRACE. 


[dle minutes are his raign; 

Then, the Stragler makes his gain, 
By preſenting Maids with toys, 
And would have ye think %em joys : 
'Tis the ambition of the Elf, 

To have all childiſh, as bimſelf. 


1 GAMES 


If by theſe ye pleaſe to know him, 
Beauties, be not nice, but ſhow him. 


2 CARAMACH 


Though ye had a Will, to hide him, 
Now, we hope, ye&le not abide him. 


2 CRACE 


Since ye hear his falſer play ; 
And that he is Venus Run-awav. 


At this, from behind the Trophees, Cupid diſcovered him: 
{elf, and came forth armed ; attended with twelye Boys, moſt 
antickly attir'd, that repreſemed the ſports, and pretty lightneſ- 
ſes, that accompany Love, under the tules of Joct , and Riſus ; 
and are ſaid to wait os Venus, as ſhe s Prefect of Marriage. 
IWhich Horat. conſents to. (a) Car. lib. x. Ode 2. 


(4a)=——Eryama rident. Quam Form circunwolat, ff Cupide. 


CUPID. 


Ome, my little jocund ſports, 
Come away ; the time now (orts 
With your paſtime: This ſame Nighe 
Is Cupid's day, Advance you light. 
With your Revwel till the root, 

That our triumphs be not dumb, 


Wherewith they fell mto @ ſubtle capricious Dance, to as 
od4 a Muſick, each of them bearing two torches, and nodding 
with their amick faces, with other variety of ridiculous geſture, 
which gave much occaſion of mirth, and delight, to the SpeCta- 
tors. The Dance ended, Cu pid went forward. 


CUPID. 


We done, Antiques: Now, my Bow, 
And my Quiver bear to ſhow ; 
That theſe Beauties, here, may know, 

By what Arms this Feat was done, 

That hath ſo much Honour won, 

Unto Venus, and her Son. 


| 4t which, hs Mother apprehended him : and circling bim 
m, with the Graces, began to demand. 


YVENVYS. 


Hat Feat, what Honour is it, that you boaſt, 


My little Stragler ? 1 had given you loſt, 
| With 
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With all your games, here. Cup. Mother? Ven. Yes | 


| Sir, ſhe. 

What might your glorious cauſe of triumph be? 

(a, She Ha you ſhot (a)Mmerva,or the Theſpian dames! 
u'grs Heat aged (b) Ops again, with yourhful flames ? 


: Maſues. 


— — 
ITE ae nnren 


No leſs in Vertne, Blood, and Ferm, than gold. 

Thence,where my P:llar?s rear*d,vou mev behold, 

/Fild with Loves Trophees ) doth ſhe rake her 
{ name. 


Thoſe Pillars did uxorious (;) Vulcan frame, (1) The 


_—_ Or have you made the colder Moon to viſit | Againſt this day, and underneath chat hill, _ 
becauſe = Once more,a ſheep cote?Say,what conqueſt is it He, and his Cyclopes, are forging itil] whenſo. 


Palls, and Can make you hope ſuch a renown to win? 
the Muſes 1s there a ſecond Herew'es brought to (ſpin? 
are moſt (5; for ſome new diſyuile,leaves Fove his thunder? 


contrary 

to Cupid, See Lc. Dial. Ten. Cupid, (b) Rhea, the Mother of 
the gods, whom Lucan, in that place makes to have fall'n trantickly 
in lore, by Cupid's means, with Arrys, Su of the M:en, with Engy- 


min, Hercules, Kc. 


CUFID. 


| him here, as being Calor Nutw eh, and Prefer Luminy. 


Some ltrange,& curious picce,t* adorn the night, ever they 
And give thee graced Nupria/s greater light, would in. 

ten any 
thing to be done with great Maſtery, or excellent Art, made lucas 
the Artificer, as Hom, Ihad E. in the torging of A:biller's Armur + 
and Varg, for Anca, Anei. $ He is allo ſaid to be the god of fire ang 
light, Sometime taken for the pureſt beam : and by O-pb. in Hym: 
celebrated for the Sun and Moon. Bit more fpecially, by Ewp, 7 
Tr04d. he is made Facifer 1# Niprons. Which preſent Office we givs 
See Plato bi 
| Cratyl. For his Deſcription, read Pauſa, in Ela, 


Or that,nor choſe,and yet no leſs a wonder; | 


Which tortell,l may not ſtay: | And there 


(ce) Here (c) Hymey's preſence bids away; ſlips from 
_— 4 *Tis, already, at his Night, ber. 
_—_ n He can give you farther light, 

—_—_ " You, my ſports may hers abide, } 
and was fo Till I call, to light the Bride. 

induc'd 

here , as HITMEN. 

ts _ Enus, is this a time to quit your Car ? 
ſcrib'd in To ſtoop to earch?to leave,alone,your Star, 
my Hyme- Without your influence? and,(d)on ſuch a night, 


nel. Which ſhould be crown'd with your moſt 
(4 _ | {. chearing ſight ? 
tis Prefe. AS you Were ignorant of what were done 

#a, with By Cupid's hand, your All-trumphing Son ? 

Jrno, Sua- Look on this State ; and it you yct not know, 


dela, Dia- , What Crown there ſhines, whoſ: Sceprer here 


| 4my [ doth grow; 
himſelf, Think on thy lov'd (e) /Afnecas, and what name, 
Pauſ, in o, the golden Trumpet of his Fame, 


Aefeniac. Gave him, read thou in this. A Prince,that draws 


& - | 2 * By *example more, than others do by Laws : 


| 
| 


Here Vulcan preſented bim{clf ( as over bearin H\ men ) 
aitird in a Caſſock girt to bim - with bare Arms ; n bair and 


| beard rough ; his hat of blue, and ending in a Cone : In bu 


| hand, a hammer, and tongs ; as coming from the Forge, 


FTLCAN. 


Hich I have done ; the beſt of all my life : 
And have my end, if it but pleaſe my Wife, 
And ſhe commend it, to the labour'd worth. 
Cleave ſolid Rock, and bring the Wonder forth. 


At which, with a loud and full Muſick, the Cliff parted in 
the midſt, 1d diſcovered an illuſtrious Concave, filld with ay 
ample and "ering light, m which, an artificial Sphere was 
made of ſirver, eighteen foot im the Diameter, that turned per. 
petually : the Coluri were beightned with gold ; ſo were the 
Arttick and AntarQick Circlesche Tropicks, the Equinodtial, 
the Meridian, and Horizon ; only the Zondiack was of pure 
gold : in which, the Maſquers, wnder the Charatters of the 
twelve Signs, were placed, anſwering them in munber ; whoſe 
offices, with the whole frame,as it turned,Vulcan went forward, 
to deſcribe. 


7 )&nes, That is fo juſt to his great act, and thought, 
the Son of To do,notwlatKings may,but whatKings ought. | 
Venus, Vir- Who, our of piety, unto peace, is vow'd ; 

gii makes Ty ſpare his Subjedts, yet to quel! the proud 
through- - che 6 | : 
=_ = And dares clteem it the firlt fortitude, 

moft ex. To have his paſſions, Foes at hom?, ſublu'd. 
quifit pat- That was reſerv'd, until the Parc tpun 


tern of 
Prety, Ju- 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
Their whiteſt wooll ; and then, his thred begun. | 


VULCAN. 


| Ki is a Sphere, Pve formed round, and even, 
In due proportion to the Sphere of Hcaven, 
With all his mes, and circles; that compoſe 
The perfe&tſt form, and aptly do diſcloſe 


flice, Pru- 
dence, and 
all other 
Piincely 
vertues, 
with 
whom (in 
way ot 
that ex- 
cellence)I 
confer my 
Sovereign, 
applying, 


Which thred, when ( f ) Treaſon would have 
{ burſt, a Soul 

( Today renown'd, and added to my roll ) 

Oppor'g; and, by that at, to his name did bring 

The honour, to (g) be Saver of his King. 

Tins King, whoſe worth (if Gods for vertue love) 

Should YVenzs with the ſame atfeftions move, 

As her </Zneas ; and no leſs endear 

Her love to his ſafety, than when ſhe did chear, 

( After (hb) a Tempeſt) long affliſted Troy, 

Upon the Lybian ſhore; and brought them joy. 


in his deſcription, his own &»7d, uſurped of that Poets, Parcere ſub- 


jeu, & 


debellare ſuperby1. ( f | In that monſtrous Conſpiracy of E. 


— | ny 4 Tituls tune creſcere prſſes, nunc per te titulm. (b)Varg. 


VENUS. 


Love, and know his vertues, and do boaſt 
Mine own renown, when I renown him moſt. 
My Cnr:Z; abſence I fornive, and praiſe, 
That me to {{;ch a prcient grace could raiſe. 
His Champion ſhall, hereafter, be my care ; 
But fpeak his Bride, and what her vestues are. 


HTMEN. 


0 H E is a noble Virgin, ſtyl'd the Maid 
Of the Red c!:iff,and hath ber dowry weigh'd; 


The heaven of marriage : Which I ricle it. 


| Within whoſe Zodiack, I have made to fir, 


In order of the Signs, twelve ſacred powers, 
Thar are preſiding at all n»pt;a! howers : 


x. The firſt, in Aries place, reſpefteth pride 
Of Tomth; and Beauty ; graces in the Bride. 
2. In Tawws, he loves ſtrength, and manimeſs ; 
The vertues,which the Bridegroow ſhould profeſs. 
3. InGemmi,that noble power is ſhown, 
That twins their hearts; and doth, of two, make one. 
4. In Cancer, he that bids the wife give way 
With backward yielding,to her basband's ſway. 
5. In Leo, he that doth inſti] the hear 


Into the Man : which,from the following ſeat, 

6, Is tempred ſo, as he that looks from thence 
Sees,yet, they keep a Virgin muocence. 

7. In Libr's room, rules he that doth ſupply 
All happy Beds with ſweer equality. 

8. The Scorpiow's place he fills, that makes the jars, 
And {tings in wedlock; little ftrifes, and wars : 

9. Which he, in th* Archer*s throne, doth ſoon remove 
By making, with his ſhafts, new wounds of love. 

Io. And thoſe the follower, with more hear, inſpires, 

As, in the Goat, the Sun renews his fires. 
11, In wet Aquarizs ſtead, reigns he, that ſhowres 


Fertility upon the genial bowres. 
40h TG V 12. Laſt 
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12. Laſt,in the Fiſhes place, fits he, doth ſay ; 
In married joys, all ſhould be dumb, as they. 


And this hath Vulcan, for his Venus done, 
To grace the chaſter triumph of her Sox. - 


YVENYS. 


N D for this gift, willl to Heaven return, 
And vow,for cver,that my lamp ſhall burn 
(4) a3 Ca» With pure and chaltelt fire ; or (a) never ſhine, 


tul.hath it ad . > , 
adit Bur when it mixeth with thy Sphere, and mine. 


and , Without Hymen, which is Marriage : Nil poteſt Venus, fa- 
ma quod bona comprobet, &c. 


Here Venus retwned to ber Charict with the Graces : 
while Vulcan calling out the Prieſts of Hymen who were the 
Muſicians , was imterrupted by Pyracmon , one of the Cy. 
clops ; of whom with the other two, Brontes, and Steropes, 
ſee (b) Virg. Xneid. 

(b) Ferrum exercebant vaſto Cyclopes in antro, Bronteſque, Stero- 
peſque £9 nudws membra Pyracmon, &c. 


VULCAN, 
Sing then ye Prieſts. 
PTRACMON. 


Stay Vulcan, ſhall not theſe 
Come forth and dance ? 


VULCAN. 


Yes, my Pyracmon, pleaſe 
w_ The Eyes of theſe Spe&ators, with (c)our Art. 


Hom. Iliad. & makes Theres for her Son Achilles, to viſit Iulcan's 
houſe, he feigns that Vulcan had made twenty Tripedes or ftools with 
golden wheels, to move of themſelves, miraculouſly, and go out, and 
return fitly. To which, the Invention of our Dance alludes, and is 
in the Poet a moſt elegant place, and worthy the tenth read- 


ing, 
PTRACMON. 


Ome here then, Brontes, bear a Cyclops part, 
And Sterop:s, both with your ſl:dges ſtand, 
And ſtrike a time unto them as they land ; 
a And as they forwards come, ſtill guide their paces 
In muſical, and ſweet proportion'd graces ; 
While I upon the work, and frame atrend, 
And Hymen's Prieſts forth, at their ſeaſons, ſend 
To chaunt their hymns;and make this ſquare ad- 
Our great Artifcer, the god of fire. [ mire 


Here,the Muſicians attrred m yellow, with wreaths of Mar- 
joram, and weils like Hymer”s Prielts, ſung the firſt taff of 
the following Epithalamion : which, becauſe it was ſung m 
pieces, between the Dances, ſhewed to be ſo many ſeveral Songs; 
but was made to be read an entire Poern. After the Song, they 
came forth ( deſcending in an oblique motion ) from the Zo- 
diack, and danced therr firſt Dance ; Then, Mulick interpoſed, 
{ but varied with wwoices, only keepmg the ſame Chorus ) they 
danced their ſecond Dance. So after their third, and fourth 
Dances ; which were all full of elegancy, and curious device. 
The two latter were made by M. Thomas Giles, the two firſt 

M. Hier. Herne : who, mm the perſons of the two Cyclopes, 

at a time to them, with therr hammers. tunes were 
M. Alphonſo Ferraboſco's. The device and att of the Scene, 
M. Ynigo Jones bu, with addition of the Trophees. For the 
mvention of the whole and the Verſes, Allertor qui dicat efle 
meos, Imponet plagiario pudorem. 

The attire of the Maſquers, throughout, was moſt graceful, 
and noble ; partaking of the beſt bath ancient and later fee: 
The colowrs Carnation, and Silver, enriched both with Em- 
broydery, and Lace. The dreſſing of their beads, Feathers, and 


Jewels ; and ſo excellently ordered, to the reſt of the babie, as 
all would ſuffer under any deſcription, after the ſhew. + Thew 
performance of all, ſo magnificent, and luſtrions, that ncthing 
can add to the ſeal of it, ba the ſubſcription of thery names 


The Duks of LENOX. Lo. of WALDEN. ';, 
Earl of ARUNDELL. | | Lo. HEY. "1A 
Earl of PEMBROKE. Lo. SANKRE. 
Earl of MONTGOMERY Sir RO. RICHE. | - 
Lo. D'AUBIGNT. 


| | Sir FO. KENNETHIE, 
Mr. ERSSKINS: 1 > 


EPITIHALAMION. 


P Touths and Virgins, up, and praiſe 
The god, whoſe nights out-ſhine his days ; 
Hymen, whoſe hallowed Rites 
Could never boaſt of brighter lights : 


. * * 
k 50110? 


Whoſe bands pals libertee. 
Two of your troop, that, with the morn were free 
Are, now wag'd to hifWar. ; 
And what they are, 
If youll perfection ſee, 
Your (elves muſt be. 
Shine Heſperws, ſhine forth, thou wiſhed Star, 


What joy, or honours can compare 
With holy nuptials, when they are 
Made out of equal parts 


Of years, of ſtates, of hands, of hearts? 
When, in the happy choice, 
The Spouſe, and ſpouſed have the formoſt voice | 
Such, glad of Hymen's War, 
Live what they are, 
And long perfection ſee : 
And ſuch ours be. 
Shine Heſperws, ſhine forth, thou wiſhed Star. 


The ſolemn ſtate of this one Nighe 
Were fit to laſt an Ages light ; 
But there are Ries behind 
Have leſs of ſtate, but more of kind : 
Love's wealthy crop of kiſſes, 
And fruitful harveſt of his Marhers bliſles. 
Sound then to Hymen's War : 
That what theſe are, 
Who will perfection ſee, 
May hafte to be. 
Shine Heſperws, ſhine forth, thou wiſhed Star. 


Loves Commonwealth conſiſts of toys ; 
His Councel are thoſe antique Boys, 

Games, Langhter, Sports, Delights, 
That rriumph with him on theſe Nights: 

To whom we muſt give way, 
For now their Reign begins, and laſts till day. 
They ſweeren Hymen's War, 

And, in that Jar, 

Make all, that married be, 

Perfection ſee. 

Shine Heſpers, ſhine forth, thou wiſhed Scar: _ 


Why ſtays the Bridegroom to invade 
Her, that would be a Matron made ? 
Good-night, whiPſt yer we may 
Good-night, to you a Virgm, lay : 

To morrow, riſe the ſame 


Your (d) Mother is, and uſe a nobler Name. (4)A wife, 
Speed well in Hymer's War, Pegg 
Thar, what you are, which s « 
By your perfection, we name of 
And all may ſee. more dig- 
i i i nity , 
Shine Heſperns, ſhine forth, thou wiſhed Star. oy =_y 


gin, D, Heins, in Nup. Orrons deurni, Cras matri fomils tug redibs. 


To 
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To Night is Vews Vigil kept. That, ere the roſie-finger'd morn 
This Night no Bridegroow ever (lept ; Behold nine Moons, there may be born 
And if the fair Bride do, A Babe, Cuphold the Fame 
The married ſay, *tis his fault, roo. Of Radcliffes Blood, and Ramſcy's Name : 
That may, in his great Seed, 


Wake then ; and let your lights 
Wake too: for they'll tell nothing of your Nights. 


that i _ , 
gy nyt __ n 


And ſuch perfetion, we 
Do pray, ſhould be: 
Shine Heſperws, ſhine forth, thou wiſhed Star. 


Wiſh, you ſhould ſec. 
Shine Heſperav, ſhine forth, thou wiſhed Star. 
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H E 


E N S, 


Celebrated fr OM the Houle of FAME 


QUE 


(4) Hor.un 
Art, Poe- 
—_—-” 


(b) In the 
Maſque at 
my * 

Hadding s 
Wedding, 


(c) Tide 
Levm. 
Tir. Com- 
ment, im 
Hor.E pod. 
ib Ode. 5. 


BY 


Ar WHITEHA 


T encreaſing, now, to the third time of my 
being ugd in theſe Services ro her Maje- 
fties perſonal Preſentations, with the Ladies 
whom ſhe pleaſeth to honour ; it was my 
firſt and ſpecial regard, to ſee that the nobi- 
lity of the Invention ſhould be aniwerable to 
the dignity of their Perſons, For which reaton 
I choſe the Argument to be , A celebration of 
honourable and true Fame, bred out of Virtue : ob- 
ſerving that Rule (a) of the beſt Arrift, to ſutter 
no object of delight to paſs without his mixture 
of Profit and Example. And becauſe her Ma- 
Jeſty ( beſt knowing, that a principal part of 
life, in theſe SpeFacles, lay in their variety ) 
had commanded mc to think on ſome Dance, 
or Shew, that might precede hers, and have 
the place of a foil or falſe Maſque : I was care- 
ful to decline, not only from orhers, but mine 
own Steps in that kind, fince the (b) lait Year, 
| had an Anti-maſque of Boys: and therefore 


THE 


E N of Great Britain, with her LADIES. 


L L, Feb. 2. 1609. 


to eleven; all differently attyr'd : ſome with 
Rats on their Head ; ſome on their Shoulders ; 
others with Ointmene Pots at their Girdles ; 
jun with Spindles, Timbrels, Rattles, or other 
veneficall In\truments, making a confuſed noiſe, 
with itrange Geſtures. The Device of their 
Attire was Malter Tones his, with the Inven- 
tion, and Arch:itetture of the whole Scene, and 
Machine. Only, 1 prefcrib'd them their Proper- 
'4es of Vipers, Snakes, Bones, Herbs, Roots, and 
other Enfigns of their Magick, our of the Au- 
chority of ancient and late Writers, wherein the 
Faults are mine, if there be any found; and for 
that cauſe I confeſt ther. 

Theſe eleven Witches beginning to dance 
( which is an uſual (4) Ceremory at their Con- 
vents, or Meetings, where ſometimes alſo 
they are vizarded, and maſquyd) on the ſudden, 
one of them mitſed their Chzef, and interrupted 
the reſt with this Speech. 


now, devis'd, that twelve Women, in the habit 
of Hags, or Witches , ſuſtaining the Perſons of 
Ignorance, Suſpicion, Credulity, &c. the Oppolites 
to good Fame, ſhould fill that part; not as a 
Maſque, but a Spectacle of Itrangencls, produ 

cing multiplicity of Geſture, and not unaptly 

ſorting with the current, and whole fall of 
the Device. 

His Majeſty, then, being ſer, and the whole 
Company in full expectation, the part of the 
Scene which firſt preſented it ſelf, was an ugly 
Hef: which flaming beneath, ſmoked unto the 
top of the Roof. And in reſpect all ewils are, 
Morally, (aid to come from Hell; as alſo from 
that obſervation of Torrentius upon Horace his 
Canidia, (c) que tot mſtrutta wenens, ex Orct 
faucibus profetta wider: poſyr : Thete Witches, 
with a kind of hollow and infernal Muſick, 
came forth from thence. Firſt one, then two, 


Demons- 
lozy, Bodin. Remiz. Delr10, Mal. Male. And a world of others in the 
—_— But let us follow particulars. 


_ ſtay, we want our (e) Dame ; (e) A- 
.F Call upon her by ker Name, mongft 
And the Charm we ule to fay ; our vulgat 
That ſhe quickly (f) anoint, and come away. _ 


nour of Dame ( for lo [ tranflate it } is given with a kind of preemi- 
nence to ſome (p-cial one at their meetings: which Delrro infinuates, 
Dijq'aſ. Mag. lib. 2. queſt. 9 quoting that of Apuleius lib. de Afon. at 
reo. de quadam Capone, R'gina Sagaram. And adds, ut ſcias etiam 
tum quaſdam ab 16 hec ertuls bonoratas. Which title M. Philippo 
Ludwigw E/ich. Demonomagie queſt 10. doth alforemember. (f) When 
they are to be tranſported from place to place, they uſe to anoint 
themſelves, and ſometimes the things they ride on. Bekde 4 

teſtimony, ſee thele later, Remug. Demonolatrie lib. 1. cap.1 4. ps. wy 
Diſquiſ. Mag. 1.2. queſt. 16. Boden. Demonoman. 1.2. ce. 4 Bartbol. de 
Spina. queſt. de Strigob. Pbilzppo. Ludwigns Exch. queſt. 10. Paracel- 
ſus in magn. & occul. Philoſophis, teacheth the confection, Unguen- 
trum ex carne recens natori um infantium, un pulments forma cotum, (5 
cum herbs ſomnafers, quales ſunt Papaver, Solanum, Crenta, fc. And 


and three, and more, till their number increaſed 


loa. Bapti. Porte. lib. 2. Mag. Natur. cap. 16, 


Yy 1 CHARM 


I 5 It a [ fe Nt. 


Ame, Dame, the Watch 1s ſet: 
Quicklv come, we all are met. 
(a) From the Lakes, 2nd from the Fens 


(a) Theſe 

places, in From the Roc! KS, and tom the . $. 
ther own From the Wouus, and tiom the Caves, 
nature From the Church-yards, from the Graves, 


dire an 


y Pale From the Dungeon, fro m the Irce 
IVTIAaT, 4TT 


| Low ie an Y 
reckon'd Jhnat tIcY VIC ON, ETC are We 
up, as the 
fitteſt Comes ſhe not yet : 
from Stiike another lice. 
whence 


and were notahly obtc: 
Micn of his Ergo. 1.6. 


ſuch Perſons ſhould come : 
cellent Lucan, in the Deic: i 


Serum correſpondent leca qlieiy tate, eonebr eo). . falterr 1"4, Ye 
gueſ4 & f neft 4, ut ceniera, bill, Z hem:muvuw d jerta 1037 dChu 4 & 
ver _ cadruca, loca objciira, & brrenda. © | 114/44 ANY A, CAVTHE 
prter : Praxerea prſcon. ©, ſtagna, Paluder, © eru/mods. And an 4b. 3 
c. 42; ſpeaking ot the like, and in 15, 4. about 
ſunt loca plarumum experientia viſio um, nltturna wm Jie 00C\ 
confum lim hanrefinarams, 7 CAmitertad, i q 3 0145 fi, rs jol: 
EXECUELONES CY 1900004 15 [WHdbenn, 744 Q (3015 Tecent Utiis 4+ 
fatte (nt, vel ub; orciſorum cad ave! a, / 
recentaor; big annu [0 011m4t4 junt. 


Cid AK * 


. boy \He Weather is fair, the Wird is g00d, 

(6, Deirio U> Dame, & your (5) Horle of Wood : 
D: J- M: " a : : 4 
Lb2 1, Or elſe, tuck up your gray Frock, 

_ And 1add'e your 'c)Goat,or your precn d'\Cock, 
Story out "And make his Bridle a bottom of Thrid, 
= _ To rowl up how many Miles you have 51. 
ST on Quickly come away ; 


this Horſe 
of Wood: For we, all, liay. 


but that 

which our Nor yet? Nay, then, 
BYtcnes Well try her agen, 
call'l ,, is 


ſom-times a Eroom- ſtaff. ſometimes a Reed, fomet im: $ a Dift ﬀ | 
See Remng. Daemono!, {ib. 1. cap. 14 Bidin. [.2. cap. 4. (5c. (Cc) I hk 
Goat is the Devil himi-lf, upon vw hom they rite of en to thei ySolems 
nities, as appears by thir Cont (ons in Rom. and B din. «6:d, His | 
Ay ty alic remembers the Story of the D. vibs 417] ce 10 thre 
of Caircit, in that form, Demornr. lb. 2 Caf. 3 1; 0; ie green | 
Cock, ve have 010 © HEF ZrOU; d {lo COntets mpgecn tit ſ] (hana vil 


gar Fable of a Witch. that with a Cock of that colony, 4 a bottom {| 


of blue Thred, would traniport her (elf thi enigh the At 1 to eca- 
ped ( at the time ot he: b i! g brought to cxeontiomn - trom the hind 
of Juftice. It wasa ale wiien I went to Sci ol, aid fomewhat there 

is hke it, in Mat. Drir. D q 4. Mats. 5 F#jf, 6, 'f O13C "_ fs. 2 
6G Pemian. that. am my oO! bee In< deviert acts, ail jrroenes equa, T7 144 
wy veflum, galls gllinaces ad Ermb:dum [um allegaty, ſubſeques | 
ar, 


- 


L C2 A Au 


Hc Ow! is abroa id, thi Bat, a and the Toad, 
hy 1d 10 15 the Cat a mountain, 
The A | th and the Mole tit both in a hole, 


And Frog perps out o'the Fountain ; 
The Dogs, t! _ do bay, and the T \mbrels play, | 


fe) A!! this The (e) of indie 15 now a rurning ; 
is but a The Moon1 it 1s IC = and the Stars are fled, 
Periphra- Bur all the Sky is a burning : 


ſi: of the 
Night, in their charm, and their applying themſclves to it with their 
Inftruments, « hcreof the Spiadle in Artrqrary was the chief: and be- 
ie the teſtimony of To:ocritmus,, im Prarmaceutria ( who on!y ule it 
in amorous affiics) was of (p cial act to th- troubling of the Moon 
To which Mt1al al udes, ib 9. ep. 30. Ne nme Theſſalico Lunam | 
- ducere rbonbo{Ic, Aud isb. 12. ef. 57, Cum ſcita Colcho Luvid vapulat | 
thombo, 


red by that ex- 
To which we 

, Pe ; Q 

may add this Corollary out of {grsp. de Occur. Phb1t»ſop. [, 8. C-45- 


nc cad, apt Th Hi 4 [1 
ſa0n mn | Crd facit Cuil id \ Tue 11 . var 


rat ear an 
-cdlum expratayice rae feprilta, | 


| attire. Deſ/color. 


Maſques. 


[The (f} Ditch is nade, and our Nails the Spade, /+) This 
With Pictures toll, of Wax, and of Wooll; Rite aſs 
Their Lives 1 ſtick, with Needl: $ QUICK ; Cy 2 

{ There Jacks but the Blood,to make up the Flood. * 

witn 

| (Quickly Dame, then, bring Your Say IN, Nt. 

«75, IS 

Spur, ſpur, upon rel (og) Mart trequen; 
Merrily, meriilv, make lum 11, with our 
A Worm 1 his Pn end a Thodnla'sTail, HR es; 

_ 0 I1 "e 

Fire abo Cy and Fire be ow, "we" i 
With a Whip Yyour Hand,to make lum go. | my. 
D-1r. Mal. 

O, now ſhes come ! (elit, Mal, 
Let ail be dumb. G04/mman, 
l.2.4c LL 

1s, as 
ao the antiquity of it moſt tively expreft by Hor. Sarvr. S. 46. 1, 
ww iN OC I? LONS L ile Pict ITt'S. and thc Blood Of A black Lamb, 
\[ wiich are yet in uſe with our modern Witchcratt.Scalpere terram 


peibing of Canidia, and Sez.ma) Uigwou, & pullam divellers 
mordicus agnam Ca peru - Cruor j«(}.; "mn C nf 1/us, ut inde Maners e. 
corre qnumaes reſponſa datiras. Lanea © 7 effigies erat, altera cerea,5c 
Ara then, by d by. Ser pentes atjue wideres ifernas errare Ccanicy, 
Lunamaue rut neem, Nc fe <t h1; t: ſts, s peſt WA8NG {(aAtere ſepuichra, 
Or thi. Ditch, Hmm makes mention in Cerces Speech tou Thyſſes, 
O4 h K. about the end. Bubgoy equzar, Tc. And Owid. Mctam. lib. 9, 
M "dias magick, Had procut egijta [crobibus telltre drabis $a 
; vell-143 arri Conpient, © patiidas pero 
| / die [angame foſſas. And of the waxen Images, in Hyppapeles Epiitle 
[to ZFa/on, whore be exprefioth that milchict allo of the Needles. De. 
| rover abſentrs, furilacraque corea finger, Ee mtſorunn teniies uh JOenr tre 

te ous, Bo 1. Deron il Se. C 'j 8. hath ( be fade the known Story 
of King D: ffr ont of H &o Boucrrs | much of the Witches latet Pra» 
Shice m that kind, ard report Relation of a French Em! 1ſſadory, 
out of Enupland, of Coitan Pict1es ot Wax found in a Duogihn!l, near 
Jiimg'on, ot our late Qiecrs, which Rumor, I my felt { being then 
erV young ) can yet remember to have been current. (-} Their 
mMtlc Atm is he that calls them t6 their Conve 
lone ma humane Voice, but commg torth. thry hind him in a ſhape 
t a great buck Goat, upon whom they ride to their Meetings, Der, 
Dijg. Mag. qugſt. 16. tt 2. Avd Bod. Damon, (tb. 2. cap. 4 have both 
he lame Reietion tom Pains Grillandus, of a Witch Advemence 
notle £9 hora evocabatity wice quadam welut bimana ab wpſo Demong, 
mem 10% wearnt Demonem, fea Manifteriiiurn, alte Matiſtrion Nar- 
rnettium fave Mirtimellam. Qne fic evocats, mox ſimebat PYx1i dem 
uithons, © imbat corrns ſunum 1m Jmbuſdam partibu 5 memibrig, 
Jue lamnits exibat ex dome. © iren icbat Marniſterulium ſum #% forems 
la lam C.Xp (tan em at} id ot: om, [per quo m iluer C quitabat, &G 
| appircare ſolebat fortiter wan ad cranen, & (tatrm hircw alle adſcen- 
| debat per atrem, S& brer 1//:omo eempore defercbat 1p/am, Cc. 


ntch s, V Ich is 


' 


|\ it this, the (1) Dame enter'd 19 them, Naked. (b) This 
| ar, "he for 'd, ber Fr, ” 817 k 'd, s "M4 knitted, [Dame I 
| and fi ld w with V pers * im her Hand a Torch meds make to 
: 
| of a > id Man's Arm, lighted ; grded with a Snake. bear the 


, JL 1 ” hb. locks ater Peron of 
JC) ai ald Re ED, and | ze pa 'C, Wire? - Ate 


mg, by way of L'neſtion, the End wherefore they came : 
W111 h if ; : bad i veen d ne Ei ber bef ore, Or « 


To 2 ”, 


or 
M:ichief 


, | 
foerariſe, ( forful 


had not been þ VA 'ural. For, to have made them- mterpret - 
ſelves, their own Decypherers, and each one to hav, wy —_— 
| told up n therr entrance, what they were, a! «1 whic Deſcripe 
| ther tlic 4 would, had ben a muſt pri irs Heart: '”, tion of 
' and Werert l Worth y any qua: lit of a Pot Mm: where her, IL. t. 


where he 
f. wo Thor 
4 pect: ily, ar ne C St cCLa "Ie pong 
(cles; : W here Men \ be /ade IFHITINg | Eyes FyaV« rnd y; p, hd 1 
OG brig quack Ka \, and wit tho! [11g 91)! f ones Of Kind, 
Porters and Mech; inicks - tha! muſt be bored ſtrong, 
| thy woh,  Narrations. and found 
ot her 
| Feet; and 
Ilnad. T. walking upon Mcns H-ads ; in both Places uſing one 
| and the fame Phrale to figmte her Power, PaaT!us” drffpur 
Lederns bomines, I prevent her bare-footed, and her Frock, tuck 4d, 
[ to make her ſeem mote expedite, by Horace his authority, Sat. $. 
| ' bb 1. Succmctam wadere pals Canwiam pedibus nudis, paſſogiie capitlo. 
But for her Hair, I rather reſpect another Place of his, Efod. /b. 
Ode. 5. where ſhe apP: ars Caradia orevibus amplicata wper is Crines, 
,& incomprum capt, And that of Lucan, bb, 6, (peaking of Et 3 
65 vitro Fiiriains Cltus amity Indigtiir, wilt iq, ape- 
YIEWY Crane Tremor, Et coma vo/ WT COHS ſub Iringecun hot rida /« "15, For 
| her Torch, tee Remng. (15. 2, cap 


a Writer ſbould always truſt ſomewhat to th. 


7 


CAPA- 


| C2Ty of the SP "Taro i, 


as AALS Act, 3 WHY 


D A/NF. 


ai 
—_— 


Maſques. 347 


OO one 


, Ler us diſturb ic then, (c) and blaſt the Light; | (c) Theſe 
| —_ with —— and make Nature fight _ = 
thin her (elf; looſe the whole henge of Things; , 
DAME. HAGS. | And cauſe the cnds run back, into their i_s _. 
| Hag. What our Dame bids us do, a(crib'd to 
; We are ready for. Dam. Then fall coo. Witches, 
We done, my Hags. And , come we | (4) Bur firſt relate me, what you have tought, and chal- 
{ fraught with ſpighr, Where you have bcen, and what you have —_—— 
To overthrow the glary of this night ? brought. whereever 
Holds our great purpoſe ? Hag. Yes. Dam. But | they are 


[ want's there none induc'd, by Homer, Ord, Tibills, Pet. Arbiter, Seneca, Lucan, Clau- 
Hag. Call us one dren. to whoſe authorities I ſhall reter more anon. For the preſent, 
o! hear Soacr ar. in Apul. de Afi. aureo, /. 1. deſcribing Meroe the Witch. 

y ONE, | Suga, & Diviniputens calum deponere, terram ſuſpendere, fontes di 


Of our juſt number * 


In the F * 
_ And then our Dame ſhall ſee. Dam. * Firſt, | rare, montes diluere, Manes ſublrmare, Deos mnfimare, Syders extin- 
ry x [ then, advance | guere, Tartarum ipſum 1 ummare : and {. 2, Byrthena to Luca, of 
Vice, | My drowhie Servant, ſtupid Ignorance, Pampbile. Mag prumi nomints, & omnu carmis ſepuleralis Mazsſtra 
make, a3 Known by thy ſcaly Velture; and bring on creditur, que / wealn & lapillss, & id genus frivols inhalatis omnan 
If one link Thy fearful Sitter wild $ Fe tam lucem munt1 ſpderalss, ims Tartari, & un veenſtum chaos mer- 
produced y "er, WHd 01 picion, _ | gie: as allo this later of Remigiw, in his moſt elegant Arguments, 
another, Whoſe Eyes do never ſleep ; Let her Knit | before his Demonolatria, Qua prfſint evertere fimarens orbem, Et Ma- 
and the 1 Hands | 14 ſupers muſgere, bec UTICA cura off, And Lucan. Quarum, quic- 
= With quick Credulity, that next her ſtands, [quad non creduur, ars eft; [d) This is alſo folemn in their Witchcraft, 
ware bom Who hath but one Ear, and that ahvays| > nnnneS cher oy ee RE er I Wale ratings, 
out of as 'y YS! of what miſchict they have done; and what they can confer to a 
them all, [ OPC , | tuture huit. See M. Philippo Ludagis Elvch. Demonomagie, lib. 
ſo as they Two-faced Fal/ehood follow in the Rope ; queſt. io. But Remnigins, in the very torm (1b. 1. Des . £22. 
might ay And lead on Murmur, with the Checks deep Qiemedmodum ſolens Hers in villies procuratorsbus, Cum eorum ratvnes 
to her, | hung ; expendine, ſeqnitiem negligentiamque durins caſtegare 3 La Damon, 
Sela renes She Malice, whetting of her forked Tongue ; ) ' 1m fans conneriss, quod rempus exantinendis cuſnſque redus argue aftie- 
ſeelerum roy , — | wabus ipſe conſturunt , ec peſſime habers conſurvin, quis 41 afferuns 
quiequad Male , Impudence » Whole Forehead's | quo ſe nequrores ac flagitirs cumulatiores doceant. Nec cuiquam adee 
poſſedimus | lolt; | 1mpune eff, ft 4 ſuperiore conventu nulla ſe ſcelere novo nx ; 
omnes. Let Impudence lead Slander on, to boaſt | = yp - , = —_ bes oe _ * — = =P hy = 
Nor will " , : ” nu CeaſJe 7 And 1s CON Exccecuigly toiicite Them All, at wc 
it "Sov -— wig x _ ) = be her ſubele _ times, left they ſhould come unprepared. But we apply this exami- 
min, gore » DIAcK-mout xecration , Itand AP- | natio: of ours to the particular uſe ; whereby , allo, we take occa- 
lenced, if ' ply'd ; | fion, not only to expreſs the things (as Vapours, Liquors, Herbs, 
their Se. Draw to thee Bitterneſs , whoſe Pores ſweat Bones, Fleſh, Blood, Fat, and ſuch like, which are call'd Medsa me- 
ries be [ . | gica) = the Res of gathering ems and from what places, _ 
confider- A : p : ciling ( as near as we can ) the practice of Antiquaty to the NeorericX v 
DD She flame-ey'd Rage; Rage, Miſchief. Hag. Here | ,qq making it familiar with our popular Witchcraft. 
the oppo- \ we are all. 
ſition to ; 
all /arewe Dam. (b) Joyn now our Hearts, we faithful HAGS. 
begins out [ Oppoſites | 
of lene- To Fame, and Glory. Let not thele bright p 
That Igne- \ Nights | 
rance be- Of honor blaze, thus to offend our Eyes; | T Have been, all Day; looking after 1, For the 
- Shew our ſel ly Envious, and l-t riſ 4 a a. & re 
gers Suſps our ſelves truly Envious, and 1-t rife A Raven, feeding upon a Quarter ; gathering 
cron (for Our wonted Rages : Do what may beleem And. foon : \h 5 C 1 Beak t the South pieces of 
knowleds Synch Names,and Natures; Vertue elſe will deem pry arr anno mien ont®, deadFleſh, 
is ever Our Þ - * , ag te cem | 1 ſnatcl'd this Morſel our of her Mouth. Cornel. A= 
open, and r Powers decreays'd, and think us baniſh'd | grip. de oc- 
Ccharita- [ Earth, | cule. Philoſoph, hib. 3. cap. 42. and 1:6. 4. cap. wit. obſerves, that the 
= That No leſs than Heaven. All her antique Birth, - _ to call up _ and Speries, with a Fumigation made of that 
uſpicion, Ag Fultice, Faith, ſhe will reſtore ; and and Bones of Carkafles } which I make my Witch, here, not tocut 
Crudeluty, u Juſtice, lloth bpar” Fo e her A f _ her (elf, but to watch the Raven, as L:can's Erichtho, lib, 6, Ex quod- 
as it is a — " b ru ge 9] god. | Eun que jacet nuda tellure cadaver, Ante feras valucreſque ſedet : nes car- 
Vice: for e mu not ct our native Manners, thus,  pere membra Vult ferro manibuſque ſun, morſuſque luporum Expettat 
being a Corrupt with Eaſe. II] lives nor, bur in 1s. | faeces rapture 4 faricibus artus, As if that piece were (weeter which 
Virtue, I hate to ſee theſe Fruits of a ſoft Peace, the Wolf had bitten, or the Raven had _ and more ——— 
and free, And . : - 4 and to do it, at her turning to the Sourb, as With the prediction of 2 
it is opp0- curſe the Piety gyren's ſuch Increaſe. Storm. Which, though they be but minutes in Ceremony, being gb» 
fte to it * ſerv'd, make the act more dark and tull of horror, 
but ſuch as are jealous of themſelves, do cafily credit any thing of 


others whom they hate. Out of this Credulsty fprings Falſboed, which 


begets Murmur : and that of Murmur preſently grows Malrce, whieh 2, 


begets Impudence : and that wy Slander : that Slander, Execra- 
tion : Execration, Bitterneſi: 
Now, for the perſonal Preſentation ot them, the authority in Poeery 


1tterneſi, Fury : and Fury, Miſchief. | Þ Have becn gathering Wolves Hairs, 2. Spume 


The mad Dogs foam, and the Adders Ears; © 


is univerſal. But in the abſolute Claudren, there is a particular and { ,, Þ ; " Lups cri- 
eminent Place, where the Poe not only produceth ſuch Perſons, but The ſpurgings of a dead-man $ Eyes, nes, nodus 
almoft to alike purpoſe, i= Rvf. 1b. 1. where Ales, envious of the | And all ſince the Evenmg Star did riſe. Hyene, 

Times, infernas ad limina tetra ſorores, Concilium deforme vocat, glo- o6uls dr 


merantur in unum Innumere peftes Erebi, quaſcumque ſiniſtro Nox ge- 
nuit forts : nutrix Diſcordia bells, Imperioſs Fames, (eto vicima Sene- 
#us, Impatienſque ſui Morbus, I>worque ſecunds Anxius © ſcrſſe mar- 
rens velamime Lufius, Et Timor, © caco preceps Audacia valtx: with 
many others, fit to diftucb the World, as ours the Night. (6) Here 
again, by way of irritation, I make the Dame purſue the purpoſe of 
their coming, and diſcover their Natures more largely : which had 
been nothing, if not done as doing another thing, but Moratio circe 
vilem patulumg; orbem. Than which, the Poet cannot know a greater 
Vice ; he being that kind of Artificer, to whoſe work is required (© 
much exa&nels, as indifferency is not tolerable. 


comum, Serpents mambrana, A/pidis aures, are all mentioned by the An- 
erens;, in Witchcraft. And Lucan particularly, Lb. 6. Huc quicqusd 
fart gonuit Natur a foniftro Miſcetur, now (puma canum, quibus wnda ty- 
mori ef, Viſcers nou Lync#s, now dure nodus Hiene Defiut, &c. And 
Ovid. Metamorph. lib.7. ceckons up others. But for the purging of 
the Eyes, let us return to Lucan, 11 the fame Book, which Piece ( as 
all the reſt ) is written with an admirable height. Af ub: ſorvantar 


ſaxs, quibus intimus humor Ducteur, & tratta dureſcunt tabs medila - 


Corpora, tune omnes avids deſevit mm artis, Immerſitg; manus ecults 
— g0laros Effodiffe orbes, & ſecs pallida redit Revenans 


Marin, 
3.1ak 


Yy 3 


4 
» " 4H ee reenSge 


| 


LY 


. 
pom HE Rr. 
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345 | Mlaſques. 
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£.13. an1 


ventum, (5 triabus carculys avite eladio cre mer 
Occaſum /peFantes. But we have later Kaditigh, tht the torch 2 Of 
it up is fo tatally dangerous, as the gone Tſis, ant theretwie they 
do it with D 28, which I think but horrow 4 trom 7 ſepbus lis Re- 
port of the Root Bae'as, ib 7 d: B/ Fiidac. Hoo forver it bang 
fo principal an ingredient in th +r M2ick, it was fit ſhe ſhud bolQft 
to bc the Plucker up of it hor ſelf A 4d, that tbe Ceuck did rromm. al- 
Indes to a prime circumſtance m thrir v ork * For thy all confels that 
nothing is ſo croſs, or balefuil to them, in their Nights, as that the 
Cock ſhould crow. berore they have done 
littl: Mafters, or M rremnets, of whom I have mentioned before, uf: 
this form, in diſmitliag thei: Cmventiors Ea. faceſſire pr ope E him 
omnes, nam jam galls canere incipiunt, Which linterpret to be, be- 
cane that Bird is the Mi (ſ per ot Ig It, and t », contrairy to thei, 
acts of darkneſs. See Remip. Demoanolat. lib 1. cap. 4 where he 
quotes that uf Apollonaus, de rmbra Achills , Ph: .oftr, //b 4. cap. 5. 
And Eycb, Ceſarzerſ, wn confutat, contra Hiercc:, 4. de Galliano, 


4. 


4. T have Nd 1 ha*een chooſing out this Scull, 
touched From Charncl Houſes, that were tull ; 
at this be- From private Grots, and publick Pits, 
fore,in my . "_ 

N tenp. Ad frighred a Sexton owt of bis Wits, 


on the tirft, of the u't of gathering Fleſh Bones, and Scull-: to which 
J now bu g that piccs of Hipulents,lab 3 de Ajmi” a0 Of Pang bile lt}, .- 


a 
y® 

3- Pliny Laſt Night, lay all alone 

> —gy$ of Ofhe Ground, to hear the Mandrake grone ; 

dra = And pluckrt him up, though he grew tull low; 

Hiſt. i. 25. And, as | had done, the Ceck did crow. 


of the digoing it up, hath this C:remony, Cavort eff ſſur1 COntrarium 
w.t. prſtia fodurme ad 


Which mikes, that thy | 


w/ que app rat ſolute wiftruxit feralem offoinam, omns geni, dro1me'h 
ignoral i wer lamnis literaty, © mfelcm navyom dine io 


Elary d fletorim, ſepultorum c114am, cadaveriim rx firs 1m. adm 
dim mn-bris, tne mares, © digin, the carnfi clave pendents (1m, 4/14 
Eriicidare um ſervatiu cru, © extorea dentibrigs fer) wm trimca 00's 


66,6, D.jergaque byjta Incolu, @ tumulor expritfia obrimet 11mbris 


Oo 


For this L Nder a Cradle I did creep, 

; whey By Day ; and,when the Child was a flop, 
Bu :bol. de Pri, | De 
Spim4 At Night, | inck'g the Greath ; and rol, = 
Q oft 4 Ad pluck'd the nodding Nurle by tle Noſe, 
$-.; v41, 
ca $3 Mail. Mleker, Tim. 2 where he diſntes at large the transfor» 
main of Witch s to Cits. and their fucking both their Spirits, an 
the loud, call 2 them Serrgcs which Godelman. [:b. de [amins,wouid 
hae a (tralore, & av bis {awd ſſins o ſdem noms, which I the ca 
ther ing ive to, out of Ored's authority, Faft. ib. 6. where the Poe: 
aicn'es, toiheo(ſ. Brrls, the fame almolt that th-lc do to the Witches 
N-dc vo ant, pu ryfque preg nurmcys egentes, E: vittant cm corpora 
rapta j 4; Curpere 4icuntur laftentia miſcers riſtris, Et fienum pore 
«ng.ane 2utrur babent. 


6. 


6. Their Had a Dagger : what did I with that? 
killing of KilPd an Infant, to have his fat. 
Intarsis  þ Pier it got, at a Church ale, 

comm mn, ] Þ.»4 hi hs 1z! ' »hv Til 
buth tor 2d him, again blow Wind "ct? Tail. 


cor? Chon of thei: Oyatment(whereto one ingredient is the fat boiled, 
as I have ſhew+ed bero.e out «+ Paraceiſus ard Porta)as alſo out of a !uft 
to dy muriler, Spronger #8 Mai, Maiefic.tepoits, that a Witch, a Mid- 
wite in the N:oc./e or Bal, contcll d to hive killed above Forty In- 
fants (eve, as they were rw born with pricking them in the Brain 
with . Need: ) which ſhe hall offered to the Dovil., Sre the Story of 
the th:ce Witches in Rm. Daemoriola, (16. cap 3. about the end of the 
Chapter. And M. Phb:ppo Lucwigns E'ico. Qu #it. 8. And, that it is 
no new R te, read the practice ot Camd:a, Epod. Ho: ar. lvb. Ode. 5 and 
Lucan, hb. 6. wh: admirallle Veries I can never be weary to tran- 
ſciibe. N:c ceſſant 4 cede manw, þ fſangmme vw) Eft opw, erumpat 
Jug «lo qui promus apereo. Nec ref gut Cades, ravaem ft ſacra crugrem 
Extaq".c fimeree prſcrine trepidan'na menſe. Valnere ſi ventry, 110n 
qa Nuttra wicabat Extrabitiy paring caludys ponendis m ars ; Et quo- 


ties [13 oprs i(t G5 fortubus wmbry Ipſa facit Manex, Homiwum mar; 
mn an uſu «ſt. 


vr14; Avd tor ſuch places, Licay makes bs Witch to inhabit them, | 9. 


#2 - 


Murderer, yonder, was hung in Chains, 7. The 
The Sun and the Wind had ſhrunk his abuſe of 
1 Veins; dead By 
[ bit off a Sinew; I clipp'd his Hair, Ges in 


| brought oft his Rags, that danc'd th? Air. —_ 


Perphyrio and Pſellus are grave Authors of. The one lib. 4: 
dew ro crultu. The other lib. de Demo, which Apulesis touche! 
iÞ 2, de Aj. aureo. Put Remigins, who deals with later 


— CES een <Pmen nn <a 


—— 


divine Lucan, but bring his Vertes from the ſame Book. 


: 


mem, V1 qiie coactiom Suſt iltt, © nervo mir(11s retinente pepenadu., 


3, 


He Scrich-ow!s Eggs, and the Feathers black, 8. Theſe 
Inc B.ood of the Frog, and the Bone in re Cam- 


[ his back, | << 

| nave been getting ; and made of his Skin only —y 
A Purſer, to K-vp Sir Cranon in. pod. Lb, 

Ote.5. Et 


mea trips ova rare ſanguine, Plumammne noAurne flrigx. And part 
or Medea's Contect ni Ord, Mctamorpb, lib. 7, Seropus infamey, op» 
us £m carmbius, a's Thi. of the Skin ( to make a Parſe for her 


| F.y) Was meant ridiculous, to mock the keeping of their Famlrars, 
| 


Doyonne' mm Aconitium, are the common venefc.t/ Ingredients remems 
red by Par ac” fur, Porta, Agrippa, and of hots 4 which 1 m ke her to 

nave x ther, as ab wit a Cattle, Church, or ſome vaſt Building 
kept by Dogs) among Ruins, and wild Heaps, 


IO, 
[ From the Jaws of a Gardiner's Bitch, to. Ofa 
Did ſnatCa theſe Bones, and then leap'd the © 2 
i l 5 a C - Þ r e ts June 


: [ Ditch ; cany, Ho 
Yet went I back to the Houſe again, race gives 
Canidiain 


RulPd the black Cat, and here's the Brain. 
the place 


before quoted, Which jejwme , I rather change to Gard'ners, as 
imagining ſach Perſons to keep M:ſtiff; tor the defence of their 
Grounds, whither this Hag might go allo for Simple : where, meet- 
ing with the Bones, and not content with them, the would yet do a 
(Jomeſtick hurt, in getting the Cat's Brains: which is ar:other ſpe- 
cial Ligredeent 3 and of fo much more effi-acy, by how much blacker 
the Cat is, if you will credit Agr. de ſuffurbus, 


ITT. 
| Went to the Toad breeds under the Wall, I _—_ 
I charnid him out, and he came at my call ; > pn ; 
[ ſcratch'd out the Eyes of the Owl before, confeiTions 


| rore the Bat's Wing ; what would you have of Wit- 


[ more 2» ches, and 
or teſtimony 
of Writers, are of principal uſe in their Witchcraft. The Toad men- 


tond in Targ. Geo. lib. 1 Iventuſq; cans Bufse. Which by Pliny is cal- 
le! Rubers, Nat. Hiſt | 32. c. 5. and there celebrated for the force in 
Mazrh, Fuvenal toucheth at it twice, within my memory, Saiy.1 + 
io 6. And of the Owl's eyes, fee Corn. Agrs. de oecule. Phulofſ. lt. c.15. 
As of the Bat's Blood, and Wings there: and in the 25. Chap. with 


Bape. Porta. {.2, 625, 
12. DAME. 


Cratt, both 
jacrrf, 
In 00, 
b| 

. ; | erions, 
44 out of their own M uths, Demonel. bib. 2. cap 3. afficm; Hey 
_ | a ; 

& nt: e .co114 malefics h»m; mbus mors eff facere, preſertim ſi cujuy 
/{ ppiicun affefts cadaver ex:mplo datum oft, © in crucem ſublatum 
Nam non fol. made ſortriegris fiits materiam mutuantir : Sed 65 & 
ri carrificine inſtruments, refte, vinculry, palo, ferraments. Siqadem 
IT TH8: Oran 0/8110 mneſſc ad Nicantatuonics MmIgicas vim quandan 
Ip reflacem, And to this place, 1 dare nct, out of religion to the 
» Laqueum, 
| n0doſque nocentews Ore [0 1 put, pendent: a corpora carp/it, Ab» rfirque 
| Cruces, perefſ 1que viſcera nimby Viifir, S inc:ttas adrmſſo ſole med. 
{ ls. If rtum me ibis cha bem 112ramque per arts Stllantys tabs [4 


N11 ha%een plucking (Plants among ) 9+ Cients, 

Hu mlock, Herbane, Adders-torgue, HYoe 
Nipht-(hide, Moon-wort, Libbards-bane ; Moencloff 
Ad ewile, by the Dogs, was like to be tune, Solan | 
Mu tagm, 


PELMPM oo RB Re ow ij yy 1.vq7 % 'T *® * } 


Maſques. 


I 2, 


D A M_ E. 


12. After Es, I have brought (to help our vows) 
rw ag Horned Poppy, Cypreſs boughs, 
bours, and ThE Fig-tree Will, that grows on Tombs, 
plenty of And Juicz, that from the Larch tree Comes, 
Materials The Baſi/ick*s Blood, and the Viper's Skin : 

( as theY And, now, our Orgtes let's begin. 

wmagine 


I make the Dame not only to add more, but ſtranger, and out of ther 
means to get (except the firit Papaver corrmmrtum, which I have 
touch'd at in the ConteEtion ) as Sepulchris caprificos er:itas, © cu- 
reſſes funebrem, as Horace calls them, where he arms Cantdia, Epod. 
ib. Ode 5. Then Agaricum Larics, of which, ſee Porta. {:b.2.d? Nat. 
Mags. againſt Play. Ani Baf!r/cr, quem 5 Sa urns fa g 44nem v9- 
care venefics. tantaſq ie mir's babere ferum'. Cor. Agrip. de occur. Pbi- 
bef. |. 1. £42. With the Viper, remembred by Lucan. lib. 6. and the 
Skins of Serpents, Innataqe rubrs /E 70 rabus cuſf os pretinſe vipera 
conche, Ant viventss adbiuc Lybice membrana ceraſtse. Avd Ovid, (:b. 
9, Nec defiut wii Squames Cimpbcs ten'ts membrana chelrdri. 


Here, the Dame put her ſelf in the midſt of thera, and began 
ber following Invocation ; wherein he took occaſion, to boaſt 
all the power attributed to Wiches by the Ancients; of which, 
every Poet ( or the moſt ) do give ſome : Homer to CirCe, m 
the Odvil. Theocritus ro Simatha, » Pharmaceurria ; Vir- 
gil co Alpheſiborus, m bs. Ovid to Diplas, m Amor. to 
Medea and Circe, m Mctamorpi. Tibullus 77 Saga ; Ho- 
race ts Canidia, Sagana, V-ia, Folia; Scneca to Medea, 
and the Nurſe, m H-rc. OErtc. Petr. Arbiter ; to bis Saga, in 
Frag. an4 Claudian to Megzra, lib. 1.1n Ruhnum ; who 
takes the habit of a Witch, as theſe do, and (upplies that Hiito 
tical Part m the Poem, beſide ber moral Perjon of @ Fury : 
confirming the ſame drift, im ours, 


(a) Theſe Ou (a) Fiends and Furies ( if yet any be 
Jnvoca® Worle than our ſelves) you that have 
2 wan = 
with Theſe (b) Knots untied ; and ſhrink, when we 
them , | have Charm 
whereof You, that (toarm us) have your ſelves (il 
_ m_ | Arm 
_ in And toour Powers,reſign'd yourWlips & Brands 
Ovid. Mis When we went forth, the ſcourge of Mon and 
tam, (1b.7. | Lands, 
wm S$en., You that have ſeen me ride, when Hecate 
ys Med. Durſt not take Chariot : when the boiitrous Sea, 
Lc. lib. . go | 
6. which Without a breath of Wind, hath knocke the Sky ; 
of all is And that hath thundred,Jove not knowing why: | 
the bu> When we have ſet the Elements at wars, | 
deft and Made Midnight ſce the Sun, and Day the Stars; 
-77 4 _ When the wing'd Lightning, in the courte, hath 
ginning, i itaid ; 
Eumens- And (wifteſt Rivers have run back, afraid, 
des, Stygi- To ſee the Corn remove, the groves to range, | 
oy "e- Whole Places alter, and the Seaſons change, 
pn When the pale Moon, at the firſt Voice down fell 
| : | | 
tum, &c. Poylor'd, and durſt not ſtay the ſecond Spell. 
(b) The You, that have oft been conſcious ot theſe 
untying [ Sights; 
a their. And thou (c) three formed Star, that, on thelc 
nots 1s, bo Se 
when { Nights 
they are Art only powerful, ro whoſe triple Name 
going to Thus we incline, once, twice, and thrice the [ame ; 
nee If now with Ries prophane, and foul enough, 
= <: We do invoke thee; darken all this Root, 


as $agane is preſented by Horace. Expedita, per tetam dom'im $par- 
gens Avernales aqias, Horret caprils us marnis aſpers Echinus, att 
errens Aper. (c) Hecare, who is ealled T' 1914, and Traformu,of whom 
Virgil. AEncrd. lib. 4. Tergeminam jne Hecatem, tris virgons 078 Dia- 
ne, She was believ'd to govern in witchcraft ; and is temembred ii 
all their Invocations : See Theoe, uw Pharmaceut. aig "Exgre duc 
7m, © Medes in Senec. Mens vocata {acrys notium fidu veni, Peſſi- 


mos induta vuitus : Fronte non 1ma mmagx, And Ericht, in Luc. Prrſe- 


pome, noftireque Heears pars ultima, &e. 


OO — - 


With preſent Fogs. Exhale Earihs rovnett Vapors. 

And itrike a Blindneſs through thele bluzing 
{ Tapers. 

| Come, let a murmuring Charm refourd, 

| The whilit we (4) bury all, Pc? Ground. 


(4) This 
| But firſt,ſee every (e) Foot be bare ; Rite -f 
And every Knee. Hag. Yes, Dame, they are. - yg 
nc Vas 


| terials. is often confeſt in Remng. and defcrib'd amply in Hr.$4.8, 
| lib. Ueque Lips barbam warie cum devite colubr e rib de der t from 
| ters, &c. (e) The Ceremony alfo, of barivg ther feet, is expreticd 
; by Owid. Mer amorpb. lib. 7, as of their hair. Epredunr tettis totes 
| induta recn.thas, Nicda pedem, nudes humerts infuſe capilios. ard Hem 
| rac. ibid, Pedibus nudy paſſ que capilly. And Serec. m Tragad. Md. 
| Tibi more Gents, winiculo ſolvens comam Secrets nuda nemora l1jiravs 


| pede, 
4 CHARM. 


| 


Eep, (f ) O deep, we lay thee to ſleep; (f ) Here 
We leave thee Drink by,if thou charce to they 
[ bc dry ; ſpcak , 
| Both Milk and Blood, the Dew, and the Flood. if 
| We breathe in thy Bed,at the foot and the head ; —_— 
We cover thee warm, that thou take no harm : crrating 
And when thou doit wake, lome new 
Dame Earth ſhall quake, teatuce, 
And the Houſes ſhake, = the 
And her Belly ſhall ake, ” wha 
As her Back were brake, them to 
Such a Birth co make, be able to 
As is the blue Drake: _ often, 
Whoſe form thou ſhalt take. = Brew 
cing of words, ard pouring on: of liquors, on the earth. Hear what 


Agrippa lays, Ds occut. Phil, (th. 4. near the end. In evocatuombus nene 
rari.m frm. gamw cum ſargume recents, cum offibus mortuorum 0 car« 
ne, 01m 008, lofte m. [le, oleo, © fimalibus, q1ie apcum medsiom tabuunt 
ammibwu, ad [unmenda corpora 3 and a little betore, Namqgre ans« 
me cognity medi, per que quondam corporibus fun conyiung b ntur, 
per families vapores , lugnores , mdoreſprie facile alkerin'ty, Which 
Duct; we he had from Apr eas, without all doubt, or queſtion, wha 
n /ib, 3, de Aſma", | uw liheth the Gme, Trne dreams ooh pirantie 
bus fbris (lirat warte latice xs mune rore fortane, Wine latte VACING, 
1me well montane, libat & mils, Ste alloy capuiles I MANO HEXE 
wbditor, at tur modates, CWmm mnt od vabus dat vVityn carbombus EPI 
di, Tine protinus mexprighabils Magic Diſcipune poteſtate f cata 
Mmmm Cad rim Vie entid, la corpora queorim Pumnaban {t- 1deomtes 
« pull, ſpiritum mniituantur bumanum © jentrint, & audiint, if ame. 
bulant, Fe qua nadir ſrarum diccbat extorarum ven; wit. All which 
are merr Arts of Satan, when either himfelt will delude them with a 
fal e tm or troubling a dead body, makes them imagine the'e vas 
; vities the means : as in the ridiculous circumftances that tollow, he 


duth daily. 
D 4 M E. 


Ever a Star yet ſhot? 
Where be the Aſhes? Hag. Here th? Pot. 
Dam. (g) Caſt them up ; and the Flint-ſtone 


b) Thi 
Over the left Shoulder-bone : he wy 
Into the Weſt, Hag. lt will be beſt. of aſhes, 
and fand, 


with the flint-ſtone, croſs ſticks, and burying of Sage, &c. are all 
us'd (and believ'd by them) to the raifing of ſtorm, and tempeſt. 
See Remig. lib. 1. Demon. cap. 25. Nider. Formicari. cap. 4. Bodin. 
Demon. lib. 2. cap. 8. And hear Codelman. lib. 2. c1p.6. Nam qan- 
do Demon grandines ciends | facit Des, tum M ileficas in- 
ſtrat, ut quandoque filsces poſt tergum mn occidentem verſus projiciant, 
a1 1ando ut arenam Afue torrents, 1m agrem conmiciant, plerumque 
ſcopas im aquiam mtimgant, calumque verſus ſpargant, vel fiſuli fac3 
S 19 20 wifiiſo, vel aqwd digitum moveant : ſubinde wm oll.i parcorim ploy 
bulliant, nonnunquam trabes vel ligna in rips tranſoerse cullocent , 5 
alia 14 genus deliraments efficiaxe. And when they ſ-e the ſucceſs, 
they are more confirm'd, as if the Event followed their working. The 
like illugon is of their phantafie, in failing in egg-ſhells,creeping tho- 
row augur-holes, and fuch like, lo vulgar in their Contefſions. 


5 CHARM. 


He Sticks are a-croſs, there can be no loſs, 
The Sage is rotten, the Sulphur is gotten 
Up to the Sky, that was Yth* ground. 
Follow it then, with our Rattles, round ; 


Under 


—— 
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Under the Bramble, over the Brier, 

A lictle more heat will ſer it on Fire ; 
Put it in mind, todo it kind, 

Flow Watcr and blow Wind. 

Rauncy is over, Robble is under, 

A flaſh of Light, and a clap of Thunder, 
A ſtorm of Rain, another of Hail. 

We all muſt home, 'the Egg-ſhell ail ;. 
The Maſt is made of a great Pin, 

The takle of Cobweb, the ail as thin, 
And if we go through and not fall in 


D A M E. 
(«) This @,Q ly. All our Charms do nothing win 
—_ Upon the Night; our labour dies! 
tion ſhew- Our Magick-feature will not riſe ; 
ed the Nor yet the ſtorm: We mult repeat 
better, by More direful voiccs far, and beat 
cauing The ground with Vipers, till it ſweat. 
that gene- 


ral filence, Which made all the following Noiſes, enforeed in the next 
Charm, more direful, firſt imitating that of Lucan, Myiratur Erich- 
tho Has fats licuufſe moras ; wataque morts Verberat ummorum vivo 
—_— eadover, and then their barking, howling, hifſing, and con- 
fuhon of noiſe expreſſed by the fame Author, in the ſame perſon. Tunc 
vox Letbeos cunts pollentror herbu Excantare deos, confodut murmura 
promum. Diſſona & hmang multiim d:/eordia lingiue. Latratus ba- 


bet ulla canum , gemituſque, luporum , Qz10d trepidus bubo quod firix 
nofturna queruntur Qued 


Exprimit & planitus illsſe cauttbis unde, Syvarumgqnie ſonum, frafte- 


que tomitrus miubis. Tot rerum vox una fuit. See Reyuo. too, Deme« | 


wolar, lib, 1. cap. 19. 


6CHARD\ 


Ark Dogs, Wolves how], 
Seas roar, Woods roul, 
Clouds crack, all be black, 
But the light our Charms do make, 


D A ME. 


OT yet? mv Rage begins to ſwell ; 
Darkneſs, Devils, Nig/t, and Hell, 
Do not thus delay my Spell. 
I call you once,andi call you twice ; 
I bear you again, it you ltay my thrice: 
Thorough theſe Cranies where l peep, 


.. Ple (6) let inthe light to ſee your ſleep. 
h d 
6h of Ard all the Secrets of your ſway 


their Shall hc as open to the Day, 


common Ag unto me. Still are you deaf ? 

"th Reach me a Bongh, {c) that ne*re bare leaf, 
their Ma- To ſtrike the ar, and (4) Aconne, 

gick re- To hurl npon this glaring light ; 

ceives the A (e) rulty Knife, to wound mine Arm; 

_ ſtop. And, as it drops, Ple ſpeak a Charm, 

. » - mp Shall cleave the ground, as low as lies 


gain, 6:4, Od ſhrunk-up Chaos, and lct riſe, 

ab: peſſi- © Once more, his dark, and rec king head, 
me munds; To ſtrike the World, and Natare dead, 
Arbieer Until my Magick birth bc bred, 


mmmittam 
rupts Titana caverns, Et ſ1bito forveve die, And a little before to 
Proſerpina. Eloquar immenſo terre ſub pondere que te contmeant Eu- 
wes dapes, &&c, (c) That withered itraight, as it ſhot out, which is 
called Remns feraly by fome, and riffs, by Senec, Ti ag. Med, (d) A 
deadly poyſonous herb, trigned by Ovid, Meta. lib, 7, to (pring out 
of Cerborus's foam, Pliny gives it another beginning of name, Nat. 
IHhft. lib, 27, C4}. 3, Najcrur in mudhy Cautibuy, 0/144 460d wvocant, 
inde «conitiom digeremtlo jrixed ne pulvers quidem nutrients How- 
loever the Juice of it is like that liquor which the Devil gives Witches 
ts (pinkle abroad, and do hurt, w the oplilon of all the Magich 
Miſters, (c) A rvity Knife Trather give her, than any other, as fit- 
teſt tor t4ch a devil:th Ceremony, which Seneca might mean by ſacro 
eu Wn the Tragedy, where he arms Medea,to the like Roee, (for any 


thing 1know | 116 nd cto pefteore Mana, ſecre feriam Brachia cul» 
tis + Minit niſtey ſinging ad ardt, 


: Maſq ues. 


ſtrident ululantque fere, quod fibilat angurs, | 


| to back, and hip to bip, their hands joined, and ma- 


—— 


7 CHARM. 


Lack go in, and blacker come aut ; 
At thy going down, we give thee a ſhout. 


(f) Hoo , J Theſe 
. . [ vut , 
At thy riſing again, thou ſhalt have two, —_— 
And if thou doſt what we would have thee dn, allo the 
Thou ſhalt have three, thou ſhale have four, voice Hy. 
Thou ſhalt have ten, thou ſhalt have a ſcore Har. are 
very par- 
Hoo. Har. Har. Hoo ! ticular 


with 

them, by the teſtimony of Budin Remig. Delrio, and M. Poil. Ludgsi.. 
gue. E/ach. who out of them reports it, thus. Tora errha colluvieſque 
peſſima feſcenminos in bonorem Demonum cantat objcenſſimos: Hes 
cane Har. Har. Ita, Drabolo, Drabole, falta buc, falta inc; Altera, 
lude bic, lude «lhic 3 Alia, Sabaath, Sabaath, &c. Imo clamoribus, [ibs 
ls, ululatibws, popyſmu firit, ac debacchatur : pulverabus, vel venong 4. 
cepeys que bomunabus pecridsbuſque ſpargant. \ 


8 CH A RM. 


A Cloud of Pitch, a Spur, and a Switch, 
To haſte him away, and a Whirlwind play, 
Before, and after, which thunder for laughter, 
And itorms for joy, of the roaring Boy ; 

. His head of a Drake, his tail of a Snake. 

| 


9 CH ARM. 
| 


| Bout, about, and abour, 
| Till the Miſt ariſe, and the Lights flie our, 
| The Images neither be ſeen, nor felt ; ; 
The Woollen burn, and the Waxen melt; 
Sprinkle your Liquors upon the ground, 
And into the Air; around, around. 

Around, around, 

Around, around, 


(g) Till a Muſick ſound, 


/Nor do 
And the pafe be found, / want 
To which we may dance, muſich, 
And our Charms advancc. and in 


{trange 
manner given them by the Devil, if we credit their Confeflions - Re- 
mi. Dem. bb. 1.cap. 19, Such as the Swb-nean Quires were, which 
Atheneus remembers out of Clearchus, Despmo. lob. 15. where every 
one ſung what he would, without hearkning to his Fellow ; like the 
noiſe of divers Oars, falling in the water. But be patient of Remuging 
Relation. Miri mods ilic m1ſcentur, ac turbantur ommia nec ulli ora- 
trone ſatu expromi queat, quam ſtrepant ſonu mcondity , abſurds, a 
diſcrepantibus, Camit hic Damen ad tibiam, vel veriiis ad contri, aud 
baculum aliqued, quod fort? bumnn repert!om, buccam ceu tibram adme- 
vet, Ille pro tyra equi ca\variam pulſat, ac digitzs concrepat. Alou 
fuſte vel clavi grawere quereum tude unde exanditiry ſonur,ac boatus 
veluts tympanorum vebement its pulſatorum. Witereinunt rancide , 5 
compoſito ad litus morem clangore De , 1pſumque calum fragoſe 
aridaque voce fervunt. 


T which, with a ſtrange, and ſudden Muſick 


they fell imo a (b) magical Dance, full of (b) The 
manner 
allo of 
their dan- 
cing is 
confelt in 
Boda. lib. 
2. cap. 4. 
And Re- 
mag. l1b.1. 
cap. 17, 
and 18, 
The ſum 
of which M. Phil. Lud, Elich, relates thus, in his Damonem Lueſt, 10, 
Tripudin imnterdum inverſune facre liberd & aperti , incerdium obdutt4 
larva, lites, conce, remilo, pepio, vel alvo velammne, ain farrinaris 
excerniculs (wvelned. And & Nttle after. Ons ns ran 4bſurds/- 
fimo (9 ab omni comſurtudine bominum alvwnſſims, dorſis mvcem obvere 
fir, @ in orbomn printhu manta, [altando crcumenm perinds (ia jathen' 
41 Capits, id qui «/lro Hraminy, Ima 14 adds out ot the Contet- 
fion of Sybilla Morelia, Gyrum ſompor 14 /&vam progredi, Which Pliny 
obſerves \n the Priefts of Cyb/ſe. Nut, Hit, ob, 28. cap, 2. and to be 
Bod adds, that they uſe brooms in their 


prepoſterous change, and geſticulation, but moſt app!y- 
mp to their Property . who at their meetings, do all 
things contrary to the cuſlom of Men, dancing back 


king their circles backward, to the left hand , with 
ſtrange phantaſtick motions of their beads, and bo- 
dies, All which were excellemly imuated by the ma- 
ker of the Dance, M. Hierome Herne, whoſe right 
it u« here to be named, 


done with great Religion, 


hands, with which we armed our Witches 4 and here we leave them. 
I 


EO ——_ + — 


1 1 { ' Wl "+ 


Wherein they fit, it being the loYramgn place 
N the Lat of their [Dance, on the ſudd WH, 21.4 heard a | Ot all ehat Palace, ard referv'd to KIance 
vwnd of lowd Muſick, as if man) '»/lruments had made one | the wor teNMOueen:Thek M iHhout envy* on log 
blaſt ; with which not only the 48 them/eſyes, but the HIcMI, | In lite, detir'l wha honour to Conte r, ; 


into which they ryan, quite vaniſhed, and t/ whole face of the 
Scunc altered, ſcarce juſf ering He memory of jucey & thing * Fi 
in the place of it, appeared a gloricrr, and magnificent Building, 
figuring the Houle of Fm, im the top of which, were diſco 


Wing, with their death, no other ſhoukd enjoy, 
She this embracing with a v. rttuonus joy, | 
Far from fcit-love, as humbling all her worth, 
[0 him that gave it, hath again brovght fort! 


vored the twelwye Matq 'ors, [Hitmg Whom 4 Thyone tritmphat, Thi Ir Mames to memory ; 41d meat this mph, 
. . , > _ , . , - 3 
emitted m form of aPyramid, and circled with all ffore of | To make them once more vitible to lice x 


lyght. From whom a Per(on, by this time de/cended, in the fur- | 


wire of Perſeus, and expreſſing heroique, and maſculine Ver- 


rue, began to ſpeak. 
TIFROICK VERT7TE. 


light, 
O ſhould, at Fame's loud ſound, and Vertue's 


And to that hight,from wherce her truch of ſpirit 
| Contetleth all the luttre of her merit. 

To you, moſt Roval, and moſt Happy Kiy, 

Ot whom, Fame*s honle,in every part,dotl; ring 
For every vertue ; but can give no increaſe: 

Not, though her loudeſt Trumpet blaze your 


All dark,and envious Witchcrafe tlie the hghr. 


(a) The I (a) did not borrow Hermes Wings, nor asK 
_— His crooked Sword, nor put on Pluto's Cask, 
expreis 


2 brave and maſculine Vertue in three Figures ( of Hercules, Perſens, 
and Belleropbon, ) Of which we chuſe that of Perſew, armed as we 
have deſcribed him, out of Hefiod. Scuro Here, See Apolledor. the 
Grammarian, lib. 2, de Perſeo. 
Nor on mine arm, advanc*d wiſe Pallzs ſhield, | 
( By which, my Face aversd, in open tield 
I flew the Gorgon ) for an empty Nare : 
When Virtue cut oft Terror, he gate Fame. 
And, if when Fame was gotten, Terror dy 4c, 
What black Erymwu, or more helliſh pride, 
Durſt arm theſe Haggs, now ſhe is grown, and 
|_ great, 
To think they could her glories once defeat ? 
I was her Parent, and lam her ſtrength. 
Heroique Virtue (inks not under length 


To you,that cheriſh every great exam?!e | Pearce. 
Contracted in your tclf; and being to ample 

A field of honour, cannor but embrace 

A Spectacle, to full of love, and grace 

Unto vour Cot: where every Princely Dame 
Contends to be as bountcous of licr fame 


{ lo others, as her life was gond to her. 


For, by their lives, they only did confer 
Good on themſelves; bur,by their fame,to vours, 
And every Age, the benefit endures. 


| Here, the Throze herein they ate, being Machina verſati- 
lis, /uddenl!y chang'd ; and m the place of at appear'd Fama 
bona, as ſhe x dejcribd ( im Iconnle'g. dh Carfare Ripa ) at- 
td m white, with white WITS, Pawmyg a collar of gold about 
hey neck, and a heart hang mg a: it : which Orus Apollo, in bis 
Hierog!. mterprets the note of a good Fame. In her right hand, 
[he bore a Irimpet, in ber lett an vive branch : find 

for ber ſtate, it was, as (b) Virgil deſcribes her, at 4Eneid. 


Of years, or ages; bur is ſtill the ſame, 

While he preſerves, as when he got good Fame. 

My Daughter,then,whoſe glorious houſe you ſee | 

Built of all founding braſs, whoic Columns be 

Men-making Poets, and thote well made Men, 

Whoſe ſtrife it was, to have the happieſt Pen 

Renown them to an after-lif-, and not 

With pride, to ſcorn the Myu/c, and die forgot ; 

She, that enquireth into all the World, 

And hath, about her vaulted Palace, hoorPd 

All Rumors and Reports, or true, or vain, 

What utmoſt Lands, or deepeſt Seas contain ; 

(But only hangs great actions, on her file ) 

She, to this letler World, and greateſt Iſle, 

To night ſounds Herowr, which ſhe wry have | 
{een 

In yond* bright Bevie, each of them a Queen. 

Eleven of them are of times, long gone. 

Pentbeſilea, the brave Amazon, 

Swift-foot Camilla, Queen of Vol/cia, 

Victorious Thomyrs of Scythia, 

Chaſte Artemi/ta, the Carian Dame, 

And fair-hair'd Beromce, «tg yp!'s tame, 

Hypſicrates, glory of Aſia, 

Candace, pride of __— 

The Britain honour, Voadicea, 

The vertuous Palmyrene, Z.enobia, 

The wiſe, and warlike Goth, Amalaſunta, 

And bold Valaſca, of Boberna; 

Theſe,in their lives,as fortunes,crownd the choice 

Of Woman- kind, and *gainſt all oppoſite voice 

Made good to tie, had, after death, the clame 

To live eterniz'd in the houſe of Fame, 

Where hourly hearing (as, what there is old ? ) 

The glories of Rel ama fo well told, 

Queen of the Ocean ; How, that ſhe alone 

Polleſt all vertues, for which one by one 

They were (o ſfam'd ; And wanting then a head 


—_— — — a <— 


| Their ftares can ask. 
In mine own Charrs ler ther, crowned, ride ; 


tbe full, ber feet on the ground, and her head in the 

clouds. She, after the Muſick had done, which waited on the 
frrnmg of the Machine, calPÞd from thence, to Vertue, and 
/pake this followmg Speech. 


FAME. 
Ertue, my Favhcr, and my Honour ; thou 


That mad'it me gond,as great ; and dar'it avow 
No Fame, for thine, but what is perfe@t : Aid, 


| Tonight, the eriumphs of thy white-wing'd Maid. 


[Do thoſe renowned Queens all utmoſt Rites 
This is a night of nights. 


And mine own Berds, and Bea/?s in geers apply'd 
To craw them forth. Unto che firlt Carr tye 
Far-hghted Eagles, to: note Fame”s ſharp eze. 
Lnto the fecond, Griffon, thar defign 

Swiftne(s ard [{rength, two other gifts of mine. 
LUnco the lait, our Lye, that imply 

I he top of graces, State, and Majeſty. 

And let thoſe Hags be led as Caprives, bound 
Betore their wheels, whiPit I my Trumpet found. 


T which, the loud Mutick ſounded, as before ; to give 
the Aa quers time of defcending. And here, we 
cannot bur take the opportumtcy, to make ſome more pal» 
eicular deſcription of their Scene, as alſo of the Perſons 
chey pretented ; which, chough they were diſpoſed rather 
by Chance, than E'*({;on, yet it is my part to jultifie them 
all : And then, the Lady that will own her Pretentation, 
may, 

To follow, therefore, the Rule of Chronology, which I 
have obſerv'd in my Verſe, the moſt upward in time was 
Pentbeſitea, She was Queen of the Amazon, and ficcecded 
Ovytera, or (as fore will ) Oriya; (he lived, and was 
preſent, at the War of Troy on their part,againi(t the Greeks, 
and ( as fuſtin gives her teſtimony ) Inter fortiſſumos wiror, 


To form ehat (weer, and gracious Pyramede 


magne ej virtntle documents evtitere She is nowhere na- 
me, 


— 0 — —  —_— LO — 
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_ Maſques. 
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mczd, but with the Preface of Honour, and Vertue ; and | by the ſucceſs ) the afterward perform'd. But, ber Father 
is always advanced in the head of the wor-| miſling it, and therewith diſplea&d, Conen, a Mathematician, 


— —__ 


(a) Hiſt. thieſt Women. (a) Diodorzs Siculus makes her} who was then in houſhold with Prolerry, and knew well tg 
hib. 2. the daughter of Mars. She was honour'd in| flatter him, perſuaded the King that it was ta*ne up to Hea. 
her death to have it the alt of Achilles. Of which | ven, and made a Conſtellation ; ſhewing him thoſe ſeven 
{/) Lib. 3. (b) Prope Y[ 8145 lings chiis triumph to her beauty. | Stars, ad caudam Leems, which are lince called Coma Beron;. 
E 2. 10. han Which Story, then preſently cclebrated by Callima. 
Aurea cut prſtquam nudavit caſſida frontem, chas, in a moſt elegant Poem, Catulzzs more elegantly Con. 
Viet wictorem candida forma vium. verred ; wherein they call her tbe Magnanimore, 
even from a Virgin : alluding ( as (z; Hyginrus (+) Aftro- 
Next, follows Camilla, Queen of the Volſcians, | ſays ) toa Reicue ſhe made of her Father in his 9. {bz 
(c)Encid. celebrated by (c) V:rg:ii, than whole Verſes no- | flight, and reitoring the courage and honour of n Leo. 
bb.7. thing can be imagin'd more exquiſite, or more | his Army, even to a Victory. Their words 
honouring the perſon they deſcribe. They arc | are, 
theſe, where he reckons up thote, that came on Twrnrrs his 
part, againit c/A£neas. (k) Cogniram a parva virgine magnanimam. ( k )Catul, 
e C 
Hos ſuper adryenit Vilſca de gente Camilla, Sm 


Agmen agens equitum, © florentets ave catervas, | 
Bellatrex. Non illa colo, calathiſve Mmerye 
Femixeas aſſwtta manus, ſed prelia wirgo 
Dura pati, curſuque pedum pravertere ventos. 
Illa wel miatte ſegetis per /umma wilaret 


The ſixth, that famous Wife of Mubridates,and ©uren of 
Pontrs, Hypſicratea, no leſs an Example of Vertue than the 
reſt ; who ſo loved her Husband, as ſhe was aſſiſtant to 
him in all labours, and hazard ot the War, in a 


Gramina, nec tener.zs cur/u laſilſet ariſtas : | maſculine habir. For which cauie ( as (1) YVa- (D mn 
Vel mare per medium, fluttu ju pen/a tuments, lerizrs Maximus obſerves ) ſhe departed with a = whe 
Ferre: iter, celereis nec tmgeret e£quore plantas, | Chief ornament of her beariry, Tonſis enum ca- jug. 


| pillis, equo ſe Cf armis aſſuefectt, quo facilius labo- 
And afterward tells her Attire, and Arms, with the admi- ribus © prriculss ejues mtere/ſct, And, afterward, in his fliplc 
ration, that the Spe#ators had of her. All which if the | from Pompey, accompanied his misfortune, with a mind, 
Poet created out of himſelf, withour Nature, he did but | and body equally urwearied. She is ſolemnly repiltred, 
ſhew, how much o divine a Soul could exceed her. by that grave Awthor, as a notable Preſident of Marriage 
The third liv\d in the age of Cyr, the great Perſian | Loyalty, and Love ; Verrnes, thar might raiſe a mean Per. 
Monarch ; and made him leave to live, Thomyric, Queen | fon ro equality with a Leen ; but a Lucen to the State,and 
of the Seythiovs, or Maſſagets, A Hereine of a molt invin- honour of a Dey, 
cible, and unbroken fortitude, Who, when Cyror had in Th1 teventh, that Renown of Ethiopia, Candace : from 
vauied her, and taking her only Son (rather by [reachery ' Whoſe excellency, the ſucceeding Lurens Of that Nation 
than War, as ſh» objected ) had flain him ; not touch'd | Were ambitious to be called ſo, A Woman of a moſt 
with the grief of {© great a loſs, in the juſter comfore (he | 14 yliy (pirit againſt Enemies, and a ſingular afteCtion 
took of a great revenge, purſued not only the occalion,| to her Subjects, I find her celebrated by 
and honour of conquering fo potent an Enemy, With' (9) Dicn, and (n) Pliny, invading Egype in the 
whom fell two hundrev thouſand Soldiers: but (what was | time of Auguſtus; whogthough ſhe were enforc'd 
rig't memorable in her Victory ) left not a Mellenger | to a Peic - by his Lieutenant Petronize, doth not 
ſurviving, of his fide to report the Mallacre. | the leis worthily hold her place here ; when, 
She is r:zmembred both by (4) He:roditres and | everywhere, this Elogy remains of her Fame: 
(e) Juſtm, to the great renown, and glory of | That ſhe was Maxim animi mulier, tartique in ſus meriti, ut 
ber kind : with this Elog y. Qu. d potemtijumo Per- onnes demceps eAthipum Regina ejus nomine fuerint appe!- 


(m) Hiſt, 
Rom l.5 4. 
(n( Nat- 
Heiſt. 4b.6, 


cap. 29. 
(d) In Clo. 4 


(e) Epr. 
lib. =4 


ſarum Monarch bello congreſſa eſt, 1p/umque & wita 
caſtris ſpoliazit, ad juſte ulciſcendam filu ejus mdign!/umam 
mortem. 
The fourth was honour'd to life in time of Xerxes, and 
preſent at his great Expedition into Greece z Ar 
(f) In temiſia, the Queen of Caria : whole vertue ( f ) 
Pelmn. Herodotes, not Without ſomc wonder, records. | 


That, a Woman, a Queen, without a Husbard, | mony ; 
her Son a ward, and ſhe adminittring the Government, oc- | cer. 


calion'd by no neceſſity, bur a meer excellence of ſpirit, 
ſhould embark her ſelf for ſuch a War; and there, ſo to 
| behave her, as Xerxes beholding her tight,ſhould 


late She govern'd in Meree. 

The eighth, our own honour, Voadicea, or Boodices ; By 
ſome Bunduice, and Bunducs : Fucm of the Icem. A people, 
that inbabi.- d that part of our J{and, which was called 
Eaft- Anglia, and comprehended Suffolk, Norfolk, Cambridge, 
and Hurtimgton-(hires. Since ſhe was born here at home, 
we will firit honour her with a home-born teſti- 
from the grave and diligent (o) Spen- (9 ) Rus 


mes of 
rome. 


| 


Bunduca Britoneſs. 


(s) Herod 
InT rams 
(bh) Val. 

Mix. , 


4. cap. 6, 
and A. 
Gel.1b 16. 
cap. 18. 


ſay : (g) Vii quidem extiterunt mihi famine, fami. 
ne autem Viri. She is no lets renowned for her 
Chaſtity, and love to her Husband, Mauſo!zs,(h) 
whole bones (after he was dead) ſhe preſerv'd 
in aſhes, and drunk in Wine, making her ſelf his 
Tomb; ard y«t, built to his memory, a Monu- 
mew, deſerving a place among the Seven Wn 
ders of the World, which could not be done by 
leſs than a wonder of Women. 


Bunduca, that wittorions Conquereſs, 

That liftmg np ber brave Heroique thought 

*Bove Womans weakneſs, with the Romans fought ; 
Fought, and m Field agam(t them thrice prevaild, &c. 


To which, ſee her Orations in Story,made by 
(p) Tacitus, and (q) Dion : whercin is expreſſed 
all magnitude of a ſpirit, breathing to the liber 
ty and redemption of her Country. The later 


(p) Annal. 
lib. 14. 


The fifth was the fair-hair'd Daughter of Prolomes 
Philadelphus, by the elder Ar/ince ; who, married to her 
Brother Prolomerns, ſurnamed Evergetes, was after Queen of 


Fyoypr. Ind her written both Beronice, and Berenice. This | 


Y, Ep. 
an. A 
philon. mn 
Ne F, 


of whom, doth honeſt her beſide, with a parti- 
cular deſcription. © Bunduica, Britannice famma, 
orta ſtripe Regia, qua non ſolum eu cum magna dig - 
ni:ate prefuit, {ed etiam bellum omne admmſtrazn ; cu\us ani- 


Lady, npon an Expedition cf her new-wedded Lord into | ma wiriles potizs quam muliebris erat. And afterwards, Fz- 


Aſſyria, vowed to Venas, if he returrd ſafe, and Conque- 
ror, the oftering of her hair; which Vow of hers (exaCted 


| mina, forma boneftifſima, wwulty ſevero, &c., All which doth 
weigh the more to her true praile, in coming from the 


mouths 


——C—— 
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mouths ot R:mens, and Enemues. 
Nero, | Structure, and Ornament of which ( as is profeſt before ) 
The ninth, in time, but equal in Fame, and (the cauſe | was entirely Maſter Fees his Invention, and Defign. Firtt, 
of it ) vertue, was the chaſte Zenobia Queen of the Pa/my- | for the lower Columns, he choſe the Sratues of the mott 
” renes, Who, after the death of her husband Odenatzs , had | excellent Ports, as Homer, Virgs/, Lucan, &c. as being the 
the Name to be reckoned among the XXX. that uſurped | ſubltantial Supporters of Fame. For the npper, Achilles, 


the Roman Empire from Galienxs. She continued a long and 
brave War, againſt ſeveral Chiefs ; and was at length tri- 
umphed on by Aurelian : but, ea /p:cie, ut nihil pompabilius 
P. Rom. wideretur. Her Chaſtity was ſuch,Usr ne wirum ſuum 
quidem ſciret ,niſt tentatis conceptionious. She lid in a molt 
royal manner, and was adored to the cuſtom of the Per- 
fizns, When ſhe made Orations to her Soldiers, ſhe had al- 
ways her Cask on. A Womanoft a moſt divine 
(a)Ir trs- ſpirit, and incredible beauty. In (4) Trevellius 
gin. T> Peolliv, read the moft notable deſcription of a 
7 .Qneen, and hcr ; that can be utter'd, with the 
dignity of an Hiſftorias. 

The tenth, ſacceeding, was that learned, and Hereique 
Amalaſunta, Pucen of the Oſtrogaths, Daughter to Theods- 
11ck, that obtained the Principality of Ravenna, and almoſt 
all Italy. She drave the Burgundians and Aimames out of 
Liguria, and appear'd in her Government rather an Ex 
ample, than a Second. She was the moſt eloquent of 


her Age, and cunning in all Languages, of any Nation | 


that had Commerce with the Roman Emprre, 
(6) Ir is recorded of her, that, Sime weneratione 
cam viderit nemo, pro miraculo fuerit ipſam audire 


[b) M. An- 
#0, Coccy. 


Sabol. (out : -_ 
of Caſſiod) {oquemem. Tamaque ills in ecernendo £ravitas, wt 
Emead, 7, Criming comvieli, eum pletterentur, mbil ſibt acerbum 


hb. 2, pats viderentur, 


Eneas, Ce/ar, and thoſe great Heroes, which theſe Poets had 
celebrared. A!l which ſtood, as in maſly gold. Berween 
the Pillars, underneath, were figured Land. Batrels , Sea- 
Fights, Trummphs, Loves, Sacrifices, and all magmficent Sub- 
jects of Honour : in brats, and heighter'd with filver. In 
which, ke profeſt to follow that noble deſcription, made 
by Chaucer, of the place. 2Above were ſited the Maſqters, 
over Whole heads he devigd rwo eminent figures of He 
nour, and Vertue, tor the Arch. The Freezes, both below, 


{and above, were filPd with ſeveral colour lights , like 
| Emeraias, Rubies, Saphyres, Carbuncles, 8c. the retlex of 
which, wich other lights, placed in the Concavegupon the 


Ma/quers habits, was full of glory. Theſt habits had in 
them the excellency of all device, and riches ; and were 
worthily varied by his Invention, to the Nations, whereof 
they were Lueens. Nor are theſe, alone, his due ; bur 
diverz other acceſſions to the firangeneſs, and beauty of 
the Spec acle : as the Hell, the going about of the Cheriots, 
the binding the Witches, the turning Machine,with the pre- 
ſentation of Fame. All which 1 willingly acknowledge for 
lum : fince it is a Verrue, planted in good Natures, that 
What reſpects they wiſh ro obtain fruitfully from others, 
they will give ingenuouſly themſelves. 

By this time, imagin the Maſquers deſcended ; and again 


| mouneed into three triumphant Chariets, ready to come 


The eleventh, was that brave Bobemian Lueen, | forth. The tirlt four were drawn with Eagles, (hereof I 


Valaſca, who for her Courage, had the Surname of Bud : 
That to redeem her (elf and her Sex, from the Tyramy of 
Men, which they liv'd in, under Primiſlans, on a night, and 
at an hour appointed, led on the Women to the ſlaughter 
of their barbarous Hwbands and Lords, And poſleſſing 
themſelves of their Horſes, Arms, Treaſure, and places of 


ſtrength, not only ruled the reſt, but lived many years at-, 


ter, with the liberty, and fortitude of Amazons. 
(e) In v9 Celebrated by (c) Raphael Volateranu;r, and in an 


V1 JForcia, elegant Tract of an ltaliens (d) in Latm, who 
Queſt, Names himſelf Philalethes, Polytopienſis cows) mter 


praſt antiſſimas faminas. 
The twelv*th, and worthy Severaign of all, I make Be!- 


ama, Royal Queen of the Ocean; of whoſe dignity and 
perſon, the whole Scope of the Invention doth fprak 
throughout : which, to otter you again here, might but 
prove offence to that ſacred modeſty,which hears any teſti. 
mony of others iterated, with more delight, than her own 
praiſe, She being plac'd above the need of ſuch Cere- 
mony, and ſafe in her- princely vertue, againſt the good, or 
ll, of any Witneſs. The Name of Bei-anmna | devis'd, to 
honour hers proper by ; as adding to it, the Attribute of 
Fair : And is kept by me, in all my Poems, wherein I men- 
tion her Majefty, with any ſhadow, or figure. Of which, 
ſome may come forth with a longer Deſtmy, than this Age, 
commonly, gives to the beſt Births,if but help d to hight by 
her gracious, and ripening favour. 

But, here, I diſcern a poſlible Objection, ariſing againſt 
me; to which 1 muſt turn: As, How I can bring Perſons of 
ſo different Ages, to appear properly together? Or, why ( which 
u more unnatural ) with Virgil's Mezentins, 1 join the living 
with the dead ? | anſwer to both theſc, at once. Nothing is 
more proper ; Nothing more natural. For theſe alllive ; 
and together,in their Fame : and fo I preſent them. Beſides, 
if I would fly to the all-daring power of Poetry , where 
could I not take Sanctuary ? or in whoſe Poem? For other 
Objeftions,let the looks and noſes of Judges hover thick ; 
ſo they bring the brains : or if they do not, I care nor. 
When I ſutfer'd it to go abroad, 1 departed with my right : 
And now, fo ſecure an Interpreter lam of my chance, that 
neither praiſe, nor diſpraiſe ſhall affect me. 


There reſts, only, that we give the Deſcription (we pro- 


rave the rcaton, as of the reit in Fame'sSpeech) their four 
Torch bearers, attending on the Charice ſides, and four of - 
the Hags, bound before them. Then followed the ſecond, 
drawn by Griffons, with their Torch-bearers, and four 
other Hag:, Then the laſt, which was drawn by Lyone, 
and more eminent ; (wherein her Majeſty was) and had 
tix Torch bearers more, ( peculiar to her ) with the like 
number of Hags. After which, a full eriumphane Muſick, 
ſinging this S-»g, while they rode, in State, about the 
Stage, 


SONG 


H 1p, help all Tongues,to celebrate this Wonder : 
The voice of Fame ſhould be as loud as Thunder, 
Her Houſe is all of Eccho made, 
Where never dies the ſound ; 
And, as her Brows the Clouds invade, 
Her Feet do ſtrike the Ground. 
Sing then good Fame, that's out of Vertne born: 
For, who doth Fame neglect, doth Vertue ſcorn. 


Here they lighted from their Chariots, and danc'd forth 
their firſt Dance ; then a ſecond, immediately following it : 
both right curious, and full of ſubtile and excellent chan- 
ges, and ſeem'd perform'd with no leſs ſpirits,than of thoſe 
they perſonated. The firſt was to the Corners, the ſecond 
to the Violms. After which, they took out the Men, and 
danc'd the mea/ures; Entertaining the time, almoſt to the 
ſpace of an hour, with ſingular variety : when, to give 
them reſt, from the Ms/ique which attended the Charwes, by 
that moſt excellent Tenor voice, and exact Singer (her Ma- 
jeſties Servant, Maſter Fo. Allm ) this Dzty was ſung. 


SONG. 


\ XJ Hen all the Ages of the Earth 

Were crown'd, but in this famous Birth ; 
And that, when they would boaſt their ſtore 
Of worthy Lueens, they knew no more : 
How bapprer is that Age, can give 


A Sween, in whom all do live. 
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After it, ſucceeded their third Daxce ; than which, a 
more mwnerone Compoſition could not be ſeen : Graph; 
cally diſpoſed into Letters, and honouring the name of the 
molt ſweet and ingenious Prince, CHARLES, Duke of 
York. Wherein, beſide that principal grace of perſpi- 
cuity, the motions were {© even and apt,and their expreſ- 
fron ſo juſt; as if Mathemeaticiens had loft Proportion, they 
might there have found it. The Author was Maſter The. 
Giles. Afﬀeer this, they danc'd Galliards, and Corranto's. 


And then their laſt Dance, no leſs elegant ( in the place ) 
than the reſt, with which they took their Chariots again, 
and criumphing about the Stage, had their return to the 
Houſe of Fame celebrated with this laſt Soug ; whoſe Notes 
( as the former) were the work, and honour of my ex- 
cellent Friend, Alfonſo Ferrabeſco. 


SONG. 


H O, Vertue, can thy power forget, 
Thar ſees theſe live, and triumph yet ? 


Th A//yrian Pomp, the Perſian Pride, 
Greeks Glory, and the Romans di'de : 
And who yer imitate 
Their Noiſes, tarry the ſame Fate. 
Force greatneſs all the glorious ways 
You can, it ſoon decays ; 
But ſo good Fame ſhall never : 
Her Triumphs, as cheir Cauſes, are for ever. 


To conclude which, I know no worthier way . of 


Epilogue, than the Celebration of who were the Celeby, 


ers. 


The QUEENS MATESTY. 
The Co. of ARUNDEL. 
The Co. of DERBY. 


The Co. of MONTGOMERY. 
The Vicou. of CRANBORNE, 
The La. EL1Z4. GUILFORD. 
The La. ANNE WINTER. 
The La. WINDSORE. 

The La. ANNE CLIFFORD. 


The Co, of HUNTINGTON. 
The Co. of BEDFORD. 
The Co. of ESSEX. 


THE 
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C 
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T 


SPEE 


A 


PRINCE 


H E 


CHE 


HENRYs. 


BARRIERS. 
The Lady of the Lake; firſt diſcovered. 


Silence, calm as are my waters, meet 
Your raigd attentions, whilſt my filver feer 
Touch on the richer ſhore ; and to this (eat * 


A Vow my new dutics and mine old repeat. 


Left any yet ſhould doubt, or might miſtake 
What 22g lam; behold the ample Lake 
Of which 1 am ſtyPd ; and near it Merlas Tomb 
Grave of his cunning, as of mine the Womb. 

By this it will not ask me to proclaim 
More of my ſelf, whoſe Attions, and whoſe Name 
Were fo full feign'd in Brizh Arthur's Court; 
No more than it will fir me to reporr. 

What hath before been trutted ro our ſquire 

Of me, my Knight, bis Fate, and my deſue 

To meet, if not prevent his dzltiny, 

And ſtile him to the Court of Bruanny ; 
Now when the Iſland hath regain'd her Fame 
Intire, and perfeCt, in the ancient Name, 
And that a Muimarch equal good and great, 
Wiſe, temperate, juſt, and ſtour, claims Arthur's Seat, 
Did I fay equal ? O tno prodigal Wrong 
Of my o'ce-thirlty, and unequal Tongue : 
How brighter far, than when our Arthur liv'd, 
Are all the Glories of this place reviv'd! 
What riches do | ſce ; what beauries here ! 
What awe ! what love | what reverence ! joy ! and fear! 
What Ornaments of Counſel as of Court! 
All char is high or great, or can comport 
Unto the Stile of Majeſty, that knows 
No Rival, but it ſelf, this place here ſhows. 
Only the Houſe of Chivalry ( how ere 

inner parts and ſtore be full, yer here 

In that which Gentry ſhould ſuſtain) decayed 
Oc rather ruin'd ſeems; hcr Buildings lay'd 


Flat with the Earth ; that were the Pride of Time, 
And did the barbarous an heaps out-clime. 
Thoſe Obilisks and Columms broke, and down, 

That ſtrook the Stars, and rais'd the Britiſh Crown 
To be a Conſtellation : Shields and Swords, 
Cob-web'd, and ruſty ; nota helm affords 
A Spark of Luſtre, which were wone to give 

Light ro the World, and made the Nation live, 

When in a Day of Honour fire was ſimit - 

To have put out Pukay's, and have laſted yer. 

O, when this Xdifice ſtood great and high, 

That in the Carcaſs hath ſnch Majeſty, 

Whoſe very Sceleton boaſts ſo much worth, 

What Grace, what Glories did it then ſend forth ? 

When to the Serufture went more noble Names 

Than the Epbeſian Temple loſt in flames: 

When every Stone was laid by vertuous Hands; 

And ſtanding fo, (Othat it yet not ſtands! ) 

More Truth of Archite&zre there was blaz'd, 

Than liv'd in all the ignorant Gorbs have rais'd. 

There Porticus were built, and Seats for Knights 

That watch'd for all Adventure, Days and Nights 

The Nrieces filPd with Statues, to invite 

Young Valours forth, by their old Forms to figbe, 

With Arks criumphal for their Actions done, 

Our-ſtriding the Coloſſus of the Sun. 

And Trophies, rear'd, of ſpoiled Enemies, 

Whoſe Tops pierc'd through the Clouds, and hit the Skies. 


ARTHYU R. 


ND thicher bath thy Voice pierC'd. Stand Diſcover- 
[not maz'd, 4 a5 

Star &- 

bove. 


Ard 


Thy Eyes have here on greater Glories gaz'd. 
Z 2 2 
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And not been frighted. I thy Arthur am 
Tranſlated to a Star ; and of that frame 

Or conſtellation that was cald for me 

So long before, as ſhowing what I ſhould be. 
Artturus, once thy King, and now thy Star, 
Such the rewards of all gocd Princes are. 
Nor let it trouble thy detign, fair Dame, 
That 1 am preſent to it with thy flamc 

And influence ; ſince the times are now devolv*d 
That Merlin's Myſtick prophoies are abſo!v'd, 
In Britain's Name, the Union of this lle ; 

And claim both of my Sceprerand my Srile. 


Fair fall his Vertue, that doth fill that Throne, 
In which 1 joy, to find my ſelf fo our-ſhone ; 
And for the greater, wiſh, men ſhould him take, 
 Asit is nobler to reſtore than make. 


Proceed in thy great Work; bring forth thy Knight 
Preſerved for his times, that by the might 
And magick of his Arm, be may reſtore, 

Theſe ruin'd Seats of Vertne, and build more. 
Let him b*- famous, as was Triſtram, Tor. 
LawnClet, ard ai! our Liſt of Knight-hood: or 
Who were before, or have been lince. His name 
Strike 1pon Heaven, and there itick his fame. 
Beyond the Paths, and Searches of the Sun, 

Ler him tempt F.ite; and whena World is wun, 
Submit it duely to this'State, and Throne, 

Till time, and utmoſt ſtay mike that his own. 

But firit receive this ſhie'd ; wherein is wrought 
The truth that he muſt follow ; and (being taught 
The ways from Heaven) nught not be deſpis'd. 
lt is a piece, was by the Fates devis'd 
Toarm his maiden Valour ; and to ſhow 
Defenſive Arms th'offenſive ſhould fore-go. 

Indow him with it Lady of the Lake. 

And for the other Myiteries, here, awake 

The learned Merlm ; when tho! ſhur'lt him there, 
Thou buried'ſt Valour too, for Letters reer 

The Deeds of Honour high, and make them live. 
If then thou ſeek to reltore proweſs, give 

His Spirit freedom ; then preſent thy Knight : 
For Arms and Arts ſuſtain each others right. 


L A D 7. 


Y errour I acknowledge, though too late 
To expiate it; There's no reſiſting Fate. 
Ariſe great Saw; Fame by ſurreption gor 

May ſtead us for the time, but laſterh nor. 
O, do not riic with ſtorm, and rage. Forgive 

Repented wrongs. Pam cauſe thou now ſhalc live 

Eternally, for being deprelt a-while, 

Want makes us know the price of what we avile. 


MERLIN. 


Neither ſtorm, nor rage ; *tis Earth; blame her 

That feels theſe motions when great Spirits ftir, 
She is affrighted, and now chid by Heaven, 
Whilſt we walk calmly on upright and'even. 

Call forth the fair Meliadus, thy Knight, 

They are bis Fates that make the Elements fight : 
And theſe bur uſual throws, when time ſends forth 
A Wonder or a Spettacle of Worth. 
At common Births the World feels nothing © new 
At theſe ſhe ſhakes; Mankind lives in a few. 


L A D I. 


HE Heavens, the Fates, and thy peculiar Stars, 
KL Micliadus (hew thee ; and conclude all Jarrs. 
Meliadus, and bs fix Aſſiſt am: bere diſcovered. 


AERLTN. 


Now the Spheres are in their Tunes again, Arifing 
9 What place is this ſo bright that doth re. vt of the 
[ main Tomb, 

Yet undemoliſh*d? or but late built ! O, 
I read it now. St. George's Portico ! 
The ſupreme Head of all the World, where now 
Knight-hood lives honour'd with a crowned brow. 
A noble Scene, and fit ro ſThew him in 
That muſt of all Worlds fame the Garland win. 


L A D 7. 


O's he not fit like Mars, orone that had 
The berrer of him, in bis Armor clad? + 
And thoſe his fix Aſſiſtants, as the pride 
Of the old Grecian Heroes bad nor died ? 


Or like Apollo, raigd to the World's view, 
The minute after he the Pytbon ſlew, 


MERLIN. 


'f IS all too little, Lady, you can ſpeak. 
My thought grows great of him, and fain would 
| { break, 
Invite him forth, and guide him to his Tent, 


That I may read, this ſhield his Fares preſent. ' 


LL 4D 7. 


Lory of Knights, and hope of all the Earth, 

Come forth; your Fortrels bids; who from your 
Hath bred you to this Hour, and for this Throne. 
This is the Field e6 make your Vertue known. 

If he were now (he fays) to vow his Fires 
Of Faith, of Love, of Service, then his Squires 
Had utter*d nothing for him : But he hopes 
In the firſt render of bimſelf, his Scopes 
Were fo well read, as it were no decorm 
Where truth is ſtudied, there ro practice form. 


AMAERLIN. 


O, let his Aſtions ſpeak him; and this ſhield 
| Ler down from Heav'n, that to his Youth will yield 

Such Copy of Incitement : Not the Deeds 
Of antique Knights, to catch their fellows ſtceds 
Or Ladies palfreys, reſcue from the force 
Of a fell Giant, or ſome ſcore to unhorſe, 
Theſe were bold Stories of our Arthur's Age ; 
Bur here are other Acts; another fa 
Ard Scene appeas ; it is not ſince as then : 
No Giants, Dwarfs, or Monſters here, but Men. 
His Arts muſt be to govern, and give Laws 
To Peace no leſs than Arms. His fate here draws 
An Empire with ic, and deſcribes each State 
Preceding there, that he ſhonld imitate. 

Firſt, fair Meliadus, bath ſhe wrought an Iſle. 
The happieſt of the Earth (which to your ſtile 
In time muſt add) and in it placed high 
Britam, the only Name, made Ceſar fly. 
Within the nearer parts, as apt, and due 
To your firſt Speculation you may view 
The Eye of Fuftice ſhooting through the Land, 
Like a bright Planer ſtrengrhned by the hand 
Of firſt, and warlike Edward ; then thincreaſe 
Of Trades and Tillage, urder Laws and Peace, 
Begun by him, bur ſerled and promov*d 
By the third Heroe of b1s Name, who loy'd 
To ſer his own awork, and not to fee 


The fatneſs of his Land a portion be 


For 
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For ſtrangers. This was he, erected firit 
The trade of Clothing,by which Art were nurſt 
Whole millions to his ſervice, and rcliev*d 
$0 many poor, as ſince they have believ'd 
The golden Fleece, and need no foreign Mine, 
If Induſtry or home do nor decline. here 

To prove which true, obſerve what treaſure 

The wiſe and ſeventh Henry heapt each year, 

To be the ſtrength 41d finews of a Yar, 

When Marsſhould thunder,or his peace but jar. 

And here how the eighth Henry tis brave Son 

Built Forts, made general Muſters, train'd Youth on 
In exerciſe of Arms, and girt his Coaſt 1 
Wich ſtrength ; to which ( whoſe Fame no Tongue can 
Up to her worth, though all beſt Tongues be glad 
To name ber {till ) did great El:ze add 

A Wall of Shipping, aad became thereby 

The Aid, or Fear of all the Nations nigh. 

Theſe, worthieſt Prince, are ſet you near toread, 
That Civil Arts the Martial mult precede : 

That Laws and Trade bring Honours in and Gain, 
And Arms defenſive a ſafe Peace maintain, 

But when your Fate ſhall eall you forth co aſſure 
Your Virtue more ( though not to make ſecure ) 
View here, what great Examp!es ſhe hath plac'd. 

Fir, Two brave Britain Heroes, that were graC'd 
To fight their Sawviowr's Battels, and did bring 
Deſtruction on the Faithleſs ; one @ King, 
Richard, ſurnamed with the Lions beart, 

The other Edward, and the firit, whoſe part 
(Then being but Prince)ie was to lead tile Wars 
In the Age after, but with better Stars. 

For here though Cewr de Lim like a Storm 

Pour on the Saracens, and doth perform 

Deeds paſt an Angel, arm'd with Wrath and Fire, 
Plowing whole Armies up, with zealous Irc, 

And walled Cities, while he doth detend 

That Cauſe that ſhould all Wars begin and end ; 
Yet when with Pride, and for humane Relpect 
The Auſtrian Colours he doth here deject 

With too much ſcorn, behold at length how Fare 
Makes him a wretched Priſoner to that State ; 
And leaves bim, as a mark of Fortune's (pightr, 
When Princes tempt their Stars beyond their light: 
WhiPſt upright Edward ſhines no lefs than he, 
Under the wings of golden Victory, 

Nor lets out nu leſs Rivers of the blood 

Of Infidels, but makes the Field a flood, 

And marches through ir, with St. Georges Croſs, 
Like 1/raels Hoſt ro the Fgyprians loſs, | 
Through the Red-Sea: the Earth beneath himcold, 
And quaking ſuch an Enemy to behotd. 

For which, his temper*d zeal, ſee Providence 
Flying in here, and arms lim with defence 
Againſt tAſſaſſinate made upon his lite 

By a foul wretch, from whom be wreſts the knife, 
And gives him a juſt hire : which yer remains 

A warning to great Chiefs, to keep their trains 
About *em ſtill, and nor, ro privacy, 

Adnut a hand that may uſe treachery. .. 

Nearer than theſe, not for the ſame high caulc, 
Yer for the next ( what was his Right by Laws 
Of Nations due) doth fight that Mars of Men 
The Black Prince Edward, gainſt the French, who 
At Creſſey field had no more years than you, | chen 
Here his glad Father has him inthe view 
As he is entring in the School of War, 

And pours all bleſſings on him from afar 
That Wiſhes can ; whilſt be (that cloſe of day ) 
Like a young Lyon, newly taught to prey, 
Invades the herds, fo fled the French, and tears 
From the Bobemian Crown the Plume he wears, 
Which after for his Creſt he did preſerve 

To his Fathers uſe, with this fit word, I SERVE. 


boaſt | Atrer the King, the D 


— 


But here at Poitiers he was Mars indeed. 4, 
Never did Valor with more ſtream ſucceed 
Than he had there: He flow'd our like a Sea 
Upon their Troops, and left their Arms no way : 
Oc like a Fire carried with high winds 
Now broad, and ſpreading, by and by it finds 
A vent upright, to look which way to. burn: 
Then ſhoors along again, or round doth turn, 
Til in che circling ſpoil it hathembract 
All that ito-d nigh, or in the reach to waſt : 
Such was his rage that day ; bur then forgor 
S00N as his Sword was ſheattrd, it laſted nor, 
auphin, and French Peers 
By yielding to him, wiſely quir their fears, 
Whom he did uſe with ſuch humanity, 
As they complain'd not of Captivity 
But here to England without ſhame came in. 
To be his Capuves, was the next co win. 
Yer reſts che other thunderbolt of War, 
Harry the Fifch, to whom in Face you are 
So like, as Fate would have you fo in worth, 
Illuſtrious Prince. This Vertue ne*re came forth, 
But Fame fluc greater for him, than ſhe did 
For other Mortals; Fate herſelf did bid 
To fave his life : The time it reach'd unto, 
War knew not how to give him enough to do. 
His very Name made head againſt his Foes. 
And here at Agin Court where firſt ir roſe, 
Ie there hangs itill a Comet over France, 
Striking their malice blind, that dare advance 
A thought againſt it, lightned by your flame 
Thar ſhall ſucceed him both in deeds and name. 
| could report more aCtions yet of weight 
Out of this Orb, as here of Eighty-eipe, 
Againſt the proud Armads, ſtiPd by Spain, 
The Invmcible ; thas coverd all the Main, 
As if whole Iflands had broke looſe, and ſwame ; 
Or half of Norway with her Firr-trees came, 
'To join the Continents, it was ſo great; 
Yet by the auſpice of Elzs beat: * 
' Thar dear-belov'd of Heaven,whom to preſerve 


TT 


| The winds were calPd ro fight, and ftorms to ſerve. 

| One tumor drowr?'d another. billows ſtrove 
| To owt-(well Ambition, water Air ourt-drove, 
''Though ſhe nor wanted en that glorious day, t 
' An ever-honor*d Howard to dipla 
| St. Georges Enſign; and of that high race 

A ſecond, borh which ply*d the Fight and Chace: 
And (ent firſt bullets, then a fleet of fire, 
; Then ſhort themſelves like Ordnance; and a tire 

Of ſhips for pieces, throngh the Enemies Moon, 

That war'd before it grew, and now they ſoon 

Are rent, ſpoiÞd, ſcatrer*d, toſt with all diſeaſe, 

And for their thirſt of Britaws drink the Seas. 

The Fiſh were never betcer fed than then, 
. Although ar firſt rhey fear*d the blood of men 

Had chang'd their Element ; and Ni ſhook 
As if the thunderer had his palace took. 
So here in Wales, Low-Countries, France and Spain, 

You may behold both on the land main 
The conqueſts gor, the ſpoils, the Trophies rear'd 
By Bri:ſh Kings, and ſuch as no bleſt heard 
Of all the Nation, which may make Cinvite 
Your valure upon need, but not Cincite 
Your neighbour Princes, give them all their due, . 
And be prepar'd if they will crouble you. 

He dorh but ſcourge himſelf, his ſword that draws 
Without a purſe, a counſeland a cauſe. 

But all theſe ſpurs to vertue, ſeeds of praiſe 
Muſt yieldto this that comes.Here's one will raiſe 
Your glory more, and fo above the reſt, 

As if the acts of all mankind were preſt 
In his Example. Here are Kingdoms mixt 
And Nations join'd,.a ſtrength of Empire fixt 
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Conterminate with Heaven ; the golden vein 
Of Saturn: Age is here broke out again. 

Hemy but joyr'd the Rofes, that enſign'd 
Particular families, but this hath joyn'd 

The Roſe and Thiſtle, and in them combin'd 
A Union, that ſhall never be decliryd. 

Ireland that more in title than in fact 

Before was conquer'd is his Lawrels a(t! 

The wall of Shipping by Elzs made, 

Decay'd (as all things ſubjet are to fade) 

He hath new built, cr fo reſtor*'d, that men 

For noble uſe, prefer it afore then: 

Royal and mighty Jamey, whoſe name ſhall ſer 

A goal for all poſterity ro ſwear, 

In running at by aCtions bard and high : 

This is the height at which your thoughts muſt fly. 
He knows both how to govern, how to ſave, 
What ſubjefts, what their contreries ſhould have, 
What Can be done by power, and what by love, 
What ſhould to Mercy, what to Faftice move: 
= Arts he can. and from the hand of Fare 

th he enforc*d the making his own date 

Within his proper vertue hath he plac'd 

His guards *gainſt Forrwne, and there fixed faſt 
The wheel of Chence,about which Kings are hurÞd 
And whoſe outragious raptures fill the World. 


L A DT. 


This is he, Meliadws, whom you 

» Muſt only ſerve, and give your ſelf unto: 
And by your diligent praCtice to obey 
So wiſe a Maſter learn the art of ſway. 

Merlm, advance the ſhield upon his tent 
And now prepare fair Knight to prove th? event 
Of your bold Challenge. Be your vertuec ſteel, 
And ler your drum give note you keep the field. 
b this the land of Britain ſo renowr'd 
For deeds of Arms, or are their hearings drowr'd 
That none do anſwer ? 


MERLTIN. 


Stay, methinks I fee . 

A perſon in yond* Cave. Who ſhould that be ? 
I know her Enſigns now : *Tis Chevalry 
Poſlſeſs'd with ſleep, dead as a Latborgy : 
If any Charm will wake her, tis the nams 
Of our Meliadws. VII fe his Fame. 

Lady, Meliads, Lord of the Iſles, 
Princely Leliadss, and whom Fate now tiles 
The fair Mehedws, hath hung his ſhield, 
Ur on his tent, and here doth keep the held, 
According to his bold and princely word ; 
And wants employment for his pike and ſword. 


_— 


CHAVALRT. 


WE it from death, that name would wake me. Say 
Which is the Knight? O, I could gaze a day 
Upon his armour that bath ſo reviv*d 

My ſpirits, and tells me that 1 am long liv'd 

In his appearance. Break you ruſty dores 

That have fo long bgen ſhut, and from the ſhores 

Of all the world, come knighthood like a flood 

Upon theſe liſts, ro make the field here, good; 

And your own honors, that are now call'd forth 

Againſt the wiſh of men to prove your worth. 


The BARRIERS. 


After which Merlin ſpeaks. 


Na ſtay your valure, *tis a wiſdom high 
In Princes to uſe fortune reverently. 
He thar in deeds of Arms obeys his blood, 
Doth often rempr his deſtiny beyond good. 
Look on this throne, and in his temper view 
The light of all char muſt have grace in you: 
His equal Fuſtice, upright Fortzude 
And fetled Prudence, with that Peace indued 
Of face, as mind, always himſelf and even. 
So Hercules, and good men bear up heaven. 

I dare not ſpeak his vertues for the fear 
Of flatrring him, they come fo high and near 
To wonders; yet thus much I prophefie 
Of him and his. All cares your ſelves apply. 

You, and your other you, great King and Queen, 
Have yer the leaſt of your bright Fortune ſeen, 
Which ſhall riſe brighter every hour with 7, 
And in your pleaſure quite forger the crime 
Of change; your ages night ſhall be ber noon. 
And if this young Knight, that now purs forth ſd ſogn 
Into the Wofld, ſhall in your namevatchicve | 
More Gyrlands for this State, and ſhall relieve 
Your cares in government ; While that youngLord 
Shall ſecond kim in Arms, and ſhake a fword 
And launce againſt the foes of God and you. 
Nor ſhall leſs joy your royal bopes purſue 
In that moſt princely Maid,whoſe form might call 
The World to war, and make it hazard 
His vglour for her beauty, ſhe ſhall be 
Mother of Nations, and her Princes ſee 
Rivals almoſt to theſe. Whilſt you ſit high, 
And led by them behold your Britain fly 
Beyond the line, when what the ſeas before 


Did bound, ſhall to the sky then ſtrerch his ſhore, 


OBERON; 


- 
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| OBERON, 


FAIRY PRINCE. 


A 


AS 


O 


QUE 


F 


PRINCE HENRYS. 


HE ace of the Scene ared all ob cure, 

and Fe Hr but a P. Rock, with Trees 

ond it ; and all wildne/s, that could be preſented : 

ill, at one corner of the Cliff, above the Horizon, 

the Moon began to , and riſing, a Satyr was ſeen (by ber 
light ) to put forth bis bead, and call. 


TAMAITIRNE 


Om (b) Mna(ſjl? None appear ? 
See you not, who riſeth ticre ? 
(c) You ſaw Silenxs, late, 1 fear ! 
Ple prove, if this can reach your Ear. 


(45)They 
are the 
names of 
wo 


young $4- : * 
977, 1 find in Vir. Eclog. 6. that took Silenw fleeping 3 who ls fain'd to 


be the Pedagoge of Bacchus : As the Satyrs are his Colluſores, or 
Play-fellows. So doth Drodor. Siculus, Synefius, Fultan. in Ceſar, 
report them. (c, A proverbial Speech, when they will tax one the 
, Other of drinking, or ſleepineſs ; alluding to that former place, in 

Virgil. Cbroms 9 Mnaſylus im aniro ———— ſomno were j acon- 
1m, Inflatum beſterno venas, 18 ſemper, Iacchs, 


He wound bis Cornet, and thought bimſelf anſwer'd; but was 
decerved by the Eccho. 


O, you wake then : Come away, 
Times be ſhort, are made for play ; 
The hum'rous Moon too will not ſtay : 
What doth make you thus delay ? 


( com (d)Hath his Tankard toucht your brain ? 
where Sure, they're faln aſleep again : 
made a Or 1 doubt it was the vain 
_ of Eeehbo, did me entertain, 

ime, as m 


Cyclops Eurip. and known by that notable enſign, his Tankard : out of 


| Satyr, who likewiſe ſhewed himſelf. To which be /poke. 


Prove again. I thought *ewas ſhe. [_ He wound the 


Idle Nymph, 1 pray thee, be ſecond time and 
Modeit, and not follow me. SON k (a) 
, *) Re- 
(z)] nor love my ſelf, nor thee. weRting 


that known Fable of Eccbo's following Narciſſus; and his Selt- Loc e, 


Here he wound tbe third time, and W445 an'wer 4 by another 


\ 


At this they came running forth ſeverally, from druers parts 


I, this Sound I better know : 
Liſt! 1 would I could hear mo. 


of the Rock, leaping, and making antick ations, and geſt ures, to 
the number of ten ; ſome of them [peaking, ſoms admiring : And 
among |t them a Silene, who is eer the Prefect of the 
and /o preſented in all their Choti, and meetings. 


yrs, 


SATTR 3. 
Thank ns, and you ſhall do fo. 


SATIR 3. 


[, our Number ſoon will grow. 


S&HIEMK 
See (4) Silenss ! 


pomps 
Dionyfius, or Baccbuz, to every company of Satyrs,there was ſtill given 
a Silene, for their Overſeer, or Governor. And in that which is de- 
ſcrib'd by Athenexs, in his fifth Book, Bins Sileni now ſemel commes- 
morantur, qu toridem plurium Satyrorum gregibus prefine, Erant 
enim eorum Epiftate, Preſules, © Coryphei, propter grandem etatem, 
He was alſo purpures pallio veſtitus, cum albn ſoles, peraſatus, aureum 


(d) In the 
of 


the fame place of Virg. Et gravs attrits pendebat cantbarus anſa. caduceum parvum ferenzs, Vid. Athene. Dipnof. (1b. 6. de pompd Peolo- 


As alſo out of that famous piece of Sculpture, in a little gem or 
piece of Jaſper, obſerv'd by Monſieur Cauſeben, in his Tract de Saty- 
rica Poejh, from Raſcaſius Bagarriuz: wherein is deſcribed the whole 


manner of the Scene, and Cbors, of Bacchus, with Silenus, and the $4- | 


1971. An elegant and curious Antiquity, both for the ſubtilty and la- 
bour : where, in ſo (mall a compaſs, ( to uſe his words ) there is Re- 
19m, Perſonarum, Aftionum plane ſtupenda varietss. 


mac. 


SATIR 3. 
CERCOPS, too' 


SATIR 


— — 
— 


SATIR 4+ 
Yes. What is there now to do * 


8 MTTR-2. 
Are there any Nympas to woo * 
S A 7 T R 4+ 
(a) The (a)lf there be, let me have two. 
nature of 


 Maſques. 
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CHORUS. 
©, that he would come away ! 
| SATIR 3+ 
| (g/Grandlire, we ſhall leave to play (eg) lnJs 
| With (b) Lyeas now ; and ſerve muPolux, 
| Only OBPRON. —- 


Part, which he entitles, de Satyrics perſons, we read, that Silenuy is 
called wT7TG, that is, avus, to note his great age: as amongſt the 


the Sary's the wiſe Horace expreſs'd well, in the word, when he cal- | comick perſons, the reverenced for their years, were called T&T7,,: 
led them Reſores © Dvcaceras the Greek Poets, Nonnns,&C. ftile them and with Julian, in Cef. Bacchus, when he ſpeaks him fair, calls him 
(12.0% ropes. Nec olum dicacer, ſed £5 pron in Venerem, © ſalta- | xarrrichev. (hb) A name of Bacchus, Lyeus, of freeing mens mind: 


tores aſſidui & credebantur, & fingebantur. ON 

Unde Satyrica ſalvatio , que onuvvis diccbatur , @ 4 qua Satyri 
ipf®s endovicus. Il & Sicomo inventore vel 33 4 mviiaus, 1d off, 
4 motu ſaltations Satyrorum, qui eſt concitariſſimus, 


SILENUS. 


(b) But in /b)Chaſter language. Theſe are Nights 
the Sule- Solemn, to the ſhining Rites 

one ne Of the Fairy Prince, and Knights : 
os While the Moon their Orgies lights, 


etulance, aid Wghtneſs, but on the contrary, all gravity, and pro» 
ound knowledge, of moſt fecret myſteries. Infornuch as the mot 
learned of Ports, Virgi/, when he would write a Poem of the begin» 
nings, and hidden nature of things, with other great Antiquities, at- 
tributed the parts of diſputing them , to Se/ewmr, rather than any 
other. Which whoſoever thinks to be ealily, or by chance done b 
the moſt prudent Wiiter, will eatily betray his os 1 ignorance, or fol- 
ly. To this (ee the teſtimonies of Plato, Syweſins, Herodotus, Sgrabs, 
Ph1loftratur, Tertull; an, &c. 


SATTR 2. 
Will they Come abroad,anon ? 


SATIR 3. 
Shall we ſee young OBERON ? 
SATIR 4. 
Is he fuch a princely one, 
As you ſpeak him long agone ? 


SILENUS. 


Satyrs, he doth fill with grace, 
Every ſeaſon, ev*ry place; 
Beauty dwells, but in tis Face : 


(c\Among (c)H'is the height of all onr Race. 

the An- Our Par's Father, (4d) god of tongue, 
cients, the Bacchas, though he {till be young, 
_— Phzbus, (c) when he crowned ſung, 
Creares, Nor Mars,(f )when firſt his armor rung, 
and Sa Might with him be nanvd, that day. 

tyrs,is cON- He is lovelier, than in May 

founded ; Is the Spring, and there can ſtay 

ae nr As little, as he can decay. 

mon with , 


either. AS ſometimes the Satyrs are (aid to come of the Centeures, 
and again the Centaures of them. Either of them are Ngves, but af- 
ter a diverſe manner. And Galen obſerves out of —_ Com- 
ment. 3. in 6. Epidemier : that both the Arbenians and Tonsan;, called 
the Satyrs gno3e, Or enpras; Which name the Centaures have with 
Homer : from whence, it were no unlikely ConjeCtures, to think our 
word Faersez to come. Viderine Critici. (d) Mercury, who for the 
love of Penelope, while ſhe was keeping her Father Icarius Herds on 
the Mountain Taygetar, turmn'd himſelf into a fair Buck-Goat ; with 
whoſe Sports and Flatterics, the Nymph being taken, he —_ on 
her, Pan: who was born, Capite cornuto,barbaque,ac pedibus bircing, 
As Homer hath it, in Hymns : and Lucien, in diatogo Panu 5 Mercu- 
ri. He wascall'd the Giver of Grace, yazf]ns, $&iJpOr, x; Adxbs. 
Hilarss, (9 albus, nitens Cyllentuvs alms., As Bacchus was call'd dy, 
floridus : and Hebe, a lanugine © molli atate, ſemper virens. (e) _ 
lo is (aid, after Fwpiter had put Saturn to flight, to have ſung his Fa- 
ther's Victory to the Harp, Purpurea tog a > ane , & laurocoronatus, 
mr ficeque dcos ommes qus accubuerant, m convivio deleAlaviſſe. Which 
Tibullny, in (4b. 2. Elegrar. points to. Sed mitidus pulcbergue veni, Nunc 
indue veſtem Purpuream, longas nunc bene nets comas. re me- 
moravit Saturno rege fugato] iAory laudes twc cecrmnſſe Joon. ( f) He 
was then lovely, as being not yet ſtain'd with blood, and called yeve- 


from cares : og 


L 72 Avw, fobro, 
SILENUS. 


He'le deſerve 
| All you can, and more, my Boys 


| EANTTR 4. 

| Will he give us pretty Toys, 

| To beguile the Girls withall / 
SATTR 3, 

And to make 'em quickly full 


SILENUS. 


Peace my Wantons: be will do 
More than you can aim unto. 


SATTR 4 
Will he build us larger Caves? 


SILENUS. 


Yes, and give you Ivory Staves, 
When you hunt; and better Wine : 


SHITRYy. 
Than the Maſter of the Vine ? 


| SATITR 2. 


And rich Prizes, to be wun, 
When we leap, or when we run ? 


SATTR 1. 
I, and gild our cloven Feet ? 


SATIR 3. 
Strew our heads with powders fwcet ? 


"> &## Wn 


1 
] 
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Bind our crooked legs in hoops 
Made of ſhells, with filver loops ? 


SATTR 2. 
Tie about our tawny wriſts 


Bracelets of the Fary twiſts ? 
SATIR 4. 

And, to ſpight the coy Nymphs Scorns, 

Hang upon our ſtubbed Horns, 

Garlands, Ribons, and fine Poeſies ; 
SATTR 3. 

Freſh, as when the Flower diſcloſes ? 


SATTR x. 


Yes, and ſtick our pricking Ears 
With the Pearl that Terhys wears. 


miſe "Apns, guft aureum flagelum ( vel reflins ) auream galeam ba- 
ens, 


—_— 


SATIR 
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it SATTR 2. SATTR 4. 
And toanſwer all things els, "FR {,1,1; chat we might whip'em. 
Trap our ſhaggy thighs with : 
That aswe do ſtrike a tunc, SATIR 3. 
In our Dance, ſhall make a chume -: Or, that w'ad a Waſp, or two 
. 1 For their Noftrils, OY | 
SATTR 3. CATTR COD « 
Louder, than the ratling Pipes S A es = Pi F —_ 
O gods; - | 
I Evenas well : Take my Tal. | 
SAFTRiy. 11}. - 2 4N Binea = 
Or the firjpes : I F 
4 Eras Of (a) the Taber; when we carry hae for tay Fu goo Nail 
Bacchus vp, is pomp to vary. B emples? 
Bacchs h | 
pups te CHORUS. SATTR'4. 
noror un ' Or an Eel 
=—_ f pod pe ho th long gary Gy" In their guts, tomake %em feel? 
Lars 4 $4 SILENUS. 
inf See the Rock begins to ope, SATIR' 4 
lap "ache you ſhall enjoy your hope ; Shall we ſtcal away their Beards? 
denn, *? . 
ww Tis a marr " SATTR 
me Jem”. There the whole Scene opened, and within Wa | For Pay's Goat, that leads the Herds ? 
0 diſcover'd the Frontiſpiece, of « bright and glariow thy 
wſtria, af. Palace, whoſe gates and walls were tranſparent. Be- SATTR x. 
tera Tib= fore the gates lay two Sylvanes, armed with their | (>, try, whether is more dead, 
cins, KC. Clubs, and dreſt m leafs, aſleep. At thus the Satyrs His Club, or th'other's Head. 
_ Atbe- vondering, Silenus proceed. | 
Look ! Do's not his Palace ſhow | SILENUS. 
Like another Sky of lights ? | Wags, no more : you grow too bold. 
Yonder, with him, live the Knights, C 4 
Once, the nobleſt wb m_ SATIR x. 
Quickned by a ſecondBirth; [would fain, now, ſee *em roud 
Who, for proweſs, and for truth, "M — Hill, or from a Bridge 
There are crown'd with laſting youth : | Headlong caſt, to break their Ridge- 
SEI_ by ng a Command, Bones : or to ſome River take *em ; 
in Fairy Land. , T , 
Bur, their Guards (methinks ) do fleep: Plump: and ſee, if that would wake *em. 
Let us wake *'em. Sirs, x ng eATTRs 
Proper Watch, that thus do li 
Drowr'd in Sloth. | There no motion, yer, appears. 
SATTR 1. (- SILENUS. 
Tame wi en re an Eye Strike a Charm into their Ears. 
o wake withall. 
l At which the Satyrs fell ſuddenly imto ths Catch: 
SATIR % / 
Nor Seng, | har; in re eee 
For they leep in either Ear. — ng day Kogan 
And ſo do we. 
trobdr: In his Ear, in his Noſe, 
Holla, Sy[vanes ! Sure they*r Caves Thus, do you ſee ? 
Of Slcep, thoſe, or elſe they'r Graves: | He eat the Dormoulſe; 
SATTR 4. Elſe it was he. 
Hear you, Friends, who keeps the Keepers ! : EE AOIESS 
SATTR 1. ay; LENUS. | 
They'r the eight and ninth Sleepers - How now, Sylvanes ! can you wake ? 
SATTR 2 I commend theCare you take 
Pyour Watch. ls this your guiſe 
Shall we cramp 'em? tpdor ghar, =) na 
ſo faſt ; as theſe mine E/ 
SILENUS. Mighe have ftoPn you, from your ſelves ? 
SATTYRS, no. 
SATIR Þ 
| 
SATTR 3. We had thoughe we muſt have got 
Would we had Boregs here, to blow —_— ——— _ 2 


Off their heavy Coats, and ſtrip *em. 
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— And have bor'd you, through the Eyes 
= Ge. ( With the ® Cyclops ) ere you'ld riſe. 
urs 
ubi Satyri Ulyſſi auxilio fint ad amburendum oculum Cyclops, 


SSTIR A 


Or bave fetch'd ſome Trees, to heave 
Up your Bulks, that ſo did cleave 
To the ground, there: 


SATTR 4 


Are you free 
Yet of ſleep, and canyou ſee 
Who is yonder up, aloof ? 


" >&#& © *w 


Be your Eyes, yet, Moor-proof ? 
SYLY ANE. 
Satyrs, leave your petulance ; 
And go frisk about; and dance ; 
Or elſe rail upon the Moon : 
Your ExpeQance is too ſoon. 
For before the ſecond Cock 
Crow, the Gates will not.unlock. 


And, till then, we know we keep 
Guard enough, although we ſleep. 


SATTR 1. 


Say you ſo ? then let us fall 

To a Song, or to brawl: 

Shall we, grand fire ? Let us ſport, 
And make Expectation ſhort, 


SILENUS. 


Do my Wantons, what you pleaſe. 
Ple lie down, and take mine eaſe. 


SATTR 1. 


Brothers, ſing then, and upbraid 
( As we uſe ) yond ſeeming Maid. 


SONG. 
New my curning Lady ; Moon, 


n you leave the fide, ſo ſoon, 
Of the Boy, you keep ſo hid? 
Midwife Fun ſure will ſay, 
This is not the m__ way 
Of your paleneſs to be rid. 
But, perhaps, it is your grace 
To wear ſickneſs i'your Face, 
That there might be Wagers laid 
Still, by Fools, you are a Maid. 
your Changes overthrow, 
What your look would carry fo; 
Moon, confeſs then, what you are, 
And be wiſe, and free to uſe 
Pleaſures, that you now do loſe ; 
Let us Satyrs have a ſhare. 
Though our Forms be rough and rude, 
Yet our ACts may be endu? 
With more verrue : Every one 
Cannot be ENDYMION. 


The Song ended: they fell ſuddenly inte an antick Dance, ful 
crowing 


motion, and continued it, till the 


A: ap 


fer they were interrupted by Silenus. 
SILENUS. 
Tay, the chearful Chonticleere 


IL enhyrennr time is near 
See, the gates a 


ets, 


| There the whole Palace open'd, and the Nation of Faies were 
diſcover'd, ſome with Inſtruments, ſome — __— others 
ſmging ; and within af ar } m perſpettive, t ghts Mal. 
s og ſeveral Sieges: At the farther end of all, 
OBt ON, m « Chariot, which to a loud triumphant Muſick 
an to move _— drawn by two white Bears, and on ti. 
ther fide guarded by three Sylvanes, with one going in fron:. 


SONG. 


Ele Earth ro Seca, Sea flow to Air, 
And Air flie into Fire, 
WhiPit we in Tunes, to Artbwr's Chair 
Bear Oberows detire ; 
Than which there nothing can be higher, 
| Save FAMES, to whom it flies : | 
But he the wonder is of Tongues, of Ears, of Eyes, 
Who hath not heard, who hath not ſeen, 
Who hath not {ung his Name ? 
The Soul, that hath nor, hath not been ; 
But is the very fame 
| With buried Slork, and knows not Fame, 
Which doth him beſt comprie : | 
| Forhethe wonder is of Tongues, of Ears, of Eyes. 


my 2 9 wi wt = 1 > Wand 


By this tine, the Chariot was come as far forth as the face of 
| the Scene. And the Satyrs beginning to leap, and expreſs thew 
Joy, for the unuſed State, and Solemmity, the foremoſt Sylvane 
began to ſpeak. | 


SILVANI. 


Ive place, and filence ; you were rude too late : 
This is a Night of Greatneſs, and of State ; 
{ Not to be mixt with light, and skipping ſport : 

A Night of Homage to the Britjh Court, 
| And Ceremony dueto Arthur's Chair, 

From our bright Maſter, OBERON the Fair : 
Who, with theſe Knights, Artendants, here preſery*d 
In Faery Land, for good they have deſerv'd 
Of yon& high Throne, are come of righe to pay 
Their annual Vows ; and all their Glories lay 
At Feet, and tender to this only great, 
True Majeſty, reſtored in this Seat : 
To whoſe fole Power,and Magick they do give 
The honour of their being ; that they live 
Suſtain'd in Form, Fame, and Felicity, 
From rage of Fortune, or the fear to dye. 


SILENUS. 


KE D may they well. For this indeed is he, 
My Boys, whom you muſt quake ar, when you ſee. 
He is above your ; and neither doth, 
Nor can he think, within a Satyrs tooth : 
Before his preſence, you muſt fall, or flie. 
He is the matter of Vertue, and plac'd high. 
His Meditations, to his height, are even : 
And all their Iſſue is akin to Heaven. 
He is a god, o're Kings; yet ſtoops he then 
Neareſt a Man, when he doth govern Men ; 
To teach them by the ſweetneſs of his ſway, 
And not by force. He's ſuch a King, as they, 
Who're tyrannes Subjects, or ne're taſted peacc, 
Would, in their wiſhes, form, for their releaſe. 
Tis he, that ſtays the time from turning old, 
And keeps the Age up in a head of Gold, 
That in his own true Circle, ſtill doth run; 
And holds his courſe, as certain as the Sun. 
He makes it ever Day, and ever Spring, 
Where he doth ſhine, and quickens every thing 
Like a new Nature : fo, that true to call 
Him, by his Tile, is to ſay, He's all. 


SYL 


— xy _ 


Maſques. 
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STLY ANE. 


Thank the wiſe Silenws, for his praiſe, 
Stand forth pj Faies, and Elves, and tune your lays 
Unto his Name 3 Then let your nimble Feet 
Tread ſubtil Circles, that may always meet 
In point to him; and Figures, to expreſs 
The grace of him, and his great Empereſs. 
That All, that ſhall ro Night behold che Rites, 
Perform'd by Princely Oberon, and theſe Knights, 
May, without ſtop, point out the proper hair 
Defign'd ſo long to Arthur's Crowns, and Chair, 


The SO NG, by two Faies. 


I. a9” you Majeſty, to ſtrike ? 

Bid the World produce his like. 
2. Seek you glory, to amaze ? 

Here, let all Eycs ſtand at gaze. 
1. { Seek you Wiſdom, to inſpire ? 
6 Touch, then, at no other's Fire. 
x. Seek you knowledge, to direct ? 
Truſt ro his without ſuſpect. 

2. Seek vou Piety, to lead ? 
In his Footſteps, only, tread. 
Every Virtue of a King, 


Cho. ) And of all, in him, we ſing. 


Then, the leſſer Faies dance forth their Dance ; which ended, « 


full Song follows, by all the Voices. 
SONG. 


H E ſolemn Rites are well begun ; 
And,though but lighted by the Moon, 
They ſhew as rich, as if the Sun 
Had made this Night his Noon. 
But may none wonder,that they are fo bright, 
The Moon now borrows from a greater light 
Than, Princely OBERON, 
Go on, 
This is not every Night. 


There O B ER ON, and the Knights dance out the firſt Ma/que 
Dance : which was follow'd with this Song. 


S O N G. 


AY, nay, 

You muſt not ſtay, 
Nor be weary, yet; 
This's no time to caſt away ; 
Or for Faies (© to forget 
The vertue of their Feet. 
Knotty Legs, and Plants of Clay 
Seek tor Eaſe, or love Delay. 
But with you it ſtill ſhonld fare 
As with the Air of which you are. 


After which, they danced forth their ſecond Maſque-Dance, and 


were again excited by a Song. 


SONG. 


I OR yet, nor yer, O you in this Night bleſt, 
Muſt you have Will, or Hope to reſt ? 
2 If you uſe the ſmalleſt ſtay, 
You'll be overtain by day. 
1 And theſe Beauties will ſuſpect 
That their Forms you do neglect, 
If you do not call them forth: 
2 ' Or that you have no more worth 
Than the coarſe, and country Fairy, 
That doth haunt the Hearth, or Dairy. 


\Thexs follow'd the Meaſures, Coranto's,Galliards, &C. till Phoſ. 

| phorus, the Day-[tar appear d, and call d them away ; but 

' firſt they were inroued home, by one of the Sylvanes, with ths 
Song. 


EA SONG. 


| CGG Entcle Knights, 

| Know ſome meaſure of your Nights. 
| Tell the high-grac'd OBERON, 

| le is time, that we were gone. 

| Here be Forms, ſo bright, and airy, 

| And their motions ſo they vary 


As they will enchant the Fazry, 
If you longer, here, ſhould tarry. 


PHOSPHORYS. 


Ys 3 O reſt, to reſt ; The Herald of the day, 
Bright Phoſpborus commands you hence ; Obey. 
The Moon is pale, and ſpent ; and winged Night 
Makes head-long haſte, tofly the Morning's ſigh : 
Who, now, is riſing from her bluſhing Wars, 

And with her roſie hand, puts back the Stars. 

Of which my ſelf, the laſt, her Harbinger, 

{ But ſtay towarn you, that you not defer 

Your parting longer. Then, do I give way, 

As Night hath done, and ſo muſt you, to day. 


After thus, they dane'd their laff Dance, into the Work. And 
with a full Song, ſtrait vaniſh'd, and the whole Machine 


£503 4, 
SONG. 


Yet, how early, and before her time 

The envious Morning up doth clime, 
Though ſhe not love her Bed ! 
What haſte the jealous Sw doth make, 
His fiery Horſes up to take, 

And once more ſhew his head ! 

Left, caken with the brightneſs of this Night, 
TheWorld ſhould wiſh it laſt,and never miſs his light. 


Aaat LOVE 
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Maſques. 


L ON FE 


FREED FROM 


5 


lgnorance 


7 


O ſoon as the King's Majeſty was ſet, and im expettation, 
fu was heard a ftrange Muſick of wild Inſtruments. To 


which @ $phynx came forth dancing, leading Love bound. 


Ipnor 
who is al- 


wait to 
entrap 
them. For 
which, 
Antiquity 
hath gi- 
ven her 
the upper 
parts, and 
Pace of a 
Woman : 
the nether 
parts of a 


Lyon, the wings of an Eagle, to ſhew her fierceneſs, and ſwiftneſs to 


SP HTN XX leading LOY E bound. 


Ome Sir Tyrame lordly Love, 

You that awe the gods above, 
As their Creatures, here below, 
With the Scepter, calPd your Bow ; 
And do all their Forces bear 
In the Quiver, that you wear, 
Whence no ſooner you do draw 
Forth a Shaft, but is a Law : 
Now, they ſhall not need to tremble, 
When you threaten, or difſemble, 
Any more; And, though you ſec 
Whom to hurt, you ha*not free 
Will, to aft your Rage. The Bands 
Of your Eyes, now tie your hands. 
All the Triumphs, all the Spoils 
Gotten by your Arts, and Toils, 
Over Foe, and over Friend, 
Ore your Mother, here muſt end. 
And you,now, that thought to lay 
The World wafte, muſt be my Prey. 


evil, where ſhe hath power. 


LOY EA 


Ruel Sphynx, I rather ſtrive 
How to keep the World alive, 
And uphold it ; without me, 
All again would Chaos be. 
Tell me Monſter, what ſhould move 
Thy deſpight, thus, againſt Love ? 
Is there nothing fair, and good, 
Nothing bright, but burns thy blood ? 
Still, thou art thy ſelf, and made 
All of pradtice, to invade 


and Folly. 


A 


QUE 


Oi Her MAJESTIES. 


Cleareſt Boſoms. Hath this place 
None will pity Cupid's Caſe ? 
Some ſoft Eye, ( while I can ſee 
Who it is, that melts for me ) 
Weep aFit. Areall Eyes bere 
Made of Marble ? Burt a Tear, 
Though a falſe one ; It may make 
Others true Compaſſion take. 
I would tell you all the Story 
If I thought you could be ſorry. 
And, in truth, there's none have reaſon, 
Like your ſelves, to hate the Treaſon. 
| For it praCtie'd was on Beauty, 

Unto whom Love owes all Duty. 
Let your Favour but afrighe 
Sphynx here, I ſhall ſoon recite 
| Every pallage, how it was. 


SPHTN AX. 


O, Ple laugh, or cry alas, 
Thinks poor Love,can Ladies looks 
Save him from the Sphynx's hooks ? 


LOMyFE. 


N2 but theſe can Witneſs bear 
Of my Candor, when they hear 
What thy malice is ; or, how 
I became thy Captive now : 
And it is no ſmall Content, 
Falling, to fall Innocent. 

Know then, all you Glories here, 
In the utmoſt Eaſt there were 
Eleven Daughters of the Morn. 
Ne'rewere brighter Bevies born, 
Nor more perfect Beauties ſeen. 
The eldeſt of them was the Queen 
Of the Orient, and *twas ſed, 
That ſhe ſhould with Phebus wed. 
For which high-vouchſafed Grace, 
He was loy'd of all their Race. 


(a) The 


meaning 


of this is, that theſe Ladies being the perfeR iſſue of Beauty,and all 
worldly grace, were carried by Love to celebrate the Majeſty and 


Maſques. 


— 


And they would, when he did rife, 
Io him early Sacrifice 
Of the rich, and pureſt Gum, 
That from any Plant could come ; 
And would look at him as far 
As they could diſcern his Carr : 
Grieving that they might not ever 
See him ; and when Night gid fever 
Their Aſpects, they fare and wept 
Till he came, and never ſlepr : 
Infomuch, that at the lengrh 
This their Fervor gat ſuch ſtrength, 
As they would a Journey prove, 
By the guard, and aid of Love. 
Hither to the fartheſt Weſt : 
Where they heard, as in the Eaſt, 
He a Palace, no leſs bright, 
Had, to Fealt in every Night 
With the Ocean, where he reſted 
Safe, and in all ſtate inveſted. 

I, that never left the ſide 

Of the Fair, became their Guide. 
But behold, no ſooner landing 
On (a)this Ifle, but this commanding 


You preſume, upon your Arts, 
Of tying, and untying Hearts: 
And it makes you confident ; 
But, anon, you will repent. 
LOY FE. 

No, Sphynx, I do not preſume, 
Bur ſome lictle heart aſſume *' 


From my Judges here, that ſir 
As they would not loſe Love yet. 


SPHIN.YX. 

You are pleaſant, Sir, 'tis good, 

| LOMY E. 

Love do's often charſze his mood, 
SPHINA. 

I hall make you ſad agen. 
LOYE. 


— 


Wiſdom of the King, figur'd in the Sun, and ſeated in theſe extreme | [ ſhall be che ſorrier, then, 


parts of the World z where they were rudely received by Ignorance, 
firſt approach, to the hazard of their Aﬀection, it being 
h-r Nature to hinder all Noble Actions; but that the Love which 
brought them thither, was not willing to forſake them, no more than 
they were to abandon it ; yet was it enough perplex'd, in that the 
Monſter Ignorance ſtill covets to enwrap it (elf in dark and obſcure 
[erms, and betray that way, whereas true Love affects to expreſs it 


on their 


{:'t, with all clearneſs and fhmplicity. 


Monſter Sphynx, the Enemy 
Of all Aftions great, and high, 
Knowing, that theſe Rites were done 
To the wiſdom of the Sun, 
From a Cliff ſurpriz'd them all. 
And, though I did humbly fall 
Ar her Lyons feet, and pray'd 
As ſhe had the face of Maid, 
That ſhe would Compaſſion take 
Of theſe Ladies, for whoſe ſake 
Love would give himſelf up ; ſhe 
Swift to evil , as you ſee 
By her wings, and hooked hands, 
Firſt did rake my ofter'd bands, 
Then, to Priſon of the Night 
Did condemn thoſe Siſters bright, 
There, for ever to remain, 
"Leſs they could the knot un-ſtrain 
Of a Riddle, which ſhe pur, 
Darker, than where they're ſhut : 
Or, from thence their freedoms prove 
With the utrer loſs of Love. 

They unwilling to forego 
One, who had deſerved fo 
Of all beauty, in their names, 
Were content to have their flames 
Hid in laſting Night, ere I 
Should for them untimely dy. 

I, on tWother fide as glad 
Thar I ſuch advantage had, 
To aſſure them mine, engag'd 
Willingly my ſelf, and wag'd 
With the Monſter, that if ] 
Did her Riddle not unty, 
| would freely give my Life 
To redeem them, and the ftrife. 


SPHINL. 


Ha? you ſaid, Sir ? Will you try, 
Now, your known dexterity ? 


SPHINX. 
Come, Sir, lend it your beſt Ear. 


LOMYE. 


| begin Chave half a Fear. 


SPHITNAZX. 


Firſt, Cupid, you muſt caſt about 

Tn find a World the World without, 

| Wherein what's done, the Eye doth do; 
And is the light, and treaſure too. 

This Eye ſtill moves, and ftill is fixed, 
And in the powers thereof are mixed 
TwoContraries ; which time, till now, 
Nor Fate knew where to join, or how. 
Yet, if you hit the righe upon, 

You muſt reſoive theſe, all, by one. 


L OY E. 


Sphynx, you are too quick of to : 
Say*t again, and take me lb 


SPHTNXZ. 


L ſay, you firſt muſt caſt about 
To find a World, the World without. 


LOFY E. 


I fay, that is already done, 
And is the new World ?Pth*Moon. 


SPHTNXZX. 


Cupid, you do caſt too far ; 
This World is nearer by a Star. 
So much light Ple give you tor. 


| LOF EF. 


Without a Glaſs ? Well, I ſhall doe. 
Your World's aLady,then;each creature 
Humane, is a World in feature, 

| Is it not ? 


SP HYNX. 


SPHIN.X. 


Yes, but find out 
A World you mult, the World withour. 


LOF 


Why, if her Servant be nor here, 
She doth a fingle World appear 
Without her World. 


SPHINLIX. 
Well, you fhall run. 


L OY E. 
Nay, Sphynx, thus far is well begun 


SPHINLX. 


Wherein what's done, the Eye doth do, 
And is the light, and treaſure too, 
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That's clear as light ; for wherein lies 
. A Lady's power but in her Eyes? 

And not alone her grace, and power, 
But oftentimes,her wealth, and dower. 


SPHTNZIXT. 
I ſpake but of an Eye, notEyes. 


LOMF E. 
A one-ey'd Miſtreſs that unties. 


SPHIN.X. 
This Eye ſtill moves, and ſtill is fixed. 
L OY RE. 


A rolling Eyc, that Native there, 

Yet throws her glances everywhere ; 
And, being but ſingle, fain would do 
The Offices, and Arts of two. 


SPHITN AX. 


And in the Powers thereof are mixcd 
Two Contraries. 


LOY F. 


That's Smiles, and Tears, 
Or Fire, and Froſt ; For either bears 
Reſemblance apr. 


SPHIN.X. 


Which time, till now, 
Nor Fate knew where to join,or how. 
How now Cupid ? at a ſtay ? 
Not another word, to ſay ? 
Do you find by this, how long 
You have been at a fault, and wrong ? 


LOP E. 


ky , It is your Pride, to vex 
hom you deal with, and perplex 


; Maſques. 


— ——  —— 
— 


| 


Things moſt eatiz : Ignorance 
Thinks ſhe doth her ſelf advance, 
If of Problems clear, ſhe make 
Riddles, and the Senſe forſfake, 
Which came gentle from the Mules, 
Till her utrring, it abuſes, 


SPHINDMX. 


Nay, your railing will not fave you 
Cupid, | of right muſt have you. 
Come my fruitful Iflue forth, 
Dance, and ſhew a gladneſs, worth 
Such a Caprive, as is Love, 

And your Mother's triumph prove. 


The Follies dance, which were twelve She- 


Fools. 
SPHINLI@X. 
OW, (a) go take him up, and bear him (a) This 
To the Cliff, where I will rear him ſhews,that 
Piece-meal, and give each a part —_ 
Of his raw, and bleeding hearrt. me _ 


always ſcrious, till it be divinely inftructed ; and that ſometimrs it 
may be in the danger of Ignorance and Folly. who are the Mother 
and Iffue : For no Folly but is born of Ignorance. 


LOUF £4 


Ladies, have your looks no power 
To help Love at ſuch an hour ? 
Will you loſe him thus? adieu, 
Think, what will become of you, 


| Whoſhall praiſe you, who admire, 


Who ſhall whiſper, by the Fire 

As you ſtand, ſoft tales ; who bring you 
Pretty News, in Rimes who ſing you, 
Who ſhall bathe him in the ſtreams 

Of your blood, and ſend you dreams 
Of delight. 


SPHIN X. 


Away, go bear him 
Hence, they ſhall no longer hear hm. 


The Muſes Prieſts, their Number twelve, their Song to a Mea- 


ſure, 


Entle (6) Love, be not diſmay d. (b) Here 
See, the Muſes pure, and holy, Be c-- 
By their Prieſts have ſent thy Aid ous of 
Againſt this brood of Folly. Wiſdom 
le is truc, that Sphynx their Dame in theMu- 
Had the Senſe firſt from the Muſes, by — 


Which in utt'ring ſhe doth lame, which 


Perplexeth, and abuſes. name all 
But they bid, that thou ſhould'ſt look that have 
In the brighteſt Face here ſhining, = Fpirit 
And the ſame, as would a Book, - wg 
Shall help thee in divining. Ril'd, and 


ſuch they are that need to encounter Ignorance, and Folly : and are 
ever ready to aſſiſt Love in any Action of Honour, and Virtue, and 
inſpire him with their own Soul. 


LOPY E. 


'Tis done, *ris done. I have found it our, 
Britam's the World, the World without. 
The King's the Eye, as we do call 

The Sunthe Eye of this great All, 

And is the Light and Treaſure too ; 
For tis his Wiſdom all doth do. 


Which 


EY 


Nor Fate knew where to join, or how, * 
Are Majeſty, and Love ; which there, 
And no where elſe, have their true Sphere. 
Now $ , Pye hit the right upon, 

And do reſolve theſe All by one: 

That is, that you meant Albion. 


PRIESTS. 


'Tis true in bim, and in no other, 
Lowe, thou art clear abſfolved. 


Vaniſh Follies, with ypur Mother, 

'The Foie robbed 
Spbynx mult fly, When Phebar ſhines, "7 
And to aid of Love enclines. 


LOFY EE. 


Appear then you my brighter charge, 
And to light your ſelves enlarge, 

To behold that glorious Star, 

For whoſe Love you came fo far, 
While the Monſter, with her Elves, 
Do precipitate themſelves. 


GRACES. 
Their Song crowning Cupid. 


A Crown, a Crown for Loves bright head, 
Without whoſe happy Wit 

All Form, and Beauty had been dead, 
And we had dy'd with it. 

For what are all the Graces 

Without good Forms, and Faces? 
Then Love receive the due Reward 
Thoſe Graces have prepar'd. 

And may no Hand, no Tongue, no Eye 

Thv Mcrit, or their Thanks envy. 


A Dialogue berween the Chorus and the Graces. 


WW fr gentle Forms are theſe that move 
To honour Love ? 
They are the bright and golden Lights 
That grace his Nights. 
And ſhot from Beauties Eyes, 
They look like fair Awrors's ſtreams, 
They are her fairer Daughters beams, 
Who now doth riſe. 
Then Night is loſt, or fled away ; 
For where ſuch Beauty ſhines, is ever day. 


« Maſques. 367 
Which ſtill is fixed in his breſt, The Dance followed. 
Yet ſtill doth move to guide the reſt. | -- —_— n 6 
The Contraries which Time till now That done, one of the Prieſts along ung. 


| What a Fanle nay, what a Sin 
hin 1 O:. Fate,or Fortane had it been, 
So much Beauty to have loſt ! 
Could the World with all her coſt 


Have redeem'd it? Cho. 4 No, no, no. 
Prie. 1 How ſo 2 


Cho {k would Nature quite undo, 
© { For loſing theſe, you loſt her too: 


| | wy 
The Meaſures and Revely follow. 
Then another of the Prieſts alone. 


bt O W near to good is what is fair! 

Which we no ſooner ſee, 

But with the Lives, and outward Air 
Our Senſes raken be. 

We wiſh co ſee it ſtill, and prove, 
What ways w=- may deſerve; 

We courr, we praiſe, we more than love: 
We are not griev'd to ſerve. 


The laſt Maſque-Dance. 
And after it, this full Song. 


Hat juſt Excuſe had aged Tie, 
His weary limbs now to bave ecard, 
And fate him down without his Crime, 
While every thought was ſo mucu pleas'd ! 
But he ſo greedy to devour 
His own, and all chat he brings forth, 
Is eating every piece of hour 
Some Object of che rareſt worth. 
Yet this is reſcued from his Rage, 
As not to die by Time, or Age. 
For Beauty hath a living Name, 
And will ro Heaven, from whence it came. 


The going out. 
|) he Gentle Love is free,and co 


With the ſight ic ſo much long'd to ſee, 

Ler us the Muſes Prieffs, and Graces go to reſt, 
For in them our labours happy be. [ feet, 

Then, then, angry Mufck ſound, and our 
How to move in time, and meaſure meet: 

Thus ſhould the Muſes Priefts, and Graces go to 
Bowing tothe Sun,thronedin theWelt. [ reſt 


LOVE 


Maſques. 


DE. 


LOVE RESTORED, 


LL ES 


Maſque at Court, 


By Gentlemen the Kngs Servants, 
MASQUERADO. 


Would, I could make *%em a ſhew my felf. In troth vice, ſhooing the wild Mare, or roſting of Robin Red. 


a device to'nighr, and 1 am afraid you can do little 

elſe bur expect ir. Though I dare not ſhew my face, 
I can ſpeak truth, under a vizard. Good faith, arvt pleaſe 
your Majeſty, your Maſquers are all ar a ſtand ; I can- 
not think your Majeity will ſee any Show to night, at 
leaſt worth your patience. Some ewo hours fince, we 
were in that ftorwardnelſs, our dances learn'd, our mal- 
quing attire on and atrired. A pretty fine ſpeech was 
raken up &the Poet roo, which it he never be paid for, 
now, its no- marrer ; His wit Colts him nofhing. Unleſs 
we ſhouid come in like a Morrice-darce, and whiſtle our 
ballar oug ſelves, I know not what we ſhould do : we 
ba*neither Muſician to play ovr tunes, but the wild Mu- 
ſick here, and t/!:: rogue Play boy that afts Cuprd, is got 
ſo hoarſe, your Majoity cannot bear him, 1.aif the bredth 
o your Cliair. See, they he? thruit him our, at adventure. 
We humbly beſcecnr your Majeity'to bear with us. We 
had both hope and purpote it ſhould tave been better, 
howſoever we are loſt in it. k 

Plut. What makes this light, fether'd vanity, here ? 
Away, impertinent folly. Infect nor this aſſembly. 

Maſq. How boy ! 

Plut. Thou common corruption of all manners, and 
places that admic thee. 

Maſq He? you recovered your voice, t9 rail at me? 

. Plat, No, vizarded impudence. I am rethcr Plaver, 
nor Maſquer ; bar the God himſelf, whoſe dzity is here 
profaned by thee. Thou, and thy like, chink vour ſelves 
authoriz'd in this place, - to all licence of ſurquedry. Bur 
you ſhall find cuſtome harh not fo grafted you here, but 
you ray be rent up, and thrown out as unprofitable e. 
vils. 1 tell rhee, 1 will have no more Maſquirg ; I will 
not buy a falſe, and fleeting delight ſo dear : The merry 
madneſs of one hour ſhall not coſt me the repentance of 
an age. 

Robin Goodfellow. How | no Maſque, no Maſque ? ] 
pray you ſay, are you ſure on't? no Maſque indeed ? 
What do here then? Can you tell ? 

Maſq. No, Faith. 

Rob. Slight, Pil be gone again, and there be no Maſque; 
There's a jcſt. Pray you reſolve mc, ls there any ? or 
no? A Maſque ? 

Plat. Who are you ? 

Rob, Nay, Þll rell you that when I can. Do's any body 
know therhſetves here, think you? I would fain know if 
there be a Maſque, or no. 

Plut. There is none, nor ſhall be, fir ; does that ſatisfic 
you ? 

Rob. Slight, a fine trick ! a piece of Exglands Foy, this. 
Are theſe your Court-ſports ! would I had kept me to 
my gamboles o'the country ſtil!, ſelling of fiſh, ſhort ſer- 


| Ladies, 1 pity you all: You'are in cxpeCtation of 


breit. Theſe were better, than after all chis time no 
Maſque: you look at me. I have recovered my ſelf,now, 
for you, 1 am the honelt plain country Spirit, und harm. 
leſs : Robin Good.fellow, be that ſweeps the harth, and 
the houſe clean, riddles, for the.Country Maidy, and does 
all their other drudgery, while they are at hot-cockles : 
one, that has diſcours'd.with your Court ſpirits,e*re now ; 
but was fain to night to run a thouſand hazards to arrive 
at this place; never poor, Goblin was fo pur to his ſhifts, 
to get in, to ſee nothing. So many thorny difficulties 
as I have paſt, deſerv'd the beft Maſque ; the whole ſhop 
of the Reve/s, I would you, would admit fome of my 
feats, but 1 be? Iuele hope o'that i'faith, you let me in (6 
hardly. 

Plat Sir, here's no place for them, nor you. Your 
rude good-fellowſhip muſt- tek ſome other - Sphear for 
your admitte. 

Rob. Nay, fo your {tifi-necked Porter told me, at the 
gate, but not in ſo good words. His ſtatt ſpoke ſomewhar 
to that boiſtrous ſenſe: I am ſure he concluded all in a 
non-entry, which made me, &ne climb over the wall, 
and in by the wood-yard, lo to the tarras, where when 
| came, I found the okes of the guard more unmov'd, and 
one of "hem, upon whoſe arm I-hang, thovd me oft o'the 
ladder, and dropt me down like an Acorn. * *Twas well 
there was not a Sow in the verge, I had betn carcn up 
elſe. Then I heard tome talk & che Carpenters way, and 
| artempred char, but there che woodden rogues let a huge 
trap-door fall o' my bead. If I had not been a ſpirit, 1 
had been mazarded. Though I confeſs I am none of thoſe 
ſubtil ones, that cat creep thorough at a key-hole, or the 
Crackt pane of a window. 1 muſt come in at a door, 
Which made me once think of a trunk; bur that 1 would 
not imitate ſo Catholick a Cockeſcomb as Coryar, There- 
fore I rook another courſe. I watch'd what kind of Per- 
ſons the door moſt open'd to, and one of their ſhapes 1 
would belie to get in with. Firſt, I came with authority, 
and faid, I was an engineer, and belong'd to the motions. 
They ask'd me if I were the fighting Bear of laſt year,and 
laught me out of that, and faid, the motions were ceag'd. 
Then I took another figure, of an old tire-woman; but 
tir'd under that too, for none of the Maſquer; would take 
note of me, the mark was out of my month. Then I 
pretended to be a Muſician, marry, I could not ſhew 
mine Inſtrument, and that bred a diſcord. Now, there 
was nothing left for me that I could preſently think on, 
but a Feather-maker of Black-fryers, and in that ſhape I 
told *hem, ſurely, I muſt come in, let it be opened unto 
me; but they all made as light of me, as of my feather ; 
and wonder'd how I could be a Puritane, being of fo vain 
a vocation. I anſwer'd, We are all Maſquers ſometimes : 
with which they knock'd Hypocrifie o* the pate, and made 
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room for a bombard man, that brought bouge for a Coun- | his belied hgure, raigns; the world making friendſhips» 


ery Lady or two, that fainted, he ſaid, with faſting, for | contrafts, marriages, and almoſt religion 


, begecr Ing» 


the fine ſight fince feven a Clock P the morning. O how | breeding, and holding the neareſt reſpetts of mankind : 
it grizev'd me, that | was prevented © that ſhape, and | and uſurping all thoſe offices in chis Age of gold which 
had not toucht on it in time: It lik'd me fo well. ButI| Lowe himſelf perform'd in the golden Age. 'Tis he thar 
tzought I would ofter at it yet. Marry before I could pro- | pretends to tye Kingdoms, maintain commerce, diſpoſe 


cure my properties, alarum came, that ſome of the 


they had watered his head, as he ſtood under the grices ; 


' of honours, make all places and dignities arbit 
Whimlen's had too much ; and one ſhew'd how fruitfally | p B rary from 


him : even co the very Country, where Love's name can- 
not be ras'd our, he has yet gain'd there upon him, by a 


and another came out complaining of a cataract, ſhot | proverb, infinuating his preeminence, Not for love, or mo- 


into his eyes, by a planet, as he was ſtar-gazing, There 
was thav device defcated, By this time | ſaw a fine Citi- 
zens Wife, or two, let in ; and that figure provok'd me 
exceedingly to take it ; which I had no ſooner done, but 
one 0! the Black-guard had his hand in my veſtry, and 
was groping of me as nimbly as the Chriſtmas cut-purſe. 
He thought he might be bold with me, becauſe I had not 
a Husband in fight to ſqueak to, I was glad to forgo m 
form, to be rid of his hot ſteeming atteCtion, it ſo inel 
o the boyling houſe. Forty other devices I had, of }yre- 
men, and the Chandrie, and 1 know not what elſe : but all 
ſucceeded alike. 1 offered money too, but that could 
not be done fo privately, as it durit be taken, for the dan- 
ger of an example. Ar lalt, a troop of ſtrangers came to 
the door ; with whom I made my (elf ſure to enter: bur 
before I could mix, they were all let in, and I left alone, 
without, for want of an Interpreter. Which, when | 
was fain to be to my ſelf a C:/ofſwe, the company told me, 
I had Exgliſh enough to carry me to bed ; with which, all 
the other ſtatues of fleſh langh'd. Never, till then, did 
know the want of an hook, and a piece of beef, to have 
baited three or four o* thoſe goodly wide mouths with. 
In this deſpair, when all invention, and tranſlation too, 
faild me, 1 &ne went back, and ſtuck to this ſhape you 
ſee me in, of mine own, with my broom, and my can- 
dles, and came on confidently, giving out, | was a part 
& the device : At which, though they had little todo with 
wit; yet, becauſe ſome or't might be uſed here to night, 
contrary to their know!edg, they thought it fir, way 
ſhould be made for me; and, as it falls ont, to ſmall pur. 
ſe. 
"Par. Juſt as much as you are fit for. Away idle ſpirit ; 


and thou the idle cauſe of his adventring hither, vaniſh | 


with him. Tis thou, that art not only the ſower of va- 
nities, in theſe high places, bur the call of all other light 
follies to fall, and feed on them. I will endure thy prodi- 
gality, nor riots no more ; they are the ruine of ſtates. 
Nor ſhall the tyranny of theſe nights, hereafter impoſe a 
neceſſity upon me, of entertaining thee. Let *hem em. 
brace more fragal paſtimes. Why ſhould not the thrifty 
and right worſhipful game of Poſt and Pair content *hem ? 
Or the witty invention of Neddie, for counters? or God 
make them rich, at the Tables? but Masking, and Revel- 
ling? Were not theſe Ladies, and their Gentlewomen 
more houſewifely employed, a dozen of *hem to a light, 
or twenty (the more the merrier) to ſave charges ' their 
chambers, at home; and their old night-gowns, at Draw- 
gloves, Riddles, Dreams, and other pretty Purpoſes, rather 
than to wake here, in their flaunting wires, and tires, 
lac'd gowns, embroidered pertticoats, and other taken-up 
braveries. Away, 1 will no more of theſe ſupertluous ex- 
ceſſes, They are theſe make me hear (o ill, both in town 
and country, as 1 do ; which, if they continue, I ſhall be 
the firft ſhall leave *hem. ; 

Maſq. Either I am very ſtupid, or this a reformed 
he 


Rob. How? do's any take this for Cupid ? the Love in 


Court, 
Maſq. Yes, is't not he? 

Rob. Nay then, we ſpirits (1 ſee) are ſubtler yer, and 
ſomewhat better diſcoverers. No; it is not he, nor his 
Brother Anti- Cupid, the Love of Vertue, though he pretend 
to it with his phraſe and face : *Tis that Impoſtor Platws, 
the God of money, who has ſtoln Love's enſigns; and in 


ney. There Love lives confin'd, by his tyranny, to a cold 
Region, wrapt up in furres like a Muſcovite, and almoſt 
frozen to death : while he, in bis inforced ſhape, and with 
his raviſh'd Arms, walks as if he were to ſet bounds, and 
give laws to deſtiny, Tis you, mortals, that are fools ; 
and worthy to be ſuch, that worſhip him : for if you had 
wiſdom, he had no God-head, He ould ftink in the 
grave with thoſe wretches, whoſe Slave he was. Con- 
ternn him, and he is one. Come, follow me. Il bri 
you where you ſhall find- Love, and by the vertue of t 
Majefty, who projecteth ſo powerful beams of light and 
heat through this Hemiſphere, thaw his icie ſetters, and 
ſcatter the darkneſs that obſcures him. Then, in deſpighe 
of thi ent barous Mammon, your ſports may 
proceed, and the folemnities of che night be complear, 
without depending on ſo earthy an idol. 

Plur. I, do; attempr it: 'Tis like to find moſt neceſſary 
and fortunate event, whatſoever is enterpris'd without m 
aides. Alas ! how bitterly the ſpirit of Poverty ſpouts it 
ſelf againſt my weal, and felicity ! but I feel it nor. I che- 
riſh and make much of my ſelf, flow forth in eaſe, and 
delicacy, while that murmares, and ſtarves. 


Emter Cupid, in his Chariat, guarded with the Maſquers. 
SONG. 


, How came Love, that is himſelf a fire, to be ſo cold / 
Yes,tyran Money quencheth all defire,or makes it old. 
Bur here are beauties will revive 
Loves youth, and keep his heat alive: 
As often as his Torch here dics, 
He need bur light it at freſh eyes. 
Joy, joy, the more: for in all Courts, 
If Love be cold, fo are his ſports. 


CUPID 


| have my ſpirits again, and feel my lims. 


Away with this cold cloud, that dims 
My light. Lie there my furres, and charms, 
Love feels a heat, that inward warms, 
And guards him naked, in theſe places, 
As at his birth, or 'mongſt the Graces. 
Impoſtor Mammon, come, reſign 

This bow and quiver; they are mine. 
Thou haſt too long uſurp*d my rites, 

I now am Lord of mine own nights. 

Be gone, whilſt yet I give thee leave. 
When, thus, the world thou wilt deceive, 
Thou canfſt in youth and beauty ſhine, 
Belie a God-heads form divine, 

Scatter thy gifts, and flie to thoſe, 
Where thine own humor may diſpoſe : 
Burt when to good men thou art ſent, 
By Foves dire commandment, 

Thou then, art aged, lame, and blind, 
And canſt nor path nor perſons find. 
Go, honeſt ſpirit, chaſe him hence, 

T' his caves ; and there let him diſpence 
For murders, treaſons, rapes, his bribes 
Unto the diſcontented tribes ; 

Where, let his heaps grow daily leſs, 


And ke, and they, ſtill want ſucceſs, 
Bbb The 
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The Majeſty, that here doth move, 
Shall criumph, more ſecur'd by Love, 
Than all his earth; and never crave 
His aids, but force him as a ſlave. 

To thoſe bright beams I owe my life, 
And I will pay it, in the ſtrife 

Of duty back. See, here are ten, 
The ſpirits of Court, and flower of men, 
Led on by me, wich flam'd intente, 
To figure the ten ornaments, 

That do each courtly preſence grace. 
Nor will they rudely ſtrive for place, 
One to precede the other ; bur 

As muſeck them in form ſhall pur, 

So will they keep their meaſures true, 
And make ſtill their proportions new, 
Till all become, one harmonee, 

Of honour, and of courteſie, 

True walour, and urbantty, 


Of confidence, alacrity, 


Of promptneſs, and of induſtry, 
Hobilay, Realty. 

Nor thoſe graces ever quit your Court : 
Or I be wanting to ſupply their ſport. 


DANCE S. 


SONG. 


His motion was of love begot, 
It was fo airy, light, and good, 


His wings into their feet he ſhot, 

Or elſe himſelt into their blood. 
But ask not how, The end will prove, 
That love's in them, or they're in love. 


SONG. 


Ave men beheld the Graces dance, 
Or ſeen the upper Orbes to move ? 
$o theſe did turn, return, advance, 
Drawn back by doubt, put on by love. 
And now, like earth, themſelves they fix, 
Till greater powers vouchſafe to mix 
Their motions with them. Do not fear 
You brighter Plancrs of this Sphear : 
Not one male-heart you ſee, 
Burt rather to his female cyes 


Would dye a deſtin'd ſacrifice, 
Than live at home, and' free. 


SONG. 


Ive end unto thy paſtimes, Love, 
Before thy labors prove : 

A lictle rett between, . 

Will make thy next Shows berter ſeen. 
Now let them cloſe their cyes, and ſee 
If they can dream of thee, 

Since morning haſtes to come in view, 


And all the morning dreams are true. 


| A Challenge at TIL K, 


Ata MARRIAGE. 
Tw CUPIDS ſtriving the day after the Marriage. 


"gg what law or neceſſity? pray you come 
C 

I. I] ſerve the man and the nobler creature. 

2, But I the woman, and the purer ; and therefore the 
worthier : becauſe you are a handful above me, do you 
think to get a foot afore me, Sir : No, I appeal to you 
Ladies. 

x. You are too rude, boy, in this preſence. 

2. That cannot put modeſty in me, to make me come 
behind you though ; 1 will ſtand for mine inches with you, 
as peremptory as an Ambaſſader ; Ladies, your Soveraignties 
are concern'd in me, I am the Wives page. 

I. And 1 the Husbands. 

2. How ! 

1. Ha! 

2. One of us muſt break the wonder ; and therefore 1 
*that have beſt cauſe to be aſlur'd of mine own truth, de- 
mand of thee, by what magick thou wear'ſt my enſigns? 
or haſt put on my perſon ? 

1. Beware, yourg Ladies, of this Impoſtor : and Mo- 
thers, look to your Daughters and Neeces : A falſe Cups 
is abroad: it is | that am the true, who to do theſe _ 
ſolemniries their proper rites, have been contented ( not 
to pur off, but ) to conceal my deity, and in this habit of 
a ſervant to attend him who was yeſterday the happy 
Bridegroem, in the complement of bis Nuptials, ro make 
all his endeavours and ations more gracious and lovely. 


L. I: is my right, and I will have it. 


2, He cells my tale; he tells my tale; and pretends to 
my ACt. It was I that did this for the Bride: I am the true 
Love, and both this figure, and thoſe arms, are uſurp'd 
by moſt unlawful power : Can you not perceive it? Do 
| not look liker a Cupid than he? am I not more a child ? 
Ladies, have none of you a picture of me in your boſom? 
is the reſemblance of Love baniſh'd your breaſts? Sure, 
they are theſe garments that eltrange me to you! If I were 
naked, you would know me better : No relique of Love 
left, in an old boſome here? what ſhould I do? 

1. My little ſhadow is turr'd furious. 

2. What can I turn other, than a Fwry it ſelf, to ſee thy 
impudence ? If I be a ſhadow, what is ſubſtance ? was it 
not I that yeſter nighe waited on the Bride, into the nupti- 
al chamber, and againſt the Bridegroom came, made her 
the throne of Love ? Had I not lighted my Torches in her 
eyes? planted my mothers roſes in her cheeks? were 
not her eye brows bent to the faſhion of my bow? and 
her looks ready to be loog'd thenee, like my ſhaſts? Had 
I not rip*ned kiſſes on her lips, fit for a Mercwry to gather ? 
and made her language ſweeter than his, upon her tongue? 
was not the girdle about her, he was to untye, my mo- 
thers? wherein all the joys and delights of Love were 
woven. 

1. And did not I bring on the bluſhing Bridegroom, to 
taſte thoſe joys ? and made him think all ſtay a torment ? 
did I not ſhoot my ſelf, into him, like a flame? and made 
his deſires and his graces equal? were not his looks of 

power, 
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power, to have kept the night alive in contention with 
day, and made the morning never wiſt'd for? was there 
2 curle in his hair, that I did not ſport in? or a ring of it 
criſp?d, that might not have become Funs's fingers ? His 
very undrefling was it not loves arming? did not all his 
kiſles charge ? and every touch attempr ? but his words, 
were they not feathcred from my wings? and flue in fing- 
ing at her ears, like arrows tipt with gold ? 

2. Hers, hers did fo into his: and all his vertue was 
borrowed from my powers in her ; as thy form is from 
me. Bur, that this royal and honour'd afſembly be no 
longer tronbled with our contention: behold, 1 challenge 
thee of falſhood ; and will bring upon the firſt day of the 
new year, into the liſts, before this Palace, ten Knights 
arm*d, who fhall undertake againſt all aſſertion, that 1 
am the child of Mars and Venus : and, in the honor of thar 
Lady ( whom it is my ambition to ſerve ) that, that love 
is the moſt true and perfett, that ſtill waiteth on the wo- 
man, and is the ſervant of that ſex. 

x. Bur, what gage gives my confident counterfeit of 
this ? 

2. My Bow and Quiver, or what elſe I can make. 

x. I take only them; and in exchange give mine, to 
anſwer, and puniſh this thy raſhneſs, at thy time aſligned, 
by a juſt number of Knights, who, by their vertue, ſhall 
maintain me, to be the right Cupid ; and the true iſſue of 
valour and beauty : and that no love can come near ei- 
ther eruth or perfeftion, but what is manly, and derives 
his proper dignity from thence. 

2. Ir is agreed. 

1. In the mean time, Ladies, ſuſpend your cenſiires, 
which is the right: and to entertain your thoughts, till che 
day, may the Court hourly preſent you, with delicate and 
freſh objeQts, to beger on you, pretty and pleaſing fan- 
cies : may you fecd on pure meats, eaſie of concoction, 
and drink that will quickly turn into blood, to make your 
dreams the clearer, and your imaginations the finer. 


So they departed. 


On New-years ws be that before u numbred the ſecond Cupid, 
came now the firſt, with bus ten Knights, attur'd in the Brides 
colours, and lighting from bu Chari, ſpake, 


OW Ladies, to glad your aſpe@ts once again, with 

che ſight of Love, and make a Spring (mile ? your 
faces, which mnſt have look'd like Winter without me ; 
behold me, not like a ſervant now, but a Champion, and 
in my true figure, as 1 uſe to reign and revel in your faces, 
tickling _ ſoft ears with my feathers, and laying litele 
ſira t your hearts, to kindle bone-fires, ſhall flame 
os adyber eyes; playing in your bloods, like fiſhes in a 
ſtream, or diving like wo - ' the Bath, and then riſing 
on end, like a Monarch, treading humour like water, 
bending thoſe tiff pickardil» of yours, under this yoke 
my bow, or, if they would not bend, whipping your re- 
bellious vardingales, with my bowſtring, and made *hem 
run up into your waſtes (they have lain ſo flat) for fear 


once putting off my deity ? Becauſe 1 was a Page at this 
ſolemnity, and would modeſtly ferve one, for the honour 
of you all: am 1 therefore diſhonour'd by ail? and loſt in 
my value (o, tuat every Juggler, that can purchaſe him a 
pair of wings, and a quiver, is committed with me in ba- 
lance? and contends with me for ſovereigntv? Well, 1 
will chaſtiſe vou, Ladies, believe ir, yon ſhall feel my 
diſpleaſure for this; and | wil) be mighty in it : Think not 
to have thoſe accetſes ro me you were wont; you ſhall 
wait four of thoſe Galleries off, and fix Chambers for me ; 
ten doors lock'd berween you and me hereafter, and 1 will 
allow none of you a key : when I come abroad, you ſhall 
petition me, and I will not hear you; kneel, I will not re- 
_ you; I will paſs by like a man of buſineſs, and not 
ec you, and I will have no Maſter of Requeſts for you. 
There ſhal] not the greateſt prerender, to a ſtate-face, li. 
ving, put on a more ſupercilions look than I will do upon 
you. Truſt me : Ha! whars this ? 


The other Cupid enters with his compeny. 


Are you here, Sir? you have got the ſtart of me now, 
by being Challenger, and fo the , you 
think? I fee you are reſolv'd to try your title by Arms 
then? you will ſtand to be the right Cupid ſtill ? how now! 
whar ails you? that you anſwer not? Are you turr'd a 
Statue upon my appearance? or did you hope I would 
not appear, and that hope has deceiv'd you ? 

| I. Art thou ſtill ſo impudent, to belye my figure? that 
in what ſhape ſoever, I preſent my ſelf, thou wilt ſeem to 
be the ſame? Not fo much as my Chariot, but reſembled 
by thee ? and both the Doves and Swans, | have borrow- 
ed of my Mother, to draw it? the very number of my 
Champions emulated ? and almoſt their habits? what in- 
ſolence is this ? 

2. Good little one, quarrel not, you have now put your 
ſelf upon others valour, not your own, and you muſt 
know you can bring no perſon hither to ſtrengthen your 
fide, bur we can produce an equal. | , you 
have got there, the peculiar Enchentreſs of your Sex; be- 
hold, we have Mercury here to charm againſt ber, who 
gives all lovers their true and maſculine eloquence; or are 
they the Graces, you yuny on ( your known Clients ) 
Spring, Beauty, and Cheerfulneſs ? Here are Youth, Audaci- 
ty, and Fawour, to encounter them, three more manly 
perfeCtions, and much more powerful in working for love : 
Child, you are all the ways of winning too weak, there 
is no thinking, either with your honor or diſcretion ke 
ſafe, to continue on a ſtrife, wherein, you are a 
vanquiſhed ; yield, be penitent, early, and confeſs ir. 

1, I will break my Bow and Quiver into duſt firſt ( re- 
ſtore me mine own Arms) or be torn in pieces with Har. 
pyes, marry one of the Furies, turn into Chaos again, and 
diſſolve the harmony of Nature. 

2. O, moſt ſtifly ſpoken! and fit for the ſex you ſtand 
for! well, give the ſign then: let the Trumpets ſound, and 
upon the valour and fortune of your Champions pur the 


of my indignation: What ! is Cupid of no name with you ? 


have I loſt all reputation (or what is leſs, opinion ) by 


right of your cauſe. 
I. *'Tis done. 


—— The TFE FEN'S 


After the ſecond C U P I D. 


OW Sir, you have got mightily by this Conten- 
on, and advanc'd your Cauſe, to a moſt high 


you not ? 


1. Why, what have you done, or Won ? 
2. It is enough for me (who was call'd out of this 


degree of eſtimation with theſe Spei# ator: ? ons ==" ap I bave not loſt, or that my fide is not van- 


quiſh? 
Bbb 2 
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Enters Hymen to them, 
HTME N. 


Ome, you muſt yield both : this is neither contention 

for you, nor time fit to contend : there is another kind 

of Tilting would become Love berter than this ; to meet 
lips for lances; and crack kiſles inſtead of ſtaves: which, 
there is no beauty here, I preſume, ſo young, but can 
fancy, nor {© tender, but would venter ; Here is the palm, 
for which you muſt ſtrive : which of you wins this bough, 
is the right and beſt Cupid ; and whilſt you are ſtriving, let 
Hymen, the Preſident of theſe ſolemnities, tell you ſomes 
thing of your own ſtory, and what yet you know not of 
your ſelves: you are both true Cupids, and both the ſons 
of Venue by Marr, but this the firit born, and was called 
Eyes : who upon his birth prov'd a child of excellent beau- 
ty, and right worthy bis Mother ; but after his growth 
not anſwering his form, not only YVenws, but the Graces, 
who nurs'd him, became extremely ſolicitous for him : 
and were impell'd out of their grief and care, to conſale 
the Oracle about him : Them ( for Apollo was not yet of 
years) gave anſwer there wanted nothing to this l 
ion, but that they bad not enough conſider'd, or look'd 
into the nature of the Infant, which indeed was deſirous 
of a Companion only ; for though Love, and the crue, 


| 
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might be born of Fer fingle and alone, yer he could ro: 
thrive and encreaſe alone. Therefore if ſhe atteftcd his 
growth, Yenzs muſt bring forth a Brotlier to bim, ang 
name him Amteres : that with reciprocal atteCtion, might 
pay the exchange of Love, This made, that thou were 

en her ſecond birth, Since when, your natures are, that 
either of you, looking upon other, thrive, and by your 
murual reſpects and interchange of ardor, flouriſh and 
proſper ; whereas if the one be deficient or wanting to 
the other, it fares worſe with both, This is the Love, that 
Hymen requires, without which no Marriage is happy : 
when the contention is nor, Who is the true Love, but 
( being both true) who loves moſt ; cleaving he Bough 
berween you, and dividing the Palm ; This is a Riſe, 
wherein you both win, and begets a concord worthy all 
married minds emulation, when the Lover transforms 
himſelf into the perſon of his beloved, as you two do 
now ; By whoſe example, let your Knights (all bonora- 
ble friends and ſervants of Love) afteQt rhe like peace, 
and depart the liſts equal in their friendſhips for ever, as 
to day they have been in their fortunes. And may this 
Royal Court never know more difterence in humours; or 
theſe well-grac'd Nuptials more diſcord in affeftions, than 
what chey preſently feel, and may ever avoid. 


T. 2. 
To ths Love ſay: Amen. 
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The I RISE 7D 


MASQUE 
AT. COURN 
By Gentlemen the Kin os Servants. 


PHE King being ſt im expeftgtion, out ran a fellow 
T attir'd | Ta, Lec ps bum, three or four foat- 
en. 


Denniſſe, Donnell, Dermock, Patrick. 
> chreeſhes ſayk, phair iſh re King ? Phich ifh 


he an't be ? ſhow me te ſhweer faiſh, quickly. 

By got, o* my conſhence, tiſh iſh he ! Ant tou 

be King Tamiſh, me name is Denniſh, 1 ſherve ti 

Mayefties owne caſhtermonger, be me trote ; and cry 

peep'ſh, and pomwater*ſh th Mayefties ſhervice, tis five 

now. Ant, tou vile not eruſh me now, cal up ti clarke 

& ti kirctin, be ant be, ſhall give hiſh wort, upon hiſh 
book, iſh true. 

Don. Iſhir re faſhion, to beate te Imbaſherers , here ? 
and knocke *hem ore heads, phit te phoir ſtick? 

Der. a make ter meſhage run our at ter mothſh, be- 
fore te ke vit te King, 

Den.” Peaſh Gd, to iſh te King. 

Der. Phair iſh te King ? 

Don. Phich iſh te King ? 

Den. Tat iſh te King. 

Der. Iſh tat te King ? Got bleſh him. 

Den. Peaſh, and take hect, vat tou ſhayſhr, man. 

Der. Creeſh bleſh him I ſhay. Phat reaſon | tayk heer, 
for tat ? 

Don. Creſh bl:ſh ti ſhweet faiſh, King Tamiſh ; and my 
miſtreſh faiſh too ; Fre te, heare-me now. I am come a 
great vay of miles to ſhe te now, by my fayt and trote, 
and graiſh 0? por. | 

Den. Phat iſh ti meaning o'tiſh, Dorwe!/? Didſh tou not 
ſhay a porſh name, I ſhould tell cy rayle for tee ? ant en- 
trayt me come to te Court, and leave my vare at thixe, 
and ſeven? By got, iſh true now. 

Den. Yeſh. But 1 thanke got I can tell my tayle my 
ſhelfe, now I be bore, I warrant tee : Pre dee hear me 
King Tamſh. 


| 


| 


| 


Don. By my fayt I vill not. 

Der. By my goſhips hand I vill nor. 

Pat. Speake Demſh ten. 

Den. If | ſpeake, te divell tayke me. I vill giye tee leave 
fo cram my mouth phit ſhamrokes and butter, and vaites 


| creſhes in ſtead of pearſh and peepſh. 


Par. If no body vill ſhpeake, 1 vill ſhpeake. Pleafh cy 
ſhweer faiſh we come from Ireland. 

Der. We belriſh men and ': pleaſh tee. 

Don. Ty good ſhubſheCts of Ireland, and pleafh ry Ma- 


| yelty. 


Den. Of Connough, Leymſter, Ulſter, Munſter. 1 mine 
one ſhelfe vaſh born in the Engliſh payle and pleaſh ty 
Mayeſty. 

Pat. Sacrament 0 chreeſh, tell ry tale, ty ſhelfe, and 
be all tree. 

Den. And pleaſh ty graiſh I vill tell tee, Tere vaſh a 
great neweſh in Ireland of a great Brideall of one & ty 
Lords here ant be. 

Pat. Ty man Robyne tey (hay. 

Don. Mary ty man Toumaiſh, tuſh daughter, tey (hay. 

Der. I, ty good man, Toumaiſh, o' Shuttolke, 

Don. He knoke uſh o'ce payt here aſh we come by, by & 
good roken. 

Der. | fayt tere iſh very muſh phoyt ſtick here fticring 
to night. He takes uſh for no Shquires I cinke. 

Pat. No, he tinkſh not ve be Imbaſherers. 

Don. No fayt | tinke ſho too. But tiſh Marriage bring 
over a dofhen of our besht Mayshters, to be merry perhe 
ree shweet faish, andt be ; and daunsh a fading at te ved- 
ding. 

Den. Byt tey vere leeke to daunsb naked, and pleazh ty 
Mayeſty ; for te villanous vild Iriſh sheas have casht away 
all ter fine cloysh, as many ash cosht a towſand cowes, 
and garraves | warrant tee. 

Der. And te prighe of a Cashtell or two upon teyr 
backs. 

Don. And tey tell ty Mayeſty, tey have ner a great 


Den. Pree dee heare me King Tamſh. I can tell tce bet- | fizh now, nor a sheamoynshter to shave teyr cloysh alive 


ter ten he. 

Pat. Pre dee heare neder noder on *hem : Here*ſh Der- 
mock vill ſhpcake better ten eder oder on *hem. 

Der. No faye ſhweet bart tow lyeſht. Patrick here iſh 
te reſht man ofbiſh congue, of all de foure ; pre tee now 
beare him. 

Pat. By chreeſh ſhave me tow lyeshe. I have te vyorſhe 
tongue in te company at thy ſherviſh. Vill ſhome body 
ſhpeake ? 


cash tey be poor, 


now. 

Pat. Nor a devoigh vit a clowd to fesh *hem our © te 
botrom © te vayrer. 

Der. But rey mugsht eene come and daunch i teyr man- 
tels now ; and #how tee how tey can foot te fading and 
te fadow, and te phip adunboyne [ crow. 

Dos. | pre dee now, let not ty ſweet faysht Ladies make 
a mock on *hbem and ſcorn to daunsbe vie *hem now, be- 


Pat. Tey 


Py 
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Pat. Tey drink no bonny clabbe, i fayt, now. 

Don. It ish better ten uſquebagh to daunsd vie Patrick. 

Pat. By my faters hand tey vill daunsh very vell. 

Der. 1 by $. Patrick vill tey ; for tey be nimble men. 

Den. And vill leap ash light, be creesh fave me, ash he 
tat veares te biggeſt fether in ty Court, King Tamiſb. 

Der. For all rey have no good vindsh to blow tem he- 
ter, nor elemencsh to presherve *bem. 

Dow. Nor all te four cornersh o're World, to creep out 
on. 
Pat. But tine own Kingdomes. 

Don. Tey be honeshe men. 

Pat. And goot men : tine own shubshects. 

Der. Tou hasht very good shubshetts in Ireland. 

Den. A great goot many, o* great goot shubsheAs. 
Don. Tat love ty Mayeſty heartily. 

Den. And vill run Yrough fire and vater for tee, over te 


| bog, and te Bannoke, be te graish o? Gor, and graish 0' 


Der. By got, tey vill fight for tee, King Tawyſh, and for 
my miſtrish ere. 

Dex. And my little maishter. 

Pat. And te ufrow, ty daughter, tat is in Tuchland. 

Don. Tey vill ſpend ter heart, in ter belly for rec, as vell 
2s ter legs, in ter heelsh. 

Der. By creesh,tey vill shpend all teyr cowesh for tee. 

Den. Pre eze make mush on *rem. ; 

Pat. Pre tee, ſweet faysh do. 

Don. Be not angry vit te bonesh men,for te few rebclsk, 
and knavesh. 

Pat. Nor beleeve, no tayles, King Tamiſh. 

Dey. For, by got, tcy love tee in Ireland. 

Don. Pre tee, bid *em velcome, and got make *%em rish 
for tee. 

Der. Tey vill make tem $helves honesht, 

Dm. Tou hasht not a hundret touſand ſush men by my 
rrote. 
Pat. No, nor forty, by my hant. 

Doy. By juſtizh Delounes hant, not twenty. 

Der. By my Lord Deputish bant not ten, in all ti great 
Brittayne. Shall I call hem to tee ? 

Don. Tey hit like poore men i! te porsh yonder, 

Pat. Shtay te peepe 8h come! harke, Rods: 

Der. Let ush daunsh ten. Daunsh Deniſe, 

Den. By creesh (a'me I ha' forgot, 

Don. A little till our mayshtersh be ready, 


Here the Foot-men had a dance, bring ſix men, and ſix boys, to 
the bagpipe, and other rude muſick, after which they had a 
ſong, and then they cried, 


Peash. Peash. Now room for our mayshters. Room for 
our mayshters. 


Then 1he Gentlemen dance forth a dance in their Iriſh mantles, to 
@ ſolemn Muſick of Harpes : which done, the fout-men fel! 
fo ſpeak again, till they were int 


| 


man of the Nation, who brings in a 


a 4 crvil — 


Der. How like ton tish Tamiſh ? And tey had fine Cloyshs 
now, and liveries, like tine own men and be, 
Don, But te rugs make Yem sbrug a little. 
Der. Tey have $hit a great phoyle i' te cold, and he 
Don. Isht. not pitty te cloysh be drown'd now ? 
Pat. Pre tee shee another daunsh, and be not veary, 
Gent. He may be of your rudeneſs. Hold your tongues 
And let your courſer manners {ek ſome place, ; 
Fit for their wildneſs. This is none, be gone. 
Advance, immortal Bard, come up and view 
The gladding face of that great King, in whom 
$0 many prophecies of thine are knit. 
This is that Fame: of which long fince thou ſung'}, 
Should end our Countries moſt unnatural broiles - 
And if her ear, then deafned with the drum, ; 
Would ſtoop but to the Mulick of his peace, 
She need not with the Sphears change harmony. 
This is the man thou promigdit should redeem, 
If she would love his counſels as his laws, 
Her head from ſervitude, her feet from fall, 
Her fame from barbariſme, her ſtate from want, 
Andin ber all the fruits of bleffing plan. 
Sing then ſome charme, made from his preſent looks 
That may aſlure thy former prophecies, : 
And firm the hopes of theſe obedient ſpirits, 
Whoſe love no leſs, than duty, hath calPd forth 
Their willing powers: who if they had much more 
Would do their All, and think they could not move 
Enough to honor that, which be doth love. 


Here the Bard ſings to two Harps. 


SONG 71. 


| 3 both your heads at once, and hearts: 
Obedience doth not well in parts. 
It is but ſtanding in his eye, 
You'll feel your ſelves chang'd by and by. 
Few live, that know, how quick a ſpring 
Works in the preſence of a King : 
'Tis done by this ; your ſlough let fall, 
And come forth new-born creatures all. 


hn thus ſong, the Maſquer; let fall their maniler, and diſcovered 
their maſquing apparel. Then dance forth, 


After the dance the Bard ſings thi. 
SONG 3. 


O breaks the Sun earths rugged chaing, 
Wherein rude winter bound her veins ; 
So grows both ſtream and ſource of price, 
"That lately fefrer'd were with ice, 

So naked trees get criſped heads, 

And colour'd coats the rougheſt meads, 
And all get vigour, youth, and ſprighr, 

That are but look'd on by his lighr. 


MER=- 
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MERCURY 


Vindicated from the 


ALCHYMISTS, 


AT COURT 


By Gentlemen, the King's Servants. 


A the lowd muſick, the Scene diſcovered ; being @ Labo- 
ratory, or Alchymiſts work-bouſe : Vulcan looking to the 
Regiſters, while s CyCclope, tending the fire, to the Cornets be- 


an io ſong. 
4 ETC OTE 


Oft, ſubtil fire, thou ſoul of Art, 
Now do thy part 
On weaker Nature, that thro age is lamed. 
Take but thy time, now ſhe is old, 
And the Sun her friend grown cold, 
$he will no more, in ſtrife wich thee be named, 


Look, but how few conſeſs her now, 
In cheeke or brow ! 

From every head, almoſt, how ſhe is friglited 
The very age abhors her fo, 
That it learns to ſpeak and go 

As if by art alone it could be righted. 


The Song ended, Mercury appeared, thruſting out bus bead, and 
Fu. or bus body, at rj Tunnel of the middle furnace; 
which Vulcan eſpying, cried ont to the Cyclope. 


VULCAN. 


0" , ſee! our Mercury is coming forth ; Art and all the 
noms aſſiſt. Call forth our Philoſopbers, He will 
be gone, he will evaporate. Dear Mercury ! help. He 
flies. He is ſcap'd. Precious golden Mercury, be fixt ; be 
not ſo volatile. Will none of the Sons of Art appear ? 


In which time Mercury having run once or twice about the 
rooms, takes breath, and ſpeak;. 


MERC7URT. 


Oe the place and goodneſs of it protect me. One 
tender-hearred creature, or other, fave Mercury, 
and free him. Ne're an old Gentlewoman 7 che houfe, 
that has a wrinkle about her, to hide me in? I could run 
into a Serving-womans pocket now ; her glove, any little 
hole. Some merciful Verdingale among ſo many, be 
bounteous, and undertake me : 1 will ſtand clofe up, any 
where, to eſcape this polt-footed Philoſopher, old Smug here 
of Lemos, and his ſmoaky family. Has he given me time 
to breath? O the variety of torment that 1 have endured 


in the reign of the Cyclops, beyond the moſt exquiſice wit 
of Tyrames. The whole houſhold of *"Lem are become Al 
chymiſts (ſince their trade of armour-making faild them) 
only to keep themſelves in fire, for this Winter ; for the 
miſchief of Secret, that they know, above the conſuming 
of coals, and drawing of U:kabah. Howſoever they may 
pretend under the ſpecious names of Geber, Arnold, Lully, 
Bombaſt of Hohenhein, to commit miracles in Art, and Trea» 
fon againſt Nature. And, as if the title of Phloſopher, that 


| creature of glory, were to be ferch'd out of a furnace, 


abuſe the curious and credulous Nation of metal-men 
through the world, and make Aercaxry their inſtrument, 
| am their Crude, and their Sublimate ; their Precipitare, 
and their Un&tuous; their Male and their Female ; ſome. 
times their Hermaphrodite : what they liſt ro ſtile me. lt is 
|, that am corroded, and exalted, and ſublim'd, and re- 
duc'd, and fetch'd over, and filered, and waſh'd, and 
wip'd ; what berween their fales and their filphures, cheir 
oy1s and their cartars, their brines and their vinegars, you 
might rake me out now a fous'd Mercury, now a ſalted 
Mercury, now a ſmoak'd and dry*'d Mercury, now a poul- 
dred and picked Mercury : never Herring, Oyiter, or 
Coucumer paſt ſo many vexations: my Whole life with 
'hem hath been an exerciſe of torture; one, two, three, 
four and five times an hour ha? they made me dance the 
Philoſophical circle like an Ape thorow a hoope, or a do 

in a wheel. 1 am chcir turn-ſpit indeed : they eat or ſmell 
no roaſt-meat but in my name. 1 am their bill of credit 
ſtill, chat paſſes for their Victuals and Houſe-room. lt is 
through me, they ha? got this corner © the Court to coozen 
in, where they ſhark for a hungry dyet below ſtairs, and 
cheat upon your under-Officers, promiſing mountains for 
their meat, and all upon Mercuries ſecurity. A poor Pa 

o' the Ladder, they have made obſtinately believe, fe 
ſhall be Phyſician for the houſhold next Summer: they will 
give him a quantity of the quinteſlence, ſhall ſerve him to 


ſtles the noſe, and Mercury is ingag'd for it. A child of 
the Scullery ſteals all their coals for "hem too, and he is bid 
ſleep ſecure, he ſhall find a corner 0 the Pbuloſophers ſtone 
fort, under his bolſter, one day, and have the Proverb in- 
verted. Againſt which, one day I am to deliver the Burtry 
in ſo many Firkins of Aurum potabile, as it delivers out Bom- 
bards of Budge to them, berween this and that. For the 
Pantry, they are at a certainty with me, and keep a Tally, 
an Ingot, a Loaf, or a wedge of ſome five pound weight, 
which is nothing of nothing, a trifle. And fo the Black- 


guard 


= PERS 


cure kibes or the mormall © the ſhin, take away the pu- 
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guard are pleated with anv leaſe of life { for ſome 999 ) | vapor'd o'er the helm with Tobacco, and the roſin of 


eſpecially thoſe o* the boyling-houſe, they are to have 
Medeas kettle hung up, that they may ſouſe into it when 
they will, and come out renew'd like ſo many ftrip'd 
Snakes dt their __ iſ theſe are. petty Engage- 
ments, and { as | ſaid y below the ſtaires; Marry above 
here, perpetuity of beauty, ( do you bear, Ladies) 
health, riches, honour ; @ matrer of Immortality is no- 
thing. They will calcine you a grave matron ( as it 
might be a mother ©&* thc maids) and ſpring up a young 
Virgin, out of ber aſhes, as freſh as a Phenix : Lay you 
an old Courtier of the coales like a ſawſedge, or a bloat 
herring, and after they ha* broild him enough, blow a 
foul into bim with a pair of bellows, till he ſtart up in- 
ro his Galliard, that was made when Monfeeur was here. 
They profeſs familiarly to melt down all the old finners 
© the Suburbs once in a half-year, into freſh Gamelters 
again. Get all the crack'd Maiden-heads, and caſt *em 
into new Ingots, half the Wenches © the Town are Al. 
chymy. See, they begin to multer again, and draw their 
Forces out againſt me ! The Genius of the place defend 
me. You that are both the Ss and TFupiter of this 
Sphear, Mereury invokes.your Majelty againit the footy 
Tribe here; for in your' favour only, I grow recover'd 
and warm, 


At which time Vulcan entring with @ troop of thredbare Al- 
chymilts, prepag#them to the firſt Antimaſque. 


PULC AN. 


Egin your charm, ſound muſick, circle him in, and 
take him : If he will not obey, bind him. 


They all danc'd about Mercury with wariety of changes, 
whilft he defends himſelf with hs Caduceus, #nd after the 
dance, ſpake. 


MERCYURT. 


T is in vain Vulcan, to pitch your net in the ſight of the 
fowl thus: 1am no ſleepy Mars, to be catch*d ” your 
ſubtile roys. I know what your aimes are, Sir, to tcar 
the wings from my head, and he-ls, lute me up in a gla(s, 
with my own ſeals, while you might wreſt rhe Caducews 
out of my hand, to the adultery and ſpoil of Nature, and 
make your accciles by it, to her diſhonor, more eaſe. 
Sir, would you believe it ſhould be come to that height 
of impudence, in Mankind, that ſuch a neſt of fire-worms 
as theſe are ( becauſe their Patron Mulciber heretofore 
has made ſtools ſtir, and Statues dance, a dog of brals to 
bark, and (which ſome will ſay, was his worſt act, a 
Woman to ſpeak ) ſhonld therefore with bis hears call'd 
Balnei, Cmerss, or Horle-dung, profeſs to ourwork the 
Sun in vertue, and contend to the great aCt of generation, / 
ray almoſt creation ? It is ſo, tho. For, in yonder veſſels 
which you ſee, in their laboratory, they have inclogd 
Materials, to produce Men, beyond the deeds of Deuca- 
lion, or Prometheus ( of which, one, they ſay, had the Phi- 
loſophers ſtone, and threw it over his ſhoulder, the other 
the fire, and loſt it.) And what men are they, they are 
ſo buſie about, think you ? not common ordinary crea- 
tures, but of rarity and excellence, ſuch as the times 
wanted, and the Age had a ſpecial deal of need of : ſuch, 
as there was a neceſſity, they ſhould be artificial ; for 
Nature could never have thought or dreamt o'their com 
poſition. I can remember ſome & their titles to you, and 
the Ingredients do not look for Paracelſus man among 'em, 
that he promiſed you out of white bread, and dele-wine, 
for he never came to light. But of theſe, let me ſee; the 
firſt that occurs; a Matter of the Duel, a Carrier of the 
differences. To him went ſpirit of ale, a good quantity, 


Mar; with a dram © the bultinefs, for that's the word of 
tincture, the buſineſs. Let me alone with the buſinet 

1 will cury the buſine6, 1 do underitand the bufineh, | 
do find an affront” the buſine(s,;'' Then another ig's Fer 
cer wn wy pg or the” Towns cunnin 
creature of art goo; a ſuppoſed 'Secretary to the Stars - 
bur, indeed, a kihd of lying Inelligencer nA thoſe _ 
His materials, if I be not deceived, were juyce of Alma. 
nacks, extraction of Epbemerides, ſcales of the Globe, filin 

of Figures, duſt o*rhe rtwelve Houſes, conſerve of Que 
ſtions, ſale of Confederacy, a pound of Adventure q 
grain of Skill, and a drop of Truth. 1 ſaw Vegitals to 
as well as Minexgls, put into one glaſs there, as Adders. 
tongue, Title-bane, Nitre of Clients, Tartar of falſ 
Conveyance, Awrum.paipabile, with a huge deal of talk 
ro Which they added tincture of Conſcience, with the fa. 
ces of Honeſty ; but for what this was, I could not learn - 


only I have over-heard one & the Artiſts ſay, out & the 
| corruption of a Lawyer was the beſt generation of a Bro. 
ker in ſuits; whether this were he or no, 1 know not. 

} | 


VULCAN. 


I hb 4 


Ta art a ſcorner, Mercury, and out of the pride of 
thy proteCtion here, mak*ſt it thy ſtudy to revile 
Art, but it will curn to thine own contumely ſoon. Call 
forth the Creatures of the firſt! claſs, and let ther move 
to the harmony of our hear, till the Nanderer have ſeal'd 
up his own lips, to his own torment, 


MAERCURT. 


E T *%hem come, let *hem come, I would not wiſh a 
greater puniſhment to thy impudence. 


There enters the ſecond Artimaſque of i et} Creat 7 
belmes T1 on their ork Whoſe dance _y = 
MERCURT proceeded, 
RT thou not aſhan'd, Vulcan, to offer in defence of 


thy fire and Art, againſt the excellence of the Sun 
and Nature, creatures more imperfect than the very flies 


and infects, that are her treſpaſſes and ſcapes? Vaniſh 


with thy inſolence, thou and thy impoſtors, and all men- 


with the Amalgama of ſugar and nutmegs, oyl of Oaths, 
ſulphure of quarrel, ſtrong Waters, Valour precipitate, | 


tion of you melt, before the Majeſty of this light, whoſe 
Mercury henceforth I profeſs to be, and never again the 
Philoſophers, Vaniſh, 1 ſay, that all who bave bur their 
ſenſes, may ſee and judge the difference berween thy ri- 
diculous Monſters and his abſoluce features. 


At which the whole Scene changed to @ glorious bowre, wherein 


Nature was placed, with Prometheus at her cet ; and the 
twelve Maſquer, endo about them. fecha had ben 
a while viewed, Prometheus deſcended, and Nature #fter 


bim, ſmging. 
NATURE, 


OW young and freſh am I tonight, 
To ſee*r kept day by ſo much light, 
And twelve my ſons ſtand in their Makers ſight ? 
Help, wiſe Prometheas, ſomething muſt be done, 
To ſhew they are the Creatures of the Sun, 
That each to other 
Is a brother, 
And Natvre here no ſtepdame, but a mother, 
Cho, _ forth, come forth, prove all the numbers 
then, 
That make perſeQtion vp, and may abſolye you 
men. 


H 


Bur 


 Maſques. 


But ſhew thy 
Thy riſings, Army. 


Of ſtealing fire from oy ime try eyes and hearts, 
Thoſe ſofter ci 


OG EN 
And there do. Planets are than 
To know whoſe motion 


TEges, 


The firſ# Dance. 
- After which this Song. 


PROMETHEVUS: NATUR 


Pro, Nature" is motions mother, as ſhe is yours,” 
Cho, The ſpring, whence order flows, that 
And knits the cauſes with th' 


\ 


Pro. OW many, *mongſt theſe Ladies here, 
Wiſh now they ſuch a mother were ! 

Ne. Not one I a__ » 4 

And read it in their lau — : pa.” 

—_ lawitho be my —_ NATURE. 
Pre. You think they would not old,for muc glory. Lay... 
Ns. I chink chat fo told LUO "TRatnary 

ls no falſe piece of ſtory, 

'Tis yet with them, but Beauties.noon, | Or ſure they are no ſons of mine. 

They would not Grandames be'too ſoon. (1 There ia no bang\ee; boys, like this 
Pre. ls that Sexes humor ? If you hope better, you will miſs; 

Tis then ſince _ OY hve a Stay here, 2nd take incif bins © tl. 

tumor. | Cho. Which if you can refine, ( wine: 

Cho. Move, move again; Within | | The taſte knows no ſuch cars or yer the palate 
Ne. 'Tis form allures, + | | oy TID 

Then more, the Ladies here are flore. | They are not bs gh, go backward frometo 
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Maſques. 


THE 


Golden Age Reſtored. 


IN A 


MASQU 


At COURT, 1615s. 
By the Lords and Gentlemen the King's Servants. 


Pallas H—_— diſcendorg 


To 6 ſofter Myfick. 


Ook, look! rejoyce, and wonder ! 
That you offending mortals are 
| (For all your crimes) ſo much the care 
Of him that bears che thunder ! 


Fore can endure no , 
Your great ones your leſd invade ; 
Or that your weak, tho bad, be made 
A prey unto the ſtronger. 


And therefore, means to ſettle 
Aſtres in her ſeat again ; 
And let down in his golden chain 
The Age of better 


Which deed be doth the rather, 
That even Envy may behold 
Time not enjoy his head of gold 

Alone beneath his father. 


Bue that his care conſerveth 
As time, © all times honors too, 
ing ſtill what heaven ſhould do, 
And not what earth deſerveth. 


A tumult But bark,what tumult from yond* cave is heard ! 

ard elaſh- What noiſe, what ſtrife, what earthquake and 

_ alarms ! 

—_ As troubled Nature for her Maker, fear'd ; 
And all the iron-age were up in arms ! 


within, 
Hide me, ſoft cloud, from their cs, 
Till inſolent Rebellion eral wy > waged 
And as thcir ſpirits with their counſels riſe, 
I fruſtrate all with ſhowing of my ſhield. 


Iron-age preſents it ſelf, calling forth the Evils. 


Ome forth, come forth, do we not hear 
What purpoſe, and how worth our fear, 


of Gods hath on us ? 
is not of the iron breed, 

That would, though Fate did help the deed, 

ALOSIINEE 22M 


The 


Thy ; Pride, 
Force, , and thy babe laſt born, 
Smooth Treachery call hither. 
Arm Folly forth, and Ignorance, 
And them all our Pyrrbick dance: 
We may triumph together, 
* | Upon this enemy {> great, 


Whom, if our forces can defeat, 

| And but this once bring under, 

We arc the maſters of the skies, 

Where all the wealth, height, power lies, 

The ſcepter, and the thunder. 
Which of you would not in a war 
Attempt the price of any ſcar, 

To keep your own ſtates even ? 
Bur, bere, which of you is that he, 
Would not himſelf the weapon be, 

To ruine Fove and Heaven ? 
About it then, and let him feel, 
The iron-age is turn'd to ſteel, 
Since her : 


: hell confeſs 
Our malice is far greater. 


their Donce, two Drums, T1 1, and 
Martial Muſick : at the end of which Pallas 


change, and periſh, ſcarcely knowing how, 
That *gainſt the Gods do take ſo vain a vow, 
think to equal with your mortal dates, 
obnoxious to ne fates, 


time © appear, and lct their folly ſee, 
fought, and with what deftiny. 


ee, 


ASTRAA AGE. 
2. But do they know, 
—_—_— 
r. And will of grace reveive ir, not as due ? 
PALLAS. 
If not they harm themſdlves, noe you. 
ASTRA A. AGE. 
1 Train, 2 True. 


QCV1RPE. 


The grearhoula till 6 good felt own fake, 


PALLAS. 
Welcome to earth and raign. - 
ASTRAA. AGE. 


' But how without a train 


Shall we our ſtate ſuſtain ? 
PALL AS: 


Leave that to Fove : therein you are 
No little part of his Adwerve's care. 


\ a 
You far fam'd ſpirits of this happy Ile, 
That, for your ficred ng has Taired the file 
Of — whoſe notes the air aſpire 
Ofth' © 


Of 4 or the Thracien ys 
Put on EE inn ond Wine y 


To wait upon the" age that, ſhall your names 
verrue » ang: arts 
tall fourth. 

Poets deſcend. 


2 We come. 2, We come. 
beſt of fire 


Thar for chair ring good now np mads cen anna a 


Theſe we muſt joynto wake ; for theſe are of the firain 
That juſtice darc defend, and will the age ſuſtain. 


QYIREN, 


*| Awake, awake, for whom ihe times wet kepe, 


O wake, wake, wake, as you had never ſlept, 
Make haſt and pur on air, to be their guard, 
Whom once but to deſend, is ſtill reward. 
PALL AS. 

Thus Pala; throws a lightning from her ſhield. 
QUIRE. 

To which let all that doubtful darknefs yeild. 
1 ASTRAA. 2 AGE. 


1 Now peace. '2 And love. 1 Faith, 2 Joys. 
1,2. All all increaſe. 


POET S. 


2 And ſtrife, 2 And hate, 2 And fear, 2 And 
pain, 4 All ceaſe. - 


A pauſe, 


PALL AS. 


No tumour of an iron vain. 
The cauſes ſhall not come again. 


QUIRE. 


But, as of old, all now be gold. 
hag or ace cndys wall rid a 

not , 
mo hace Fon Harp! oy on 1 
That fit the Gewy of theſe 


The firſt aance, after which, PALL AS. 
Already ? Do not all things finile ? 


o * 
' 


- 
= 


ASTRA A. 


But when they have enjoy'd a while, 
The ages quickning power : - 


4 CY ran 


That every thought a ſeed doth bring, 
And every look a plant doth pri 
And every breath a flower : . 


PALLAS. 


(Then darth ufiplough'd ſhall yield her crop, 

Pure honey from the oak ſhall drop, 

The fountain ſhall cun milk : 

The thiſtle hall the lilly bear, 

And every bramble roſes wear, % 


| JAndevery worm make filk. 


QUIRE. 


And Netter melt the rock with hear, 
Till earth have drunk her fill : 


ſhade, | That she no barmful weed may know, 


Nor barren Ferze, nor 
Nor Mineral to kjll. 


ke low, 


| 


And went away from earth, as if bat cam'd with ſleep : 


_ NO 


D—_—_——_—_—_——— — —  —__ — 
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The main dance, after which, 
P ALL AS. 


But here's not all : you muſt do more, 
Or elſe you do but half reſtore 


The Ages liberty. 
POETS. 


The male and female ue'd to joyn, 

And into all delight did coyn 
That pure ſitnpliciry. * 

Then feature did to form advance, 

And Youth call'd Beauty .. to dance, 
And every grace was 

It was a time of no diſtruſt, 

So much of Love had nought of luſt, 
None fear'd a jealous eye. 

The language melted in the ear, 

Yet all without a bluſh might bear, 


every hour 
To re your mes i ene low 
That you may live for ever. 


QUIRE. 


cr, 


To ove, 
That 


be all the honour gi ven, 
tu tears can re from er co heaer 


ASTRA A. 


What change is here ! ] had noe more 

Defice to leave the earth before, 
Than have now to'ſtay ; 

My ſilver feet, like roots, » © KP 


They liv'd with open yow. Into the ground, my wings are ſheuth'd, 
QUIRE. I, - ORIh 
Of al there ſhes a ſdcond dirth, 
Each touch and kiſs was ſo well plac'd, Ir is become a heaven on earth, 
were as ſweet as they were chaft 
And ſuch muſt yours be now. 
Dance with Ladies. 
PALLAS aſcending, calls them. This, this, and only ch a this, 
[he Regs er 2ajor 
Tis now bebold you here, pray to live, 
Wha Foe dui robe your ſphere, | And in the midft of fo mck gold, 
— gm ba oe proenofenn 
Be ready ftill without your ” oo 
Like lights about Afreve edt elliards and 
£48 . 's, 
You here miſt ſhine, and all be one, q = >" 
In fervor and in flame. 
——— — —#—_ 
F I NN I S. 
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BAR THOLMEW FAIR. 
A COMEDY. 


Acted in the Year 1614. By the Lavy Er1izazeran's Servants. 
And then dedicated to KinG Jawts, of moſt bleſſed Memory. 


_— 


By the Author Benjamin Johnſon. 


Si foret in terris, rideret Democritus : nam 
SpeFtaret populum ludis attentius ipſis, 
Ut fubi prebentem, mimo ſpeftacula plura. 

| Scriptores autem narrare putaret aſello 
Fabellam ſurdo, : Hor. lib, 2. Epiſt. 1. 


m—_— 


SHE 


ProLtocus to the KING's MAJESTY. 


Our Majeſty is welcome to a Fair ; 


Y- muſt expeft : with theſe, the zealous noiſe 


Of your Lands Fa&tion, ſcandaliz'd at Toys, 

As Babies, Hobby-horſes, Puppet-plays, 

And ſuch like rage, whereof the petulant ways 
Vour ſelf have known, and have bin vext with long. 
Theſe for your Sport, without particular wrong, 
Or juſt complaint of any private Man, 

(Who of himſelf, or ſhall think well or can ) 
The Maker doth preſent : and hopes, to Night 

To give you for a Fairing, tne delight; ' * 


Ece 


Such Place, ſuch Men, ſuch Language, and ſuch Ware, 


The PersoONSs of the PLrav. 


Jonux LirrtLie-wir, 
Wix LitTLE-WiT, 
Dames PurECRrRAtT, 
Zeal-Or-THE-LaxdD BusrY, 
Wix-Wiese, 
QuarLOUsS, 
BaxTHOLMEW CoOxkes, 
Humenxsy Wager, 
ADpaM Ovex po, 
Dame OverD oo, 
Grace WELBORN, 
Laxnt, LeATHERHEAD, 
Joan Trxasn, 
Ezecuier EpGworTH, 
N1GHTINGALE, 
UxsL4, 
Moonx-caLr, 
Joxpan Knock-aun, 
V ar. Currixs, 
Caetaix Warr, 
PuxqQue ArL1ce, 


TxouBLE-ALL, 


A Proftor. 

Hu Wife. 

Her Mother and a Widow. 
Her Suiter, a Banbury Man. 
Flu Rival, a Gentleman, 
His Companion, a Gameſter, 
An Eſquire of Harrow. 
FElis Man, 

A Juſtice of Peace. 

His Wife. 

Hu Ward, 

A Hobbi-Horſe ſeller, 

A Ginger-Bread Woman, 

A Cutpurſe. 

A Ballad-ſmnger. 

A Pig-Woman, 


Her Tapſter. 


A Horſe-courſer, and a ranger 0 "Turnbull. 
A Roarer, 

A Bawd. 

Miftriſs o' the Game. 

A Mad man. 


Warcumnen, three. 


Cos T 4 « D-monger. 


MousrTara?e-man. 


CLOTHIER, 


WreESTLER 


POoORTERS, 


Dook-KBEPFRS 


PuePeeT%® 


THE 
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TIAGE 


Stage keeper. 


Entlemen, have a little __— they are c'en 
upon coming, inſtantly. He that ſhould be- 
in the Play, Maſter Little-wit, the Prodter, 
- a ſtiech new faln in his black (ilk Stock- 
ing; *ewill be drawn up ere you can tell ewenty. He 
plays one o' the Arches that dwells about the Hoſpital, 
oy he has a very pretty part. But for the whole Play, 
will you ha' the truth on't? (I am looking, leſt the Poer 
hear me, or his Man, Maſter Broow, behind the Arras ) 
it is like to be a yery conceited ſcurvy gne, in plain Ex- 
gliſh. When't comes to the Fair once, you were een 
as good go to Virginia, for any thing there is of Smith- 
feld, He has not hit the Humours, he do's not know 
em; he has not convers'd with the Bartbolmew-birds, 
as they ſay 3 he has nc'er a Sword and Buckler Man in 
his Farr ; nor. a little Davy, to take Toll o' the Bawds 
there, as in my time ; nor a Kind-heart, if any bodies 
Teeth ſhould chance to ake in his Play ; nor a Jugler 
with a well-educated Ape, to come over the Chain for 
the King of England, and back again for the Prince, 
and fic Nin on his Arſe for the Pope, and the King of 
Spain ! None o' theſe fine ſights! Nor has he the Can- 
vascut i' the Night, for a Hobby-horſe-man to creep in- 
to his ſhe-neighbour, and take his leap there ! Nothing ! 
No,and ſome writer (that I know) had had but the Pen- 
ning o' this matter, he would ha* made you ſuch a Fig- 
ajog i the Boothes, you ſhould ha* thought an Earth- 
quake had been i* che Fair ! But theſe Maſter-Poets, 
they will ha* their own abſurd courſes 3 they will be 
inform'd of nothing. He has ( firreverence ) kick'd me 
three or four times about the Tyring-houſe, I thank him, 
for but offering to put in with my experience. Pl 
be judg'd by you, Gentlemen, now, but for one conceit 
of mine! Would not a fine Pump upon the Stage ha* 
done well, for a property now ? and a Punque ſet under 
:pon her Head, with her Stern upward, and ha” been 
Jous'd by my witty young Maſters o* the Inns o' Court ? 
What think you o' this for a ſhew, now? he will not 
hear *othis! pot an Aſs! I! and yet I kept the Stage 
in Maſter Tarleton's time, I thank my Stars. Ho! and 
that Man had liv'd to have play'd in Bartholmew Fair, 
you ſhould ha? ſeen him ha? come in, and ha' been co- 
+:ncd i the Cloath-quarter, fo finely | And Adams, 
the Rogue, ha' leap'd and caper'd upon him, and ha 
dealt his Vermine about, as though they had coſt him 
nothing. And then a ſubſtantial Watch to ha' ſtoln in 


upon 'em, and taken 'em away, with miſtaking words, 
as the faſhion is in the Stage-practice. 


Book bolder, Scrivener. [ To him. 
Ook. How now ? what rare diſcourſe are you faln 
upon? ha? ha' you found any familiars here, that 

you are ſo free? what's the buſineſs ? 

Ste. Nothing, but the underſtanding Gentlemen o'the 
Ground here, ask'd my judgment. 

Book. Your judgment, Raſcal? for what? ſweeping 
the Stage ? or gathering up the broken Apples for the 
Bears within ? Away Rogue, it's come to a tine degree 
in theſe Spettaclesr, when ſuch a Youth as you pretend 
to a judgment. And yet he may, i! the moſt o' this 
matter i' faith : For the Author hath writ ic juſt to his 
Meridian, and the Scale of the grounded Judgments here, 
his Play-tellows in wit. Gentlemen, not for want of a 
Prologue, but by way of a new one, I am ſent out to you 
here, with a Scrivener, and certain Articles drawn out 
in haſte berween our Author and you ; which if you 
pleaſe to hear, and as they appear reaſonable, to approve 
of ; the Play will tollow pretently. Read, Scribe, gi 'me 
the Counterpain. 

Ser. Articles of Agreement, indented, between the 
Spectators or Hearers, at the Hope on rhe Bankſide, in the 

unty of Surry on the one party; And the Author of 
Bartbolmew Fair in the ſaid place and County, on the 
other party : the one and thirtieth day of OZob. 1614. 
and in the eweltth year of che Reign of our Sovereign 
Lord, Fames, by the Grace of God, King of England, 
France, and Ireland, Defender of the Faith : And ot Scor- 
land the Seven and fortieth. 

Inprimss, It is covenanted and agreed, by and between 
the Parties above-ſaid, and the faid Spetators, and Hear- 
ers, as well the curious and envious, as the favouring 
and judicious, as allo the grounded judgments and un- 
derſtandings, do for themſelves ſeverally covenant and 
agree to remain in the Places their Money or Friends 
have put them in, with patience, for the ſpace of ewo 
Hours and an half, and ſomewhat more. In which 
time the Autbor promiteth to preſent them by us, with a 
new ſufficient Play, called Bartholmew Fair, merry, and 
as full of noiſe, as ſport : made co delight all, and to ot- 
tend none ; provided they have either che wit or the ho- 
neſty to think well of chemſelves. 

Ic is further agreed, That every Perſon here, have his 
or their free-will of Cenfure, to like or diſlike at their 
own charge, the Awthor having now departed with his 

Ece2 right: 


EOS > ns Io 
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right : it ſhall be lawful tor any Man to judge his fix 
Pen'orth, his twelve Pen'orth, ſo to his aghteen Pence, 
two Shillings. half a Crown, to the value of his Place ; 
provided always his Place get not above his Wit. And 
if he pay for half a dozen, he may cenſure for all them 
too, fo that he will undertake that they ſhall be ſilent. 
He ſhall put in for Cen/ures here, as they do for Lots at 
the Lottery : marry, if he drop but ſix Pence at the 
Door, and will Cenfure a Crowns worth, it is thought 
there is no Conſcience, or Juſtice in thar, 

It is alſo agreed, That every Man here exerciſe his 
own Judgment, and not Cenſure by Contagion, or upon 
truſt, from anothers Voice, or Face, that fits by him, 
be he never fo firſt in the Commiſſion of Wit : As alſo, 
that he be fixt and ſettled in his Cenfſure, that what he 
approves, or not approves to day, he will do the ſame 
to morrow ; and if to miorrow, the next day, and ſc 
the next week (if need be: ) and not to be brought 


about by any that fits on the Bench with him, though? 


they indite and arraign Plays daily. He that will ſwear, 
Feronimo, or Andronicus are the beſt Plays, yet ſhall paſs 
uncxcepted at here, as a Man whoſe Judgment ſhews it 
is conſtant, and hath ſtood till theſe five and twenty 
or thirty years. Though it be an Ignorance, it is a 
vertuous and ſtaid Ignorance z and next to ruth, a con- 


firm'd error does well; ſuch a one the Author knows 


where to find him. 
Ic is further covenanted, concluded and agreed, That 
how great ſoever the expectation be, no Perſon here is 
ro expect more than he knows, or better Ware than a 
Fair will afford : neither to look back to the Sword and 
Buckler-age of Smithfield, but content himſelf with the 
reſent, Inſtead of a little Davy, to take Toll © the 
wds, the Author doth promiſe a ſtrutting Horſe-courſer, 
with a leer-Drunkard, two or three to attend him, in as 
good Equipage as you would wiſh. And then for Kind- 
heart, the Tooth-drawer, a fine Oily P;g-woman with her 
Tapſter, to bid you welcome, and a Conſort of Roarers 
for Muſick. A wiſe Juſtice of Peace meditant, inſtead 
of a Jugler, with an Ape. A civil Cutpurſe ſearchant. A 
ſweet Siwger of new 


llads alurant : and as freſh an 


Hypoerite, as ever was broach'd, rawpant. If there be ne 
Ver a Servant-monſter i the Fair, who can help it , he 
lays, nor a Neſt of Antique: ? He is loth to make Na- 
ture afraid in his Plays, like thoſe that beget Tales, Tem- 
pes and ſuch like Drolleries, to mix his Head with other 

ens Heels ; let the concupiſcence of Figs and Dance, 
reign as ſtrong as ic will amongſt you : 
pers will pleale any body, they ſhall 
come in. 

In conſideration of which, it is finally agreed, by the 
forelaid Hearers and Spettators, That they neither in 
themſelves conceal, nor ſuffer by them to be concealed, 
any State-decipherer,or Politick Picklock of the Scene, 1o fo- 
lemnly ridiculous, as to ſearch out, who was meant b 
Ginger-bread-woman, who by the Hobby-horſe-man, who by 
the Coſtard-monger, nay, who by their Wares. Or that 
will precend to affirm (on his own inſpired Ignorance ) 
what Mirror of Magiſtrates is meant by the Fuſtice, 
what great Lady by the Pig-woman, what conceal'd States- 
man, by the Seller of Mouſe-rraps, and fo of the reſt. 
But that ſuch Perſon, or Perſons fo found, be lett diſco- 
vered to the me of the Author, as a forteicure to the 
Stage, and your laughter aforeſaid. As alſo, ſuch as 
ſhall fo deſperately, or ambitiouſly, play the fool by his 
place aforeſaid, to challenge the Author of icurrility, be. 
cauſe the Language ſomewhere ſavours of Smithfeld, the 
Booth, and the Pig broath, or of prophanenels, becauſe 
a Mad-man cries, Ged quit you, or bleſs you. In witneſs 
whereof, as you have prepoſterouſly pur to your Seals 
already ( which is your Money ) you will now add the 
other pare of ſuffrage, your Hands. "The Play ſhall pre- 
ſencly begin. And though the Fair be not kept in the 
{ame Region, that ſome here, perhaps, would have it; 
yer think, thac therein the Author hath obſerv'd a ſpeci- 
al Decorum, the place being as dirty as Smithfield, and 
as ſtinking every whir. 

Howſoever, he prays you to believe, his Ware is ſtill 
the ſame, elſe you will make him juſtly ſuſpect that he 
that is ſo loth to look on a Baby, or an Hebby-borſe here, 
would be glad to take up a Commedity of them, at any 
laughter or loſs in another place. 


- it the Pup. 
entreated tg 
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Act I Scene |. 
Litte-wit. [To him] Win. 


Pretty Conceit, and worth the finding ! I ha 
ſuch luck to ſpin out theſe fine things ſtill, 
| and like a Silk-worm, out of my ſelf. Here's 
Maſter Bartholomew Cokes, of Harrow & th* 
Hill , ? th' County of Middleſex, Eſquire, 
takes forth his Licence to marry Miſtreſs Grace Well-born, 
of the ſaid Place and County : And when do's he take 
ie forth ? to day ! the Four and Twentieth of Auguf ! 
Bartbolmew-day ! Bartholmew upon Bartholmew ! there's 
the Device | who would have mark'd ſuch a Leap-Frog 
Chance now? A very lets than Ames-ace, on two Dice! 
Well, go thy ways, Fobn Little-wit, Proctor Fobn Litile- 
wit : One o' the pretty Wits o' Pauls, the Little-wit of 
Lenden (46 thou art call'd) and ſomething belide. When 
a Quirk or a Quiblm do's ſcape thee, and thou doſt not 
watch and apprehend ir, and bring it afore the Con- 
ſtable of Conceit : (there now, 1 ſpeak Quib too) let 
'em carry thee out o* the Arch-deacons Court into his 
Kitchin, and make a Fack of thee, inſtead of a Fobr. 
(There I am again la !) Wim, Good Morrow, Win. I 
marry, Win! Now you look finely indeed, Win ! this 
Cap do's convince! you'ld not ha' worn it, Win, nor ha' 
had ic Velver, but a rough Countrey Bever, with a 
Copper Band, like the Conney-skin-woman of Budge- 
Row ? Sweet Win, let me kiſs it! And her fine high 
Shooes, like the Spaniſh Lady ! Good In, go a little, I 
would tain ſee thee pace, pretty Win ! By this fine Cap, 
I could never leave kifling o'r. 
In. Come indeed la, you arc ſuch a Fool ſtill ! 
Litt. No, but half a one, Win, you are the tother 
half: Man and Wife make one Fool, Win. (Good !) 
Is there the Poctor, or Doctor indeed, i' the Dioce/s, | 
that ever had the Fortune to win him ſuch a Win! 
(There I am again!) I do feel Conceits coming upon 
me, more than I am able to turn Tongue too. Pox 
o' theſe Pretenders to Wit! Your Three Cranes, Miter 
and Mermaid men! Not a Corn of true Salt, not a 
Grain of right Muſtard amongſt them all. They may 
ſtand for Places, or fo, again the next Wit fall, and 
pay Two Pence in a Quart more for their Canary 
than other Men. But gi' me the Maa can ſtart up a 
pg of Wit out of Six Shillings Beer, and give the 
aw to all the Poets and Poet-Suckers i' Town, becauſe 
they are the Players Gollips. *Slid, other Men have 
Wives as fine as the Players, and as well dreſt. Come 
hither, Wim. 


AR I. Scene Il. 


Win wife, Little wit, Win. 


WY. how now, Maſter Little-wit / meaſuring of 
Lips? or molding of Kiſles ? which is it ? 

Litt. 'Lroth, I am a lictle taken with my Wins dref 
ſing here ! Doſt not tine, Maſter Winwife ? How do 
you apprehend, Sir? She wouldnort ha' worn this Ha- 


——_— 


_— with a Lace to boot, as this has. Dear W's, 
ler er Wir-wife kiſs you. He comes a wooing to our 
Mother», and may be our Father perhaps, in. Thece's 
no harm in him, #4. | 
Winr-w. None !! the Earth, Maſter Little-wit. 

Litt. I envy no Man my Delicates, Sir. 

Win-w. Alas, you ha' the Garden where they grow 
ſtill! A Wife here with a Strawhberry-Breath, Cherry- 
Lips, Apricot-Cheeks, and a ſoft Velvec Head, like a 
Melicotton. 

Litr. Good, i'faith | now dulnefs upon me, that I had 
not that before him, that I ſhould not lighe on't as well 
as he! Velver Head ! 

Win-w. Buc my taſte, Maſter Little-wit , tends to 
Fruit of a latter kind : the Sober Matron, your Wives 
Mother. 

Litre. I: we know you are a Suitor, Sir; #m, and I 
both, wiſh you well : By this Licence here would you 
had her, that your Two Names were as faſt in it as here 
are a Couple. Wi would fain have a fine Young 
Father i Law , with a Feather: that her Mother 
might Hood it, and Chain it, with Miſtris Over- 
dee. But you do not take the righe courſe, Maſter 
Win-wife. 

Win-w. No? Maſter Littlewit, why ? 

Lit. You are not mad enough. 

Win-w. How? Is Madneſs a right courſe ? 

Lit. I ſay nothing, bur I wink upon #:m. You have 
a Friend, one ( Maſter Qzarlows ) comes here ſome- 
times. 

Wwm-w. Why ? he makes no Love to her, do's he ? 
Lit. Not a Tokenworth that ever I ſaw, I allure you ; 
But —— 

Winew. What ? 

Lit. Hz is the more Mad-cap of the Two. You do 
not apprehend me. 

Win. You have a hot Coal 1 your Mouth now, you 
cannot hold, 

Lit. Let me out with it, dear Win. 

Win, I'll cell him my ſelf. 

Lir. Do, and take all the Thanks, and much do good 
thy pretty heart, in. 

Win. Sir, my Mother has had her Nativiey-water 
caſt lacely by che Cunning-Men in Cow-lane, and they 
ha' told her Se Fortune, and do enſure her, ſhe ſhall 
never have happy hour, unlels ſhe marry within this 
_ and when it is, it muſt be a Mad Man, 
they lay. 

Lit. l but it muſt be a Gentleman- Mad Man. 

Win, Yes, fo the & other man of More fields ſays. 

Win w. But do's ſhe believe 'em ? 

Lit. Yes, and has been at Bedlam twice ſince evety 
day, toenquire if any Gentleman be there, or to come 
there mad ! 

Win-w. Why, this is a Confederacy, a meer piece of 
praftice upon her by theſe Impoftors. 

Lit. I cell her fo; or elſe, tay 1, chat they mean fome 
Young Madcap-Gentleman (tor the Devil can equivo- 
cate as well as a Shop-keeper) and therefore would I ad- 
= you to be a little madder than Maſter Quarlous heres 
after. 


bie. 1 challenge all Che to ſhew ſuch another : 
More-fields, Pim{ico-path, og the Exchange, in a Summer- 


Wmw. Where is ſhe? ſtirring yet ? 
Lis. 
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Lit. Stirring ! Yes, and ſtudying an Old Elder come 
from Banbury, a Suitor that puts in kere at Meal-ride, to 
praiſe the painful Brethren, or pray that the Sweet 
Singers may be reſtor'd; Says a Grace as long as his 
Breath laſts him ! Some time the Spiric is fo ſtrong with 
him, it gets Guite out of him, and then my Mother, or 
Im, arc tain to fetch it again with Malmlſey, or Agua 
Celetus. : 

Vin. Yes indeed, we have ſuch a tedious Lite 
with him for his Dyet, and his Clothes too , he 
breaks his Buttons, and cracks Seams at every Saying 
lie fobs our. : 

Fun. He cannot abide my Vocation, he ſays. 

in. No, he told my Mother, a Proctor was a 
Claw of the Beaſt, and that ſhe had little leſs {than 
commirted Abomimation in marrying me fo as ſhe has 
done. 

Feh. Every Line Che ſays) that a Prodor writes, 
when it comes to be read in the Biſho 's Court N 
is a long black Hair, kemb'd out of the Tail of An 
ti=Chriſt. 

V/mw, When came this Proſelyte ? 

Teh, Some three days lince. 


Act I, Scene III. 
Quarlons, Jobn, VI'm, V1 In wifſe, 


Sir, ha' you tane Soyl here ? it's well a Man may 

reach you alter three hours running yet /! what an 
unmercitul Companion art thou, to quit thy Lodgi 
at ſuch ungentlemanly hours ? None but a ſcatter 
Covey of Fidlers, or one of theſe Rag-rakers in Dung- 
hills, or ſome Marrow-bone-man at moſt, would have 
been up when thou were gone abroad, by all Delſcri- 
ption. I pray thee what aileſt thou, thou canſt not 
fleep ? haſt thou Thorns i' thy Eye-lids, or 'Thiſtles 
i' thy Bed: ; 

If*n w. 1 cannot tell : It ſeems you had neither i' your 
Fect, that took this pain to find me. 

Quar. No, and I had, all the Lime-hounds of the Ci- 
ty ſhould have drawn after you by the Scent rather. 
Mr. Tchn Littlewit ! God fave you, Sir. "Twas a 
hot Night with ſome of us, laſt Night, Fob» : ſhall 
we plack a Hair o* the ſame Wolt to day, Proctor 

6hn ? - 

: 7ob. Do you remember, Maſter Quarlows, what we 

HCOL1i5 u ON lat niphe ? 

Quar. Not I, Fobn: nothing that I either diſcourſe or 
do, at thoſc rimes I forfeit all ro forgettulnels. 

Jeb. No? not concerning Win, look you: there ſhe 
is, and dreſt, as I told you ſhe ſhould be: Hark you, Sir, 
had you forgot ? 

£uar. By this Head, I'll beware how I keep you 
company, Jobn, when I am drunk, and you have this 
dangerous memory ! that's certain. 

709. Why vir 7 

Quar. Why ? we were all a little ſtain'd laſt Night, 
ſprinkled with a Cup or two, and I agreed with Pro- 
ctor John here, to come and do ſomewhat with Mm 
(I kaow not what *twas) to day; and he puts me in 
mind on't now; he ſays he was coming to fetch me : 
Before Truth, if you have that fearful Quality, John, 
to remember when you are ſober, Fobn, what you pro- 
miſe drunk, Fehr; I ſhall rake heed of you, Fobn. For 
this once I am content to wink at you ; where's your 
Wite? Come hither, Wn. | He kiſſeth ber. 

Win, Why, John! do you ſee this, Fobn? look you ! 
help me, Jobn. 

Feb. O Win, fiz, what do you mean, Win? Be wo- 
manly Wm; make an Our-cry to your Mother, In ? 
Maſter Quarlous is an honeſt Gentleman, and our wor- 
ſhiptul good Friend, 1m : and he is Maſter V/mm-wifes 
Friend too: And Maſter V/inwife comes a Suitor to 


your Mother, //m; as I told you before, Vim, and 
may perhaps be our Father, Y//;n : they'll do you no 
harm , V/im, they are both our Worlhipfi good 
Friends. Maſter Quarlow ! you muſt know Maſter 
Quarlow , V/m, you muſt not quarrel with Malter 
Buarlow, VVin. 

Buar, No, well kiſs again, and fall in. 

Fob. Yes, do, good VVin. 

VVm. F faith you are a Fool, Fobn. 

Fob. A Fool-Fobn, the calls me; do you mark 
Ja Gentlemen? Pretty Littlz-wit of Velver! a Fool- 

ohn, 

7 ng She may call you an Apple- John, if you uſs 
this. 
_ w. Pray thee forbear, for my Reſpet, ſome- 
what, 

Suar. Hoy-day ! how reſpeftive you are become 
o the ſudden! I tear this Family will turn you reform- 
ed too; pray you come about again. Becauſe ſhe is in 
pothibility to be your Daughter-in-Law, and may jask 
you Blething hereafter, when ſhe courts ic to 7irmam 
to eat Cream. Well, 1 will forbear, Sir; but i” faith, 
would thou would'ſt leave thy Exerciſe of Widow- 
hunting once! this drawing after an Old Reverend 
>mock by the Splay-Foot: There cannot be an anci- 
ent 7ripe or Trillibub i” the Town, bur thou art ſtraight 
noling it, and 'tis a fine Occupation thou'le confing thy 
ſelf ro, when thou haſt got one; ſcrubbing a piece of 
Buff, as if thou hadſt the perpetatty of Pannyer» Alley 
toſtink in ; __—_ worſe, currying a Carkaſs that 
thou haſt bound thy ſelf to alive. I'll be ſworn, ſome 
ot them (that thou art, or haſt been a Suitor to) are 
lo old, as no chaſte or married pleaſure can ever be- 
come 'em : the honeſt Inſtrument of Procreation has 
(Forty Years ſince) left to belong to *em ; thou muſt 
viſit *em as thou wouldit do a Tomb, with a Torch, or 
Three Handfuls of Link, flaming hot, and (© thou 
maiſt hap to make 'em feel thee, and after, come to in- 
herit according to thy Inches. A ſweet courſe for a 
man to waſte the Brand of Lite for, to be ſtill raking 
himſelf a Fortune in an Old Womans Embers; we 
ſhall ha* thee, after thou haſt been but a Month marri- 
ed to one of em, look like the Quartane Ague and the 
Black Faundiſe met in a Face, and walk as it thou hadſt 
borrow'd Legs of a Spinner, and Voice of a Cricker, I 
would endure to hear Fifteen Sermons a week for her, 
and fuch courſe, and loud ones, as ſome of 'em muſt 
be; I would een deſire of Fate, I might dwell in a 
Drum, and take in my Suſtenance with an old broken 
Tabacco-pipe and a Straw. Doſt thou ever think to 
bring thine Ears or Stomach to the patience of a dry 
Grace, as long as thy Table-Cloath ? and droan'd our 
by thy Son here (that might be thy Father), ill all the 
meat o' thy Board has forgot it was that day i” the 
Kirechin? Or to brook the noiſe made in a Queſtion of 
Predeſtination, by the good Labourers and paintul Eat- 
ers aſſembled together, put to 'em by the Matron your 
Spouſe ; who moderates with a Cup of Wine, ever and 
anon, and a Sentence out of Knoxe between ? Or the 
perperual ſpitting before and after a ſober drawn Fxher- 
tation of Six Hours, whole better part was the Hum-ba- 
bum ? Or to hear Prayers groan'd out over thy Iron 
Cheſts, as if they were Charms to break *em? And all 
this for the hope ot Two Apoſtle-Spoons, to ſuffer ' and a 
Cup to cat a Cawdle in ! For that will be thy Legacy. 
She'll ha* convey'd her State ſafe enough from thee, an' 
ſhe be a right Widow. 

VVin. Alas, I am quite off that Scent now. 

Quar. How o ? 

V/in-w. Put off by a Brother of Banbury, one that, 
they ſay, is come here, and governs all already. 

Buar. What do you call him 7 I knew divers of thoſe 
Banburians when 1 was in Oxford. 


VVin-w. 


Bartholmew Fair. 
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Vmnw. Miſter Little-wit can tell us. 

Fob. Sir! good YVm, go in, and if Maſter Bartbol- 
mew Cokes his Mn come for the Licence (the little Old 
Fellow) let him ſpeak with m2 ; what ſay you, Gen- 
elemen ? 

VVin-w. What call you the Reverend Elder you told 
me of? your Banbury-man !? : 

Foh. Rabbi Buſy, Sir, he is more than an Elder, he is a 
Prophet, Sir. 

var, O, I know him ! a Baker, is he not ? 
ob. He was a Baker, Sir, but he do's dream now, and 
ſee Viſions, he has given over his Trade. 

Quar. I remember that too: our of a Scruple he took, 
that (in ſpic'd Conſcience) thoſe Cakes he made, were 
ferv'd to Bridales, May-Poles, Morriſſes, and ſuch pro- 
phane Feaſts and Meetings ; his Chriſten-Name is Zeat- 

the-land. 

Foh. Yes, Sir, Zeal of the-land Buſy. 

VW/w. How! what a Name's there: 

ob. O, they have all ſuch Names, Sir; he was Wit- 
nels for /Vin here, (they will not be call'd Gnd-fathers) 
and nam'd her VVim-tbe- fight, you thought her Name had 
been /Vinnifred, did you not * 

V/irw, I did indeed, 

- = He would ha' thought himſelf a ſtark Reprobate, 

t had, 

Quar, I, for there was a Blew-ſtarch-woman of the 
Name, at the ſame time, A notable hypocritical Ver- 
mine ie is; 1 know him. One that ſtands u n his 
Face, more than his Faith, at all times ; Ever in fedi- 
tlous motion, and reproving for vm ; of a moſt 
Luanatick Conſcience and Spleen, and affects the Vio- 
lence of Singularity in all he do's : (He has undone a 
Grocer here, in Newgate- Market, that broke with him, 
truſted him with Currans, as errant a Zeal as he, that's 
by the way :) By his Profeſſion, he will ever be i the 
State of Innocence, though 3 and Childhood 3 de- 
rides all Antiquity , defies any other Learning than 
—_ and what Diſcretion foever Years ſhould 
aftord him, it is all prevented in his Original Ignorance ; 
ha' not to do with him : for he is a Fellow of a 
moſt arrogant and invincible dullnefs, I affure you 3 
who is this ? 


A& I. - Scene IV. 
V'Vaſpe, Joln, VVin-wife, Quarlow. 


Y your leave, Gentlemen, with all my heart to 

you : and God give you good morrow , Maſter 

Little-wit , my buſineſs is to you- Is this Licenſe 
> 


Jak Here I ha'* it for you in my hand, Maſter Hum- 
pbrey. 
Wa That's well; nay, never open or read it to me, 
it's labour in vain, you know. I amno Clerk, I ſcorn 
to be fav'd by my Book, i'faith I'll hang firſt; fold ic 
up o* your word, and gi” it me; what muſt you ha' 
or'e ? 

Fob. We'll talk of that anon, Maſter e. 

Waſ. Now or not at all, good Mr. Prottor, I am for no 
anon's, I affure you. 

Fob. Sweet Wm, bid Solomon ſend me the lictle black 
Box within in my Study. 

Waf. I, quickly, —_—_ Miſtris, I pray you : for I have 
both Eggs o'the Spit, and Iron the Fire, fay what you 
muſt have, good Mr. Little-wit. 

Feb. Why, you know the price, Mr. Numps. 

Waſ. I know? I know nothing. I, what tell you 
me of knowing? (now I am in haſte) Sir, I do not 
know, and I will not know, and I ſcorn to know, and 
yet, (now I chink on't) I will, and do know as well as 
another ; you muſt have a Mark for your thing here, 
and Eight Pence for the Box; I could ha' fav'd Tao Pence 


i that, an' I had bought it my ſelf, but here's Fourteen 
Shilling, for you. Good Lord! how long your little wife 
{ta ' pray God Solomen, your Clerk, be not looking 
r the w Box, Mr. Prottor. 

Fob. Good i” faith ! no, I warrant you, Solomon is wi- 
ſer than fo, Sir. 

Wal. Fie, fie, fie, by your leave, Maſter Little wit, this 
is ſcurvy, idle, fooliſh and abominable, withall my heart; 
I do not like it. 

Win-w. Do you hear? Fack Little-wit, what bufinefs 
does thy pretty head think this Fellow may have, chat he 
keeps ſuch a coyl with ? 

Qyar. More than buying of Ginger-bread i' the Cloy- 
fer, —_ (for that we allow him) or a guile pouch i” the 

air 

Job. Maſter low, do not miſtake him : he is his 
Maſter's bor han I — 

war. What? to pull on hi ts a Mornings, or hi 
NS; , do's he? F w ; 

Jeb ir, if you have a mind to mock him, mock him 
ſoftly, and look t'other way : for if he apprehend you 
flour him once, he will fly at you preſently. A terrible 
telty old Fellow, and his Name is Waſpe too. 

Quar, Pretty Inſe4 / make much on flim. 

Waſ. A Plague o' this Box, and the Pox too, and on 
him chat made it, and her that went for't, and all that 
Route ha' ſought it, ſent ir, or brought it | do you ſee, 

p 


4 
Job, Nay, 00d Mr, Wal; , 
Val. Good: Maſter . y turd i your teeth, hold 
you your tongue : do not I know you? Your Father was 
a Pothecary, and fold Glilters, more than he gave, I wuſſe: 
and turd 1' your little Wives teeth too (here ſhe comes), 
'ewill make her ſpit as fine as ſhe is, for all her Velvet 
Cuſtard on her head, Sir. 

oh, O! be civil, Maſter Numps. . 

a/. Why, lay I have a Humour not to be civil; how 
then? who ſhall compel me? you? 

Fob. Here is the Box now. 

VYaſ. Why a Pox & your Box, otice again : let your 
little Wife ſtale in it, and ſhe will. Sir, I would ;have 
you to underſtand, and theſe Gentlemen too, if they 
pleaſe——— 

VVinw. With all our Hearts, Sir. 

VVaſ. That I have a charge, Gentlemen. 

Fob. They do apprehend, Sir. 

VVaſ. Pardon me, Sir, aeither they nor you can ap- 
prehend me yet. (You are an Afs) I have a Young Ma- 
{ter, he is now upon his making and marring ; the whole 
care of his well-doing, is now mine. His fooliſh School- 
maſters have done nothing, but run up and down the 
Countrey with him to beg Puddings, and Cake.bread of 
his Tenants, and almoſt ſpoiled him 3 he has learn'd 
nothing but to ſing Catches, and repeat Rattle Bladder, 
rattle, and O, Madge. I dare not let him walk alone, 
for fear of learning of vile Tunes, which he will ſing at 


Supper, and in the Sermon-times! It he meet but a + 


Carman i the Street, and I find him not talk to keep 
him off on him, he will whiſtle him, and all his Tunes 
over at Night in his Sleep ! he has a-head full of Bees ! 
I am fain now (for this little time I am abſent) to leave 
him in charge with a Gentlewoman :; *Tis true, ſhe is 
a Juſtice of Peace his Wife, and a Gentlewoman o the 
Hood, and his Natural Siſter: Bur what may happen 
under a Womans Government, there's the doubt. Gen- 
tlemen, you do not know him : he is another manner of 
piece than you think for ! but Nineteen years old, and 
et he is taller than either of you by the Head, God 
leſs him. 
Bur. Well, methinks this is a fine Fellow! - 
V/in-w. He has made his Maſter a finer by this Deſcrip- 
tion, I ſhould think. 
Gur, *Faich, much atour one, it's Croſs and Pile, 
whether for a New Farthing. 


| 
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Bartbolmew Fair, 


WVaſ, T'll tell you, Gentlemen 

Fob. Will's pleaſe you drink, Maſter VVaſpe ? 

VVaſ. Why, I ha? not talk't ſo long to be dry, Sir; 
you ſee no Duſt or Cobwebs come out o my Mouth : 
do you? you'ld ha' me gone, would you ? 

Fob. No, but you were in haſte cen now, Mr. 
Numys. | 

Waſ. What an' I were? fo I am ſtill, and yet I will 
ſtay roo; meddle you wich your match, your Im, there, 
ſhe has as little Wit as her Husband, it ſeems :; I have 0- 
thers to talk to. : 

Fob. She's my match indeed, and as little Wit as I, 
Good ' 


VVaf. We ha? been but a day and a half in Town, 
Gentlemen, *tis true, and yeſterday i' the Afternoon 
we walk'd London, to ſhew the City to the Gentlewo- 
man he ſhall marry, Miſtris Grace ; but afore I will en- 
dure ſuch another half day with him, Ill de drawn with 
a good Gib cat, through the great Pond at home, as his 
Uncle Hedge was | why, we could not meet that Heathen 
thing all day, bur ſtaid him: he would name you all che 
Signs over, as he went, aloud: and where he ſpr'd a 
Parrat, or a Monkey, there he was picch'd, with all the 
little Long-Coats about him, Male and Female; no get- 
ting him away! I thought he would ha' run mad of the 
black boy in Bucklers bury, that takes the (curvy, roguy 
Tabacco there. ; 

bot You fay true, Maſter Numps : there's ſuch a one 
indeed. ; 
VVaf. It's no matter whether there be or no, what S 
that to you ? ; : 

Quar. He will not allow of Jobs's reading at any 
hand. 


A& I. Scene V. 


Coker, Miſtris Over- doe, VVaſpe, Grace, Quarlow, VVin- 
wife, fobn, VVin. 


Numfps ! are you here, Numps ? look where I am. 

Numps ! and Miſtris Grace too! nay, do not look 
angerly, Nump:: my Siſter is here and all, Ido not come 
without her. 

VVaf. What the miſchief do you come with her ? or 
ſhe wich you? 

Cok. Wecame all to ſeek you, _ 

VVaſ. To ſeek me? why, did you all think I was loſt, 
or run away with your Fourteen Shillings worth of {mall 
Ware here ? or that I had chang'd it i” the Fair for Hob- 
by-horſes? S' precious to ſeek me ! | 

Over. Nay, good Mr. Numps do you ſhew diſcretion, 
tho he be exortitant, (as Mr. Over-do ſays) and't be bur 
for conſervation of the Peace. 

V'Vaſ. Marry gip, Goody She-Juſtice, Miſtris French- 
beed ! turd i' your teeth; and turd i your French-hoods 
tzeth too, to do you ſervice, do you ſee? muſt you 
quote your Adam to me ! you think you are Madam Re- 
gent \till, Miſtris Over-do; when I am in place? No 
ſuch matter, I aſſure you, your Rag» is out, when I am 
in, Dame. 

Over. I am content to be in abeyance, Sir, and be go- 
vern'd by you; ſo ſhould he too, if he did well; but 
'till be expected you ſhould alſo govern your Paflions. 

Waſ. Will's ſo, forſooth? good Lord ! how ſharp you 
are ! with being at Bcth'lem yeſterday ? VVherſtone has ſer 
an Edge upon you, has he ? 

Over. Nay, it you know not what belongs to your 
Dignity, I do yct co mine. 

VVaf. Very well then, 

Cok. Is this the Licence, Numps ? for Loves fake let me 
ſee't ; I never ſaw a Licence. : 

VVaſ. Did you not ſo? why, you ſhall not ſee't then. 

Ck. Ar you love me, good Namps. þ 

VV af. Sir, 1 love you, and yetI do not loye you i'theſe 
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Fooleriesz ſet your heart at reſt ; there's nothing in't but 
hard words ; and what would you ſee't for ? 

Cok. I would ſee the length and the breadth on't, that's 
all ; and I will ſee't now, fo I will. 

VVaſ. You ſha* not ſee it here. 

Cok. Then I'll fee't at home, and I'll look upon the 
Caſe here. 

VVaſ. Why, do ſo; a man muſt give way to him a 
licele in Trifles : Gentlemen. Theſe are Errors, Diſeaſes 
of Youth: which he will mend when he comes to Judg- 
ment and knowledge of matters. I pray you conceive 
ſo, and I thank you. AndI pray you pardon him, and 
I thank you again. 

Quar. Well, this Dry-Nurſe, I ſay ſtill, is a delicate man. 

VVm ww. And I am, for the Coflet, his charge! Did you 
ever fcc a Fellows Face more accuſe him for an Aſs ? 

Quar. Accuſe him? it confeſſes him one without accu- 
ſing. What pity 'tis yonder wench ſhould marry ſuch a 
Cokes ? 

VV/mw. *Tis true. 

Suar. She ſeems to be diſcreet, and as ſober as ſhe is 
handſome. 

VVinw. I, and if you mark her, what a reſtrain'd 
ſcorn ſhe caſts upon all his behaviour and ſpeeches ? 

Cok, Well, Numps, I am now for another picce of bu- 
ſineſs more, the Farr, Numps, and then— 

VVa/. Bleſs me! deliver me, help, hold me! the Fair ! 

Cok. Nay, never fidg up and down, Numps, and vexit 
ſelf. I am reſolute Bartholmew in this; Ill make no ſuit 
on'tto you; *twas all the end of my Journey indeed, to 
ſhew Mrs. Grace my Fair. I call't my Fair, becauſe of 
Bartholmew : you know my Name is Bartholmew, and 
Bartholmew Fair. 

ob. That was mine afore, Gentlemen: this morning. 
[ had chat i'faith upon his Licence, believe me, there he 
comes after me. 

Buar. Come, Fobn, this ambitious Wit of yours (I am 
afraid) will do you no good i' the end. 

Fob. No? why Sir? 

Quar. You grow fo infſolent with it, and over-doing, 
Fohn ; that if you look not to it, and tie it up, it will 
bring you to ſome obſcure place in time, and there 'cwill 
leave you. 

VVin-w. Do not truſt it too much, John, be more ſpa- 
ring, and uſe it but now and then; a Wit is a dangerous 
thing in this Age; do not over-buy it. 

Fob. Think you fo, Genelemen ? I'll take heed on'e 
hereafter. 

VVin. Yes, do John. 

Cok. A pretty little Soul, this ſame Mrs. Litle-wit 
would ] might marry her. 

Gra.>0 would I, or any bodyelſe, fo I might ſcape you. 

Cok. Numps, 1 will fee it, Numps, 'tis decreed : never 
be melancholly for the matter. 

VVaſ. Why, lee it, Sir, fee ir, do, ſee it! who hinders 
you ? why do you not go ſee it ? 'Slid ſee it. 

Cok, The Fair, Numps, the Fair. 

VV af. Would the Fair, and all the Drums and Rattles 
in'e were i” your belly for me: they are already i* your 
Brain: he that had the means to travel your head now, 
ſhould meet finer ſights than any are i' the Fair; and 
make a finer Voyage on't; to ſec it all hung with Cockle» 
ſhels, Pebbles, fine Wheat-ſtraws, and hcre and there a 
Chicken's Feather, and a Cob-web. 

Quar, Good faith, he looks, metkinks, an* you mark 
him, like one that were made to catch Flies, with his Sir 
Cranion Legs. 

VV n-w. And his Numps, to flap *tm away. 

VV aſ. God, be w'you, Sir, there's your Bee in a Box, 
and much good do't you. 

Cock. Why, your Friend, and Bartbolmew ; an* you be 
ſo contumacious. 

Duar. What mean you, Nump: ? 

Viaf. Vl not be guilty, I, Gentlemen, 

Over. 
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Over. You will not let him go, Brother, and loſe 

im ? 

: Cok. Who can hold that will away ? I had rather 
loſe him than the Fair, I wuſle, 

IWaſ. You go not know the inconvenience, Gentle- 
tlemen, you perſwade to, nor what trouble I have with 
him in theſe humours. If he goto the Fair, he will buy 
of every thing to a Baby there; and Houſhold-ſtuff for 
that too. If a Leg or an Arm on him did not grow 
on, he would loſe it i? the Preſs. Pray Heaven I bring 
him off with one Stone ! And then he is ſuch a ravener 
after Fruic! you will not believe what a coil I had 
rother day, to compound a buſineſs berween a Katern- 
pear-woman, and him, about ſnatching ! 'ris intolerable, 
Gentlemen. b 

[in-w. O' but you muſt not leave him now to theſe 
hazards, Numps. ; 

IWaſ. Nay, he knows too well, I will not leave him, 
and that makes him preſume: well, Sir, will you go 
now ? if youhave ſuch an itch ?' your feet, to foot it to 
the Fair, why do you ſtop, am I your Tarriars? go, 
will you go? Sir, why do you not go? 

Cok. O Numps! have I brought you about ? come 
Miſtrifs Grace, and Siſter, I am reſolute Bat, i faith, 
{till. 

Gra. Truly, I have no ſuch fancy tothe Fair; nor 
ambirion to ſee it; there's none goes thither of any qua- 
lity or faſhion. : 

Cck. O Lord, Sir ! you ſhall pardon me, Miſtriſs Grace, 
we are cnow of our ſelves to make ir a faſhion : and tor 
qualities, let Numps alone, he'll find qualities. 

B$uar, What a Rogue in apprehenſion is this : to un- 
deritand her Language no better. 

Win w. 1, and offer to marry to her. Well, I will leave 
the chaſe of my Widow, for to day, and direRly to the 
Fair. Theſe Flies cannot, this hot ſeaſon, but engender 
us excellent creeping ſport. 

war. A Man that has but a Spoon full of Brain 
would think fo. Farewel, Fobn. : 

Fob. Win, you ſee, *tis in faſhion, to go to the Fair, 
IWim : we muſt to the Fair too, you and I, Win. I have 
an affair i” the Fair, Win, a Puppet-play of mine own 
making : ſay nothing, that I writ for the morion Man, 
which you mult fee, Win. 

Wim. I would I might Fob»; but my Mother will 
never conſent to fuch a prophane motion : ſhe will 
call it. 

Feb. Tut, we'll have a device, a dainty one : ( Now, 
IWit, help at a pinch, good Wit come, come good Wit, and 
't be thy will. ) I have it, Win, 1 have it? faith, and 'tis 
a fine one. Wim, long to cat of a Pig, ſweet Win, i the 
Fair; do you ſee? i the heart o'the Fair 3 not at Pys- 
corner, Your Mother will do any thing, Wm, to fatif- 
fie your longing, ou know 3 pray thee long preſently, 
and be ſick o' the ſudden, good Win. Pll go in and tell 
her ; cue thy Lace i the mean time, and play the Hy- 
pocrite, (weet Win, 

Win, No, I'll not make me unready for it. I can 
enough, though I were never ſo ſtraight 

c'd. 

Job. You ſay true, you have bin bred i the Family, 
and brought up to't. Our Mother is a moſt ele&t Hyp- 
crite, and has maintain'd us all this ſeven year with i, 
like Gentle-folks. 

Win. I, Let her alone, John, ſhe is not a wiſe wilful 
Widow tor nothing ; nor a ſan&ified Siſter for a Song. 
And let me alone too, I ha' fomewhat o' the Mother in 
me, you ſhall ſee, ferch her, ferch her, ah, ah. 


A& EL Scene VL. 


Purecraft, Win, fobn, Buſy, Salomon. 


Ow, the blaze of the beauteous Diſcipline, fright 

au _ evil from our Houſe! how now Wins 

the-fght, d: how do you? Sweet Child, ſpeak to nie. 
m. Yes, forſooth. 

Pur, Look up, ſweet Wir-the-fight, and ſuffer not the 
Enemy to enter you at this Door, remember that your 
Education has bin with the pureſt ; what pollured one 
m_ that nam'd firft the unclean Beaſt, Pig, co you, 

ud ? | 

Win. ( Uh, uh.) 

Fob. Not I, o my ſincerity Mother : ſhe long'd above 
_ hours &'er ſhe would let me know it ; who was it 

in * 

Win. A prophane black thing with a Beard, Fobn. 

Pur, O: retiſt it, Wir-che fight, it is the Temprer, the 
wicked Tempter, .you may know it by the flethly mo- 
tion of Pig, be ſtrong againſt it, and it's foul tempeaci- 
ons, in theſe aflaules, whereby ir broacheth Fleſh and 
Blood, as it were on the weaker fide, and pray againſt 


| it's carnal provocations ; good Child, ſweet Child, pray. 


| Jeb. Good Mother, I pray you, that the may eat ſome 
Pig, and her belly full roo; and do not you caſt away 
your own Child, and perhaps one of mine, wich your 
= of the Tempter : how do you, Win? Are you nor 
ck : 

Win. Yes, a great deal, Jobs, ( uh, uh. ) 

Pur. What ſhall we do? call our zealous Brother Bu- 
þ hither, tor his faithful fortification in this charge of 
the adverſary ; Child, my dear Child, you ſhall ear Pig, 
be comforted, my ſweet Child. 

Win. I, but ' the Fair, Mother. 

Pur. I mean i” the Fair, if it can be any way made 
or found lawful; where is our Brother Bu/y ? Will he not 
come ? look up, Child. | 
Fob. Preſently, Mother, as ſoon as he has cleans'd 
his Beard. I found him faſt by the Teeth, i' the cold 
Turkey-pie ! the, Cupboard, with a great white Loaf 
on his left-hand, and a Glaſs of Malmſey on his right. 
Pur. Slander not the Brethren, wicked one. 

Fob. Here he is now, purified Mother, 

Pwr. O Brother Buſy ! your help here to edifie and 
raiſe-us up in a fſcruple; my Daughter Wm-the-fight is 
viſited with a natural Diſeaſe of Women ; call'd, 4 long- 
ing to eat Pig, 

Fob. I Sir, a Bartholmew-Pig : andin the Fair, 

Pur. And I would be ſatisfied from you, Religiouſly- 
wiſe, whether a Widow of the fanRified Aſſembly, or 
a Widows Daughter, may commit the a& without ol- 
tence to the weaker Siſters. 

Buſ. Verily, for the Diſeaſe of Longing, ict is a Di- 
ſeale, a carnal Diſeaſe, or Appetite, incident to Women : 
and as it is carnal, and incident, it is natural, very natu- 
ral: Now Pig, it is a Mcat, and a Meat that is nouriſh» 
ing, and may be long'd for, and fo conſequently eaten ; 
ie may becaten; very exceeding well eaten: but in the 
Fair, and as a Bartbolmew-Pig, it cannot be eaten; for 
the very calling it a Rartbolmew-Pig ; and to eat it fo, is 
a ſpice of 14o/atry, and you make the Fair no better than 
one of the high Places. This I take it is the ſtate of the 
queſtion. A high place. 

Fob. 1, but in ſtate of neceffity : Place ſhould give 
place, Mr. Buſy, ( I have a conceit lett yer. ) 

Pur, Good Brother, Zeal of-the-land, think ro make ic 
as lawful as you can. x 

Fob. Yes vir, and as ſoon as you can : for it muſt be 
Sir z you ſee the danger my lictle Wite is in, Sir. 

Pur. Truly, I do love my Child dearly, and I would 


=_ have her miſcarry, or hazard her firſt truits, it ic 
might be otherwile. 


F fr Buſ. Surely, 
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Buſ. Surely, it may be otherwiſe, bu it is ſubject to 
conſtru&ion, ſubje&, and hath a face of offence with 
the weak, a great face, a foul face, but that face may 
have a veil put over it, and be ſhaddowed as it were, it 
may be eaten, and in the Fair, I take it, ina Booth, the 
Tents of the wicked : the place is not much, not ver) 
much, we may be Religious in midſt of the prophane, 10 
it be eaten with a reformed Mouth, with ſobriety, and 
humbleneſs 3 not gorg'd in with gluttony, or greedineſs3 
there's the fear : for, ſhould ſhe gothere, as caking pride 
in the place, or delight in the unclean drefling, to feed 
the vanity of the Eye, or the luſt of the Palate, it 
were not well, it were not fit, it were abominable, and 
not good. 

Fob. Nay, I knew that afore, and told her on't z but 
courage, Wim, we'll be humble enough, we'll ſeek our 
the homelicſt Booth i' the Fair; that's certain, rather 
then fail, we'll eat it o' che Ground. 

Pur. I, and I'll go with you my ſelf, Win-rhe-figbt, and 
my Brother Zeal of-the-land ſhall go with us too, tor our 
better conſolation. 

Win. Uh, uh. ; 

Job. I, and Salomon too Win, ( the more the merrier ) 
Wim, we'll leave Rabby Buſy in a Booth. Salomon, my 
Cloke. 

Sal. Here, Sir. ; 

Buſ. In the way of comfort to the weak, I will go 
and eat. I will cat exceedingly, and prophehe ; there 
may be a good uſe made of it too, now I think on't: 
by the publick eating of Swines Fleſh, to profeſs our 
hate and loathing ot Judaiſm , whereof the Brethren 
ſtand taxed. I will therefore eat, yea I will eat exceed- 


767 wh 
YN ob. Good i faith, I will cat heartily too, becauſe I 
will be no Few,I could never away with that ſtiffnecked 
generation : and truly, I hope my little one will be like 
me, that cries for Pig fo i' the Mothers Belly. : 

Buſ. Very likely, exceeding likely, very exceeding 
likely. 


— 


Act II. Scene I, 
Fuſtice Overdoo. 


W/E in Juſtice name, and the Kings, and for the 
Commonwealth! defie all the World , Adam 
Overdoo, for a diſguiſe, and all fory; for thou haſt ficted 
thy felt I ſwear ; fain would I meet the Lincew now, 
thar Eagles Eye, that piercing Epidawriaw Serpent ( as 
my 2uint. Horace calls him ) that could diſcover a Ju- 
{lice of Peace, (and lately of the Quorum) under this 
covering. . They may have ſeen-many a tool in the ha- 
bit of a Juſtice ; but never till now, a Juſtice in the ha- 
bit-of a fool. Thus muſt we do, though that wake tor 
the publick good: and thus hath the wiſe Magiſtrate 
done in all Ages. There is a doing of right out of 
wrong, if the way be found. Never ſhall I enough 
commend a worthy worſhipful Man, ſometime a capi- 
tal Member of this City, tor his high wiſdom in this 
point, who would take you now the habit of a Porter, 
now of a Carman, now of the Dog-killer, in this month 
of Auguſt; and in the Winter, of a ſeller of Tinder- 
boxes ; and what would he do in all theſe ſhapes ? mar: 
ry, go you into every Alchouſe, and down into every 
Celler; meaſure the length of Puddings, take the gage 
of Black-pots, and Cans, I, and Cuſtards with a Stick ; 
and their circumference with a Thread ; weigh the 
Loaves of Bread on his middle-finger 3 then would he 
ſend for '*'em home ; give the Puddings to the Poor, the 
Bread to the Hungry, the Cuſtards to his Children ; 
break the Pots, and burn the Cans himſelf ; he would 
not truſt his corrupt Officers, he would do't himſelf. 
Would all Men in Authority would follow this worthy 


| 
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preſident. For (alas) as wo are publick Perſons, wha: 
o we know ? nay, what can we know? we hear with 
other Mens Ears, we ſee with other Mens Eyes. A foo- 
liſh Conſtable, or a fleepy Watchman, is all our infor- 
mation, he flanders a Gentleman, by the vercue of his 
lace, ( as he calls it ) and we by the vice of ours, muſt 
lieve him. As a while agone, they made me, yea me, 
to miſtake an honeſt zealous Purſivane, for a Seminary: 
and a a proper young Batchellor of Muſick, for a Bawd. 
This we are ſubject to, that live in high' place, all our 
intelligence is idle, and moſt of our intelligencers 
Knaves: and by your leave, our felves thought little 
better, it not errant Fools for believing 'em. I Aden 
Overdoo, am refolv'd therefore, to ſpare ſpy-mony here- 
after, and make mine own diſcoveries. Many are the 
yearly enormities of this Fair, in whoſe Courts of Pye. 
poulders I have had the honour, during the three days, 
lomerimes to fit as Judge. But this is che ſpecial day tor 
detection of thoſe forelaid enormitics. Here is m 
black Book tor the purpoſe ; this the Cloud that hides 
me; under this Covert I ſhall ſee and not be ſeen. On 
wnins Brutus, And as I began, fo Ill end; in Ju- 
_ * Woke and che Kings, and for the Common- 
wealth, 


AE&t IL. Scene IL 


Leatherhead, Traſh, Juſtice, Urila, Moow-calf, Nightingale, 
Coſtermonger, Paſſengers. 


AD Fair's peſtlence dead methinks; People come 
not abroad to day, what ever the matter is. Do 
you hear, Siſter Traſh, Lady o* the Basket ? fic farther 
- ub _ og there, and hinder not 
the pro of m , or I'll ha' it proclaim'd i” 
Fair , what ſtuff ha — made on. E wi 
Tra. Why, what ſtuff are they made on, Brother 
Leather-bead ? nothing but what's wholſome, I afſure 


you. 

Lea. Yes, ſtale Bread, rotten Eggs, muſty Ginger, and 
dead Hony, you know. 

Fuſ. I! have I met with enormity fo ſoon ? 

Les. I ſhall mar your Market, old one. 

Tra. Mar my. Market, thou too-proud Pedler ? do 
thy worlt, 1 defie thee, 1, and. thy Stable of Hobby- 
Horſes. I pay for my Ground, as well as thou doſt, and 
thou wrong'ſt me tor all thou art parcel-Poet, and an 
Ingineer. I'll find a Friend ſhall right me, and make 
a Ballad of thee, and thy Cattle all over. Are you pufe 
up with the pride of your Wares? your Arſedine ? 

Lea, Go too, old Fore, I'll talk with you anon ; and 
take you down too, atore Juſtice Overdoo, he is the Man 
muſt charm you, I'll ha' you i” the Pie-pouldres. 

Tre. Charm me? Ill meet thee Face to Face, afore 
his Worſhip, when thou dar'ſt : and though I be a lit- 
tle crooked 0 wy body, I'll be found as upright in my 
dealing as any Womanin Smithfield; I, charm me ? 

Ju. Iam glad to hear my name is their terror, yet 
this is doing ot Juſtice. 

Lea. What do you lack? what is't you buy ? what 
do you lack ? Rattles, Drums, Halberts, Horſes, Babies 
© the beſt? Fiddles o* th' fineſt ? [ Emter Coſt. 

Coſ. Buy any Pears, Pears, fine, very fine Pears. 

Tra. Buy any Ginger bread, guilt Ginger-bread ! 

Nig. Hey, now the Fairs a filling ! 

O, for a Tune to ftartle 

The Birds & the Booths bere billing : 

Yearly with old Saint Barthle | 

The Drunkards they are wading, 

The Punques, and Chapmen _ : 

Who'ld ſee the Fair without his lading ? Buy any 
Ballads ; new Ballads ? 
Urſ. Fie upon't: who would wear out their youth, 


and prime thus, in roaſting of Pigs, that had any cooler 
. YOcation ? 
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cation ? Hell's a kind of cold Cellar to't, a very fine 


bat 

ith Vault, o' my Conſcience ! what Moom-calf. 

20* Moo. Here, Miſtriſs. 

Or- Nig. How now Urſle ? in a heat, in a heat? 

his Ur/. My Chair, you falſe Faucet you ; and my Morn- 

uſt ings —_— quickly, a Bottle ot Ale, to quench me, 

ie, Raskal. I am all fire, and fat, Mightingale, I ſhall cen 

”: melt away to the firſt Woman, a Rib again, I am afraid. 

d. 1 do water the Ground in knots, as 1 go, like a great 

ur Garden-pot; you may follow me by the S.S. I make. 

rs Nig. Alas, good Urs, was Zekiet here this morn- 

l ing ? 

n. ws Zekiel? what Zekiel ? 

e- Nig. Zekiel Edgworth, the civil cnn you know 

he him well enough ; he that talks bawdy to you ſtill : I 

7 call him my mm 

'S, Urſ. He promis'd to be here this morning, I re- 

ly member. 

y Nig. When he comes, bid him ſtay : Ill be back again 

_ preſently. Moon-calf brings in the Chair. 

n Urſ. Beſt take your morning Dew in your Belly, 

"” Nightingale : come, Sir, ſet it here ; did not I bid you 

1- ſhould ger this Chair let out o' the ſides, for me, that my 
Hips might play ? you'll never think of any thing, cill 
your Dame be rump-gall'd ; 'ris well, Changeling : be- 
cauſe it can take in your Graſshoppers 00S you 
care for no more. Now you look as you had been? 

the corner o' the Booth, fleaing your Breech with a 

, Candles end, and fer firagy the Fair. Fill, Srore: fill. 

Fuſ. This Pig-woman do I know, and I will put her in, 

Q for my ſecond enormity ; ſhe hath been before me, 

" Punk, Pinnace, and Bawd, any time theſe two and twen- 

: ty years = Record r the Pie-pouares. 

t Urſ. Fill again, you unlucky Vermine. 

; Moo. *Pray you be not angry, Miltriſs, I'll ha' ic wi. 


den'd anon. 

Urſ. No, no, I ſhall c'en dwindle away to't, &er the 
Fair be done: you think, now you ha' heated me? A 
poor vex'd thing I am, I feel my ſelf dropping already, 
| as faſt as I can: two Stone a Sewet aday.ys my propor- 
tion: I can but hold Life and Soul together, with chis 
( here's to _ Nightingale ) and a whiff of Tabacco, 
at moſt. Where's my Pipe now ? not fill'd? chou errant 
Incubee. - 

Nig. Nay, Urſia, thou'lt gall between the Tongue and 
the Tecth, with fretting, now. 

Urſ. How can I hope that ever he'll diſcharge his 
place of cruſt, Tapſter, a Man of reckoning under me, 
that remembers nothing I ſay to him ? but look too'r, 
Sirrah, you were beſt, three Pence a Pipe full, I will ha' 
made, of all my whole half Pound of Tabacco, and a 
quarter of a Pound of Colrsfoot, mixt with it too, to cech 
it out. I that have dealt fo long in the fire, will not be 
to ſeek in ſmoke, now. Then fix and twenty Shillings 
a Barrel I will advance o' my Beer, and fifry Shillings a 
hundred o' my Bottle-Ale ; I ha' told you the ways how 
to raiſe it. Froth your Cans well 7 the filling, at lengeh 
Rogue, and jog your Bottles o' the Buttock, vSirrah, 
then skink our the firſt Glaſs, ever, and drink with all 
Companies, though you be fure to be drunk 3 you'll 
miſ-reckon the better, and be leſs aſham'd on't. But 
your true trick, Raskal, muſt be, co be ever buſie, and 
miſtake away the Bottles and Cans, in haſte, before 
they be half drunk off, and never hear any body call, 
(it they ſhould chance to mark you) till you ha' broughe 
_ and be able to forſwear *em. Give me a drink of 

E. 

Juſ. This is the very Womb, and Bed of enormity | 
groſs as her ſelf! chis muſt, all down for enormity, all, 
every whit on'e. | One knocks. 

Ur/. Look, who's there,Sirrah ? five Shillings a Pig is 
my Price, at leaſt; if ic be a Sow-pig, ſix Pence more ; 
it ſhe be a great bellied Wife, and long for't, fix Pence 
more tor thar. 


Fuſ. O tempora! O mores! 1 would not ha' loſt my dif 
covery of this one grievance, for my place, and worſhip 
o the Bench, how is the poor abus'd here! well, I 
will fall in with her, and with her Meor-calf, and win 
out wonders of enormity. By thy leave, goodly Wo- 
man, and the fatneſs of the Fair : oily as the King's Con- 
ſtables Lamp, and ſhining as his Shooing-horn ! hath thy 
Ale vertue, or thy Beer ſtrength ? that the Tongue of 
Man may be tickled ? and his Palate pleas'd in the Morn- 
ing ? let thy pretty Nephew here, go ſearch and lee. 

Ur/. What new Roarer is this ? 

Moe. Q Lord ! do you not know him, Miſtris ? *tis mad 
Arthur of Bradley, that makes the Orations. Brave Ma- 
ſter, old Arthur of Bradley, how do you ? welcome to 
the Fair; when ſhall we hear you again, to handle your 
matters? with your Back again a Booth, ha ? I ha' bin 
one o' your little diſciples, i' my days ! 

Juſ. Let me drink, Boy, with my Love, thy Aunt, 
here ; that I may be eloquent : bur of thy belt, lett 
it be bitter in my Mouth, and my words fall foul on 
the Fag. 

| Urſ. Why doſt thou not fetch him Drink ? and offer 
him to ſit ? 

Moo. Is Ale, or Beer ? Maſter Artbur ? 

Juſ. Thy beſt, pretty ſtripling, thy beſt ; the ſame 
thy Dove drinketh, and thou draweſt on Holy-days. 

Ur/. Bring him a fix Penny Bottle of Ale; they ſay, 
a Fools hanſel is lucky. 

Fuſ. Bring both, Child. Ale for Arthur, and Beer 
for Bradley. Ale for thine Aunt, Boy. My diſguiſe takes 
to the very wiſh and reach of ic. I ſhall by the benefic 
of this diſcover enough, and more: and yet ger off 
with the reputation of what I would be. A certain 
midling thing, berween a Fool and a Madman. 


A IL Scene III. 


Knockhum. [ To them, 


Hat! my little lean Urſia ! my ſhe-Bear! art 
thou alive yet ? with thy litter of Pigs, to grunt 

out another Bartho Fair? ha! 
Urſ. Yes, and to amble atoor, when the Fair is done, 
to hear you groan our of a Cart, up the heavy Hill. 
Kno. Of Holborn, Urſla, mean'it thou 10? for what ? 
for what, pretty Urs ? 
Ur/. For cutting Half-penny Purſes : or ſtealing little 
penny Dogs, out o' the Fazr. 
Kno. O | good words, good words, Urs. 
Fuſ: Another ſpecial enormicy. A cut-purſe of the 
Sword, the Boot, and the Feather! thoſe are his 
marks. 
Urſ. You are one of thoſe Horſe-leaches that gave 
out 1 was dead, in Turn bull-ftreet, of a furteit of Bottle 
Ale and Tripes ? 
Kno. No, 'twas better Meat Urs: Cows Udders, Cows 
Udders ! 
Ur/. Well, I ſhall be-meet with your mumbling Mouth 
one day. 
Kno. What ? thou'le poyſon me with a Neuft in a Bot- 
tle of Ale, will': thou ? or a Spider in a Tabacco pipe, 
Urs? Come, there's no malice in theſe fat Folks, I never 
fear thee, and I can ſcape thy lean Moen calf here. Let's 
drink it out, good Urs, and no vapours ! 
Juſ. Doſt thou hear, Boy ? ( there's for thy Ale, and 
the remnant for thee ) ſpeak in thy faith ot a Faucet, 
now ; is this goodly Perſon before us here, this Vapours, 
a Knighe of che Knite? 

Moo. What mean you by that, Maſter Arthur ? 

Fuſ. 1 mean a Child. of che Horn-chumb, a Babe of 
booty, Boy, a Cutpurſe. . 

Moo. O Lord, Sir ! far from it. This is Maſter Dan. 
Kneckbum : fordane the Ranger of Turnbull. He is a 


| Horſe courler, vir. 
Fftf 2 7»/. Thy 
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Fuſ. Thy Dainty Dame, though, call'd him Curpurſe. 

Moo. Like enough, Sir, ſhe'll do forty fuch _ in 
an hour ( an you liſten to her ) for her recreation, it the 
toy take her i the greaſic Kerchief : it makes her fat you 
ſee, She battens with it. 

7u/. Here might I ha* been deceiv'd, now, and ha' 
put a Fools blot upon my ſelf, if I had not play'd an at- 
Game © diſcretion. | Urſla comes in again dropping. 

Kne. Alas poor Urs, this's an ill ſeaſon for thee. 

Ur/. Hang your felt, Hackney-man. 

Kno. How ? how ? Ur}, Vapours, motion breed Va- 
pours f 

U-/. Vapours? never tusk, nor twirle your Dibble, 
good Fordane, I know what you'll take to a very drop. 
Though you be Captain o' the Roarers, and fight well 
at the caſe of piſs-pots, you ſhall not fright me with 
your Lyon-chap, vir, nor your Tusks ; you angry you 
are hungry : come, a Pigs-hcad will ſtop your Mouth, 
and ſtay your Stomach at all cimes. 
 Kno. Thou art ſuch another mad merry Urs, ſtill! 
Troth I do make conſcience of vexing thee, now ? the 
Dog days, this hot weather, for fear of toundring thee 
i the Body, and melting down a Pillar of the Fair. Pray 
thee take thy Chair again, and keep ſtate; and let's have 
a freſh Bottle of Ale, and a Pipe of Tabacco ; and no 
Vapours. I'll ha' this Belly o' thine taken up, and thy 
Graſs {cour'd, Wench ; look, here's Ezekiel Edgworth ; 
a tine Boy of his inches, as any is i” the Fazr ! has ſtill 
Money in his Purſe, and will pay all, with a kind heart, 
and good Vapours. 


A& IL. Scene IV. 
Edgworth, Nightingale, Corn-cutter, Tinder-box- 


man, Paſſengers. 


Hat I will indeed, willingly, Maſter Knockburn, fetch 
T ſome Ale, and Tabacco. 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? Maid, ſee a 
fine Hobby-horſe tor your young Maſter ; coſt you but 
a token a Week his Provender. 

Cor. Ha* you any Corns i' your Feet and Toes? 

Tin. Buy a Moule-trap, a Moule-trap, or a Tormen- 
tor for a Flea. 

Tra. Buy ſome Ginger-bread. 

Nis. Ballads, Ballads! tne new Ballads: 

Hear for your Love, and buy for your Money. 

A delicate Ballad & the Ferret and the Coney. 

A preſervative again the Punques evil. 

Another of Goole green-ſtarch, and the Devil. 

A dozen of Drome Points, and the Godly Garters. 

The Fairing of good Countel, of an Ell and three quar- 
ters, What 15't you buy ? 

The Wmd-mill blown down by the Witches Fart ! 

Or Saint George, that O ! did break the Dragons Heart ! 

Edg. Maſter Nightmgale, come hither, leave your 
Mart a little. 

Nig. O my Secretary! what ſays my Secretary ? 

Fuſ. Child of the Bortles, what's he ? what's he? 

Moo. A civil young Gentleman, Maſter Arthur, that 
keeps company with the Roarers, and disburſes all ſtill. 
He has ever Money in his Purſe ; He pays for chem; 
and they roar for him : one do's good offices for another. 
They call him the Secretary, but he ſerves no body. A 
great Friend of the Ballad-mans,they are never aſunder. 

Tuſ. What piety 'tis, ſo civil a young Man ſhould 
haunt chis debauche company ? here's the bane of the 
youth of our time _ A proper pen-man, I ſee't 
in his countenance, he has a good Clerks look with him, 
and I warrant him a quick hand. 

Moo. A very quick hand, vir. 

Edg. All the Purſes, and purchaſe, I give you to day 
by conveyance, bring hither to Ur/ia's preſently. Here 
we will mcet at night in her Lodg, and ſhare. Look 


To them. | 


— — 


you chuſe good places for your ſtanding i' the Fair,when 
you ſing, Nightingale. 
| This they whiſper, that Overdo hears it nt, 

Ur/. I, near the fulleſt paſlages 3 and ſhift 'em often. 

Edg. And i” your ſinging, you muſt uſe your Haw; 
Eye nimbly, and fly the Purſe to a mark, ſtill, where 'cis 
worn, and o* which fide; that you may gi' me che lign 
with your Beak, or hang your head that way i' the tune, 

Ur/. Enough, talk no more on't: your friendſhip 
( Maſters) is not now to begin. Drink your draught 
of Indenture, your ſup of Covenant, and away, the 
Fair fills apace, company begins to come in, and I ha' 
neer a Pig ready yet. 

Kno. Well ſaid! fill the Cups, and light the Tabacco : 
ler's give fire i' th! Works, and noble Vapours, 

; Elg. And ſhall we ha* Smocks Urſia, and good whim- 
ies, ha * 

Urſ. Come, you are i' your bawdy vain ! the beſt the 
Fair will afford, Zekiel, if Bawd Whit keep his word ; 
how do the Pigs, Moon-calf ? 

Moo. Very paflionate, Miſtris, on' on 'em has wept 
out an —_= Maſter Arthar 0 Bradley is melancholy, 
here, no body talks to him. Will you any Tabacco 
Maſter. Arthur ? 

Juſ. No, Boy, let my mcditations alone. 

Moo. He's ſtudying tor an Oration, now. 

Fu. If I can with this days cravel, and all my policy, 
but reſcue this youth here out of the hands of the lewd 
Man, and the ſtrange Womang, I will fit down at night, 
and lay with my Friend Ov; 5 Famque ops exepi, quod 
nec Jovis ira, nec igne, CC. 

Kno. Here Zekiel; here's a Health to Urſla, and a 
kind Vapour: thou haſt Money+? chy Purſe ſtill, and 
ſtore! how doft thou come by it ? Pray thee Vapour thy 
Friends ſome in a courteous Vapour. 

Edg. Half I have, Maſter Dan. Knockbum, is always at 
your ſervice. 

7«/. Ha, ſweet nature ! what Goſhawk would prey 
upon ſuch a Lamb? 

Kno. Let's ſee, what tis, Zekiel ! count it, come, fill 
him to pledge me. 


Act II. Scene V. 
Win wife, Quarloxs. 


E arc here before 'em, methinks. 
$nsr. All the better, we ſhall ſee 'em come in 


[ To them. 


now. 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen, what is': you 
lack? a fine Horſe? a Lyon? a Bull? a Bear ? a Dog, 
or a Cat? an excellent fine Bartbolmew-bird ? or an 
Inſtrument ? what is't you lack ? 

Quar. 'Slid ! here's Orphews among the Beaſts, wich his 
Fiddle, and all ! 

Tra, Will you buy any comfortable Bread, Gen- 
tlemen 2? 

Quar. And Ceres ſelling her Daughters Picture, in 
Ginger-work ! 

m. That theſe People ſhould be fo ignorant to 
think us chapmen for 'em | do we look as if we would 
buy Ginger-bread? or Hobby-horſes ? 

Quar. Why, they know no better Ware than they 
have, nor better Cuſtomers than come. And our very 
being here makes us fit to be demanded, as well as 0- 
thers. Would Cokes would come ! there were a crue 
cuſtomer for 'em. 

Kno. How much is't ? thirty Shillings 2 who's yonder 
Ned Wimwife ? and Tom Quarlons, | think ! yes, ( gi' me it 
all) (gi' me it all) Maſter Warwife ! Maſter Quariors ! 
will you take a Pipe of Tabacco with us? do not dil- 
credit me now, Zekel. 

IW7. Do not ice him | he is the roaring Horſe-courler, 
pray thee let's avoid him : turn down this wav. 


Quar, *Slud 
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Quar. *Slud, VI! ſee him, and roar with him too, and 
he roar'd as loud as Neptune; pray thee go with me. 

VV. You may draw me to as likely an inconveni- 
ence, when you pleaſe, as this. 

Quar. Go to then, come along, we ha* nothing to do, 
man, but ro ſce ſights now. 

Kno. Welcome Maſter CR and Maſter Wm-wife ! 
will you take any froth, and ſmoak with us? 

Quar. Yes, Sir,but you'l pardon us, it we knew not of 
ſo much familiarity berween us afore. 

Kno. As what, Sir ? 

@uar. To be fo lightly invited to Smoak and Froth. 

Kno. A good Vapour! will you fit down, Sir ? this is 
Old Ur/ia's Manſion, how like you her Bower? here you 
may ha' your Punck and your Pig in State, Sir, both pi- 
ping hot. 

Quar. 1 had rather ha* my Punck cold, Sir. 

Fuſ. There's for me, Punck ! and Pig ! 

Urſ. What Mooncalf, you Rogue ? | She calls within. 

Moo. By and by, the Bottle is almoſt off, Miſtris; here 
Maſter Arthur. 

Urſ. Vl part you, and your Play-fellow there, i” the 
garded Coat, an* you funder not the ſooner. 

Kno. Maſter WWwm wife, you are proud (me thinks) you 
do not talk, nor drink, are you proud ? 

Win. Not of the company I am in, Sir, nor the place, 
I aſſure you. 

Kno. You do not except at the Company! do you ! 
are you in Vapours, Sir 2 

Moo. Nay, good Maſter Dan. Knockhum, reſpect my 
Miſtris Bower, as you call it; for the Honour of our 
Booth, none o* your Vapours here. 

Ur{. Why, you thinlean Polecat you, and they have 
a mind to be 1 their Vapours, muſt you hinder 'em? 
what did you know, Vermine, it they would ha' loſt a 
Cloak, or ſuch a Trifle? muſt you be drawing the Air 
of Pacification here? while I am tormented within i'the 
fire, you Weaſel ? | She comes out with a fire brand. 

Moo. Good Miſtris, *twasin the behalt of your Booth's 
Credie that I ſpoke. 

Urſ. Why | would my Booth ha* broke, if they had 
fan out in't, Sir 2 or would their heat ha* fir'd it 2 In, 
you Rogue, and wipe the Pigs, and mend the Fire, that 
they fall not, or Pll both baſte and roaſt you till your 
Eyes drop out, like *em. (Leave the Bottle behind you, 
and be curſt a while.) 

Quar. Body & the Fair ! what's this? Mother of the 
Bawds ? 

Kno. No, ſhe's Mother o* the Pigs, Sir, Mother o'the 
Pigs. 

Win. Mother o' the Furies, I think, by her Fire- 
brand. 

Quar. Nay, ſhe is too fat to bea Fury, ſure ſome walk- 
ing Sow of Tallow ! 

VVim. An infpir'd Veſſel of Kitchin-ſtuff! 

. She'll make Excellent Geer for the Coachma- 
kers here in Smubfield, to anoine Wheels and Axel-trees 
with. [ She drinks thus while. 

Urſ, I, I, Gameſters, mock a plain plump foft Wench 
o the Suburbs, do, becauſe ſhe's juicy and wholeſome : 
you muſt ha' your thin pinch'd Ware, yu up Y the 
compaſs of a Dog-Collar, (or *twill not do) that looks 
like a long lac'd _— ſer upright, and a green feather, 

like Fennel i the Joll or't. 

Kuo. Well ſaid, Urs, my good Urs ; to 'em Urs. 

Bwar. Is ſhe your Quag-mire, Dan. Knockbum? is this 


our __ 
Nig. We ſhall have a quarrel preſently. 
K»o. How, Bog ? Quagmire ? foul Vapours! humh ! 
Quar. Yes, he that would venture fort, I affure him, 
mighe tink into her, and be drown'd a week, e're any 
Friend he had could tind where he were. 


VVin. And then he would be a fort'night weighing up 
again, 


— - ————_ 


$«ar. "T were like falling into a whole Shire of But- 
ter: they had need be a Team of Dwutchmen ſhould draw 
him out, 

Kno. Anſwer 'em, Urs, where's thy Barthos/mew-wit 
now, Urs, thy Bartholmew-wit ? 

Ur/. Hang 'em, rotten, Roguy Cheaters, I hope to 
ſee 'em plagu'd one day (pox'd they are already, I am 
ſure) with lean Play-houſe Poultry, that has the Bony 
Rump, ſticking out likethe Ace of Spades, or the point 
of a Partizan, that every Rib of 'em is like the Tooth 
of a Saw : and will fo grate *em with their Hips aifd 
Shoulders, as (take *em alcogether) they were as g094 lic 
with a hurdle. 

NQuar. Out upon her, how ſhe drips! She's able to 
give a Man the Sweating Sickneſs with looking on 


, 

Urſ. Marry look off, with a patch of your face, and 

a Dozen i' your Breech, tho they bs o* Scarlet, Sir. I hx 

{cen as fine out-fides as either o yours, bring lowſic Li- 

nings to the Brokers, e're now, twice a week. 

Quar. Do you think there may be a fine new 

Cucking-ſtool i” the Fair, to be purchas'd ? one large 

enough, I mean. I know there is a Pond of Capacity 

tor her. 

Ur/. For your Mother, you Raſcal, out you Rogue, 

you Hedge-bird, you Pimp, you Pannier-man's Ba- 

ſtard, you. 

Quar. Ha, ha, ha. 

Urſ. Do you fineer, you Dogs-head, you Trendle Tail ! 

you look as you were begotten a' top of a Cart in Har- 

veſt-cime, when the Whelp was hot and eager. Go, 

ſnuff atrer your Brother's Bitch, Mrs. Commod:ty 3 

that's the Livery ycu wear, *rwill be out at the El- 

bows ſhortly. It's time you went to't for the to'ther 

Remnant. 

Kne. Peace, Urs, peace, Urs, they'll kill the poor 

Whale, and make Oil of her. Pray thee go in. 

4 Pl fee *em pox'd firſt, and pil'd , and double 
ild. 

' Win. Let's away, her Language grows greafier than 
er Pigs. 

Ur/. Does't fo, Snotty-noſe ? good Lord ! are you 

{niveling 2 You were engendred on a She-beggar, in a 

Barn, when the bald Thraſher, your Sire, was ſcarce 

warm. 

Win. Pray thee let's go. 

Bar. No, faith: PII ſtay the end of her now : I know 

ſhe cannot laſt long ; I find by her S:1lies the wanes a 


CE. 
Us. Does ſhe fo ? IIl fer you gone. Gr me my Pig- 
pan hither a lietle. Pl ſcald you hence, and you will 
not go. 

Kno. Gentlemen, theſe are very ſtrange Vapours ! and 
very idle Vapours! I affure you. 

Quay. You are a very ſerious Afs, we affure you. 

Kno. Humh! Afs? and ferious ? nay, then pardon 
me my Vapour. T have a fooliſh Vapour, Gentlemen : 
any man that docs vapour me the Afs, Maſter Q«a- 
lows 

Quar. What then, Maſter Fordan ? 

Kno. I do vapour him the lie. 

Quar. Faith, and to any man that vapours me the lic, 
I do vapour that. 

Kno. Nay then, Vapours upon Vapours. 

Edg. Nig. "Ware the Pan, the Pan, the Pan, ſhe 
comes with the Pan, Gentlemen. God blefs the Wo- 
man. { Urſla comes in with the Scalding-Pan. 
| Urſ. Oh. | They fight, 

Ere. What's the matter ? 

Tuſ. Goodly woman ! 

Moo. Miltreſs ! (She falls with ir. 

Ur{. Curſe of Hell, that ever T ſaw thele Ficnds, oh ' 
I ha? ſcalded my Leg, my Leg, my Leg, my Leg. I 


c 


ha? loſt a Limb in the Service | rin tor tome Cream 
and 
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and Sallad Oil, quickly. Are you under-peering , 
you Baboon ? ripoff my Hoſe, an' you be men, men, 
men. 

Moo. Run you for ſome Cream, good Mother Fone. 
PI! look ro your Basket. 

Lea. Beſt ſit up !' your Chair, Urſia. Help, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Kne. Be of good cheer, Urs, thou haſt hindred me 
the currying of a Couple of Stallions here, that abus'd 
the good Race-Bawd o' Smithfield; *rwas time for 'em 
to go. 

Nig. faith, when the Pan came, they had made you 
run elſe. (This had been a fine time for purchaſe, if you 
had ventur'd.) 

Edg. Not a whit, theſe fellows were too fine to carry 
Money. 

= Nightingale, get ſome help to carry her Leg out 
o the Air; take off her Shooes; body o' me, ſhe has the 
Mallanders, the Scratches, the Crown Scab, and theQuit- 
ter Bone i'the to'ther Leg. 

Ur/. Oh, the Pox ! why do ! 
my Leg thus, to make it prick an 
me i*the Hoſpital afore my time ? 

Kno. Patience, Urs, take a good heart, 'tis but a Bli- 
ſter as big as a Windgall ; Pll cake is away with the white 
of an Egg, a little Honey and Hogs Greaſe, ha* thy Pa- 
ſterns well roll'd, and thou ſhalt pace again by to mor- 
row. I'll tend thy Booth, and look to thy Affairs the 
while: Thou ſhalt fit i thy Chair, and give DireRions, 
and ſhine Urſa major. | 


[| 
A&t Il. Scene VL 
Fuſtice, Edgworth, Nightingale , Cokes, Waſpe, Miltris 


erdoo, Grace. 


Heſe are the Fruits of Bottle Ale and Tabacco ! the 

Fome of the one, and the Fumes of the other ! Stay 

young man, and deſpiſe not the Wiſdom of theſe few 
Hairs that are grown gray in care of thee. 

Ede: Nightmgale, ſtay a little. Indeed I'll hear ſome 
© this / 

Cok. Come, Numps, come, where are you ? Welcome 
into the Fair, Miſtris Grace. 

Edg. 'Slight, he will call Company, you ſhall ſee, and 
put us into doings preſently. 

Fuſ. Thirſt not after that frothy Liquor, Ale : for 
who knows when he openeth the Stopple, what may be 
in the Bottle? Hath not a Snail, a Spider, yea, a Neutt 
w_- found there ? thirſt nor after it, youth : thirſt not 
after it. 

Cok. This is a brave Fellow, Numps, let's hear him. 

Waſ. *Sblood, how brave is he? in a garded Coat ? 
You were beſt truck with him, e'en ſtrip, and truck 
preſently, it will become you, why will you hear 
him, becauſe he is an Aſs, and may be a-kin to the 


Cokeſes. 
Ck. O, good Numps ! 


F«f. Neither do thou luſt after that Tawny Weed, 
Tabacco. 

Cok, Brave words ! | 

7«ſ. Whoſe Complexion is like the Indians that 
vents it! 

Cok. Are they not brave words, Siſter ? 

Fuſ. And who can tcll, if before the gathering and 
making up thereot, the Aligarts hath not piſs'd 
thereon ? 

Waſ. *Heart let *em be brave words, as brave as they 
will ! and they were all the brave words in a Countrey, 
how then? will you away yet? ha' you enough on him? 
Miſtris Grace, come you away, I pray you, be not you 
accellary. If you do loſe your Licence, or ſomewhat 
elſe, /Sir, with liſtning to his Fables, ſay Namps is a 
Witch, with all my heart, do, ſay fo. 


ou put me in mind of 
ſhoot ? would you ha' 


Cok. Avoid i your Sattin Doublet, Numps. 
Juſ. The creeping Venome of which ſubtil Ser. 
pent, as ſome late Writers affirm , neither the cue. 
ting of the perillous Plant, nor the drying of it, nor 
= lighting or burning, can any way perſway or af: 
Wage. 
Cob. Good ?' faith ! ig not, Siſter ? 
Fu. Hence it is that the Lungs of the Tabacconiſt 
are rotted, the Liver ſpotted, the Brain fmoak'd like 
the Back-fide of the Pig-womans Booth here, and the 
whole Body within, blackas her Pan you ſaw &en now 
without. ; 
K Cok. A fine Similitude, that, Sir! did you ſee the 
an ! 
Edg. Yes, Sir. 
7a. Nay, the hole in the Noſe here, of ſome Ta» 
bacco-takers, or the Third Noſtril, (if I may focall it) 
which makes, that they can vent the Tabacco out, 
like the Ace of Clubs, or rather the Flower-de lice, is 
cauſed from the Tabacco, the meer Tabacco ! when 
the poor innocent Pox, having nothing to do there, is 
miſerably and moſt unconſcionably ſlander'd. 
Cok. o would ha* miſt this, Siſter ? 
Over. Not any body but Numps. 
Cok. He does not underſtand. 
Edg. Nor you feel. [ He picketh ba Purſe. 
Cok. What would you have, Siſter, of a Feflow 
that knows nothing but a Basket-Hile, and an Old 
Fox in't? the beſt Muſick i' the Fair will not move a 


. In, to Urſla, Nightingale, and carry ber comfort: 
ſee it told. This Fellow was ſent to us by Fortune, for 
our firſt Fairing. 

J»/. But what ſpeak I of the Diſcaſes of the Body, 
Children of the Fair? 

Cok. That's to us, Siſter. Brave ?' faith ! 

Ju. Hark, O you Sons and Daughters of Smithfield ! 
and hear what malady it doth the Mind : Ir cauſeth 
ſwearing, it cauſeth ſwaggering, it cauſeth ſnuffling and 
{narling, and now and then a hurt. 

Over. He hath ſomething of Maſter Over-deo, me 
thinks, brother. 

Cok. So me thought, Siſter, very much of my Brother 
Over-doo : And *tis when he ſpeaks. 

Ju. Look into any Angle o* Town, (the Srreights, or 
the Bermuda's) where the Quarrelling Leiſon 15 read, 
and how do they entertain the time, but with Bottle 
Ale and Tabacco? The Lecturer is o' one fide, and his 
Pupils o* the other ; But the Seconds are ſtill Bottle Ale 
and Tabacco, for which the LeQurer reads, and the 
Novices pay. Thirty Pound a week in Bottle Ale! 
Forty in Tabacco ! and Ten more in Ale again. Then 
for a Suit to drink in, ſo much, and (that being flaver'd) 
{o much for another Suit, and then a Third Suit, and a 
Fourth Suic! and ſtill the Bottle Ale flavereth, and the 
Tabacco ſtinketh! 

Waſ. Heart of a mad man! are you rooted here ? 
Will you never away ? What can any man find out in 
this bawling Fellow, to grow here tor? He is a full hand- 
ful higher fin' he heard him. Will you fix here, and ſet 
up a Booth, Sir ? 

Fuſ. 1 will conclude briefly — 

Waſ. Hold your peace, you roaring Raſcal, 4I'll run 
my Head i” your Chaps elſe. You were beſt build a 
Booth, and entertain him; make your Will, and you 
ſay the Word, and him your Heir! Heart, 1 never 
knew one taken with a Mouth of a Peck afore. by 
this Light, I'll carry you away o' my back, and you will 
not come. | He gets bim up on pick- ack. 

Cok. Stay, Numps, ſtay, fer me down: I ha loſt my 
Purſe, Numps, O my Purſe ! One o my fine Purſes 1 
one. 

Over. Is indeed, Brother ? 


Ck. 
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" Cob. I, as1 arm an honeſt man, would I were an-er- 
rant Rogue elſe! a plague of all -roguy damn'd Cur: 
purſes for me. 


VVaf. Blefs 'em with all my heart, with all my heart, 
do jou + Now, as I am no Infidel, that I know of, 


] am glad on'e, I, I am, (here's my Wienels) do you 
ſee, Sir? I did nor tell you of his Fables, I? no, no, 1 
am a dull Malt-Horſe, I, I know nothing. Are you 
not jaſtly ſerv'd, ? your Conſcience now? Speak 
i your Conſcience. Much good do' you with all 
my heart, and his good heart that has ic, with all my 
heart again. 

Edg. This Fellow is very Charitable, would he 
had a Purſe too ! Burt I muſt not be too bold all at a 
time. | | 

Cok. Nay, Numps, it is not my beſt Purſe. 

IVaſ. Not your beſt ! death ! why ſhould it be your 
worſt ? why ſhould it be any, indeed, at all ? Anſwer 
me to that, gi* me a Reaſon trom you, why it ſhould 
be any ? 

Cok. Nor my Gold, Numps ; 1 ha? that yet, look here 
elſe, Siſter. 

IWaſ. Why ſo, there's all the feeling he has ! 

Over, I pray you, have a better care of that, Bro- 
ther. { 

Cok. Nay, foI will, 1 warrant you ; let hint' catch 
this that catch can. I would fain {ce him get this, look 
you here. JJ: 

Iaſ. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, fo, fo, fo, ſo! Very good. 

Cok, I would ha' him come again now, and 
but offer at it. Siſter , will you take notice of 
a pood Jeſt? I will put it juſt where '- other 
was , and if we ha* good luck, you ſhall fee 
a delicate fine Trap to catch che Cut-purſe nib- 
ling. | 

Edg. Faith, and he'll try &'re you be out &f the 
Farr. | 

Cok, Come, Miſtris Grace , pre*thee be not melan- 
choly for my miſchance ; ſorrow wi' not keep it, Sweet 
hearr. . 

Gra. 1 do not think on't, Sir. 

Cok, *T was but a litrle ſcurvy whice money , Bang 
it : it may hang the Cut-purſe one day. I ha'Gold left 
to gi” thee a Fairing yer, as hard as the World :-no 
thing angers me but that no body here look'd like a 
Cut-purle, unleſs 'ewere Numps. 

I'Vaſ. How? 1? I look like a Cut-purſe ? Death 
your Siſter's a Cut-purſe ! and your Mother and Fa- 
ther, and all your Kin were Cut-purſes! And here is a 
Rogue is the Bawd of the Cut-pirſes, whom I will bear 
to begin with. 


They ſpeak all together : and Walpe beats the 
Juſtice. 

Cok. Numps, Numps. } Tuſ. Hold thy Hand, 

Over. Good Mr. Hum- | Child of Wrath, and 
pbrey. Heir of Anger , make it 

VVaf. You are the Pa- }not Childermas Day” in 
frico ! are you ? the Parri- 3 hy Fury , or the Feaſt 
arch of the Cur-purſes 7 | of the French Bertholmew, 
You ſhare, Sir, they ſay, | Parent of the Maflacre. 
let them ſhare this with ; ons 
you. Are you i your hot fit of preaching again ? Pl 
cool you. 

7a. Murther, murther, murther. 


——_— 


Act Ill. Scene I. 
Vhit, Haggiſe, Briſtle, Leather-bead, Traſh. 


N 2 tiſh all gone, now! diſh ciſh , phen tou 
vile not be phicin call, Maſter Officher, phat iſh 
2 man te berter to liſhen out noythes for tee, and tou 
art 1n an oder 'orld, being very ſhuffiſhiene noylhes 
and gallantſh too, one o? their brabbleſh would have. 
ted uth all diſh forenight, but tou art 1o buſhy abort 
beggerſh ſti!l, cou haſt no lcſhure to intend ſhenclemen, 
and'e be. 

Hag. Why, I told you, Davy Brifle. 

Cri. Come, come, you told - a Pudding , Toby 
Haggiſe; A matter of nothing; I am ſure it came to 
nothing ! You faid, let's go to Urſa's indeed ; but then 
you mer the man with the Monſters, and I could nor 
= you trom him. An Old Fool, not leave ſeeing 

Hag. Why, who would ha' thought any bod would 
ha* quarrell'd fo early ? or that che Ale 0 hs F 4 would 
ha* been up fo ſoon. | 

Whi. Phy ? phat a Clock tocſt tou tink ic iſh 
man 2? | 

Hag. I cannot tell. 

VVts. = = a Viſh Vatchman, ite mean teem. 

y ? ſhould the Watch go by t 
hs Clock by the Watch, I — Pane 

Bri. One ſhould go by another, if they did well. 

VVhi. Tou art right now ! phen didſt tou ever know 
or hear of a ſhuffiſhienc Vatchman, bur he did cell the 
Clock;. phat buſhineſs ſoever he had ? 

Bri. Nay, that's *moſt erue, a ſufficient Watchman 
knows what a Clock. it is. 

VVkz. Shleeping or vaking ! aſh well as te Clock him- 
ſhelf, or te Jack dar ſhtrikes him! 

Bri. Ler's enquire of Maſter Leatberhead, or fone Trafh 
here. Maſter Learberbead, do you hear, Maſter Lea 


| rher-bend ? 


VVhz. If it be a Ledderhead, tiſh a very tick Ledder- 
head, cat ſho muſh noiſh vill noc peirſh him. 

Lea. I have a lictle bulineſs now, good friends, do not 
trouble me. 

VVtz. \ Phat? becauſe of ty wrought neet Cap, 
and ty Phelvert Sherkin, Man ? Phy # I have ſheene 
res in ty. Ledder Sherkin, e're now, Maſhrer of de 
nero. as buſhy and as ſtacety: as rou ſheem'ſt 
to 

Tra. Why, what an' you have, Captain VVbit ? He 
has his choice of Jerkins, you may lee by that, and his 
Caps too, 1 aflure you, when he pleaſes to be either ſick 
or imploy'd. R 

Lea: God a mercy Fore, anſwer for me. 

VV hi, Away, be noc ſheen tf my Company, here be 
Shenelemen, and men of Vorſhip. . 


Act HE. Scene II. 


Quarlows, Whit, Win-wife, Buly, Jobn, Purecraft, Win, 
Knockbum, Moon-calf, Urſla. 


E had wonderful ill lack, to mils this Prologue 

© the Purſe, but the beft is, we ſhall have Five 

At: of him e're Night: He'll be Spectacle enough | PH 
anſwer tort. 

Wi. O Creeſh! Dake Buarlow, how doſht tou 2 ton 
dofhe not know me, I fear? 1 am ce viſheſhe man, bur 
Juſtiſh Owver-doo, in all Bartholmew Fair now. Gr me 
Twelve Pence from tee, I vill help tze to a Vite vorth 
Forty Marks for't, and't be. 

Qunar. Away, Rouge Pimp, away. 


W:;. 
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Vhj. And ſhe ſhall ſhew tee as fine cut o'rke for't | 


in her Shmock too as tou canſhe viſh 7 faith ; vilt 
tou have her, Vorſhipful Vin-vife? I vill help tee to her 
here, be an't be, into Pig-Quarter, gi' me ty Twelve 
Pence from tee. 

VVin-w. Why, there's Twelve Pence, pray thee wilt 
thou be gone. 

V/hi. Tou art a Vorthy Man, and a Vorſhipful Man 
ſtill. 

Quar. Get you gone, Raſcal. 

VVhi. 1 do mean it, man. Prinſh Qwarlow, if tou 
haſhr need on me, tou ſhalt find me hers at Urſia's, I vill 
ſes phar Ale and Punque iſh 7 ce Pigſhey tor tee, bleſs cy 
good Vorſhip. 

Quar. Look! who comes ma? Little-wit ! 

V/in-w. And his Wite, and my Widow, her Mother : 
the whole Family. 

9ar. *Slight, you muſt gi'em all Fairings now ! 

' VVixz-w. Not I, Tl not fee 'em. 

Suar. They are going a feaſting. What Schoolma- 
ſter's that is with 'em ? 

VVin-w. That's my Rival, I believe, the Baker 

Buſ. So, walk on in the middle way, fore-right, turn 
neither to the right hand nor to the left: let not your 
Eyes be drawn alide with Vanicy, nor your Ear with 
Noiſes. 

: Bar, O, T know him by that ſtart ! 

Lea. What do you lack ? what do you buy, pretty Mi- 
ſtris? a fine Hobby-horſe, to make your Sona Tilter ? a 
Drum, to make him a Soldier ? a Fiddle, to make him a 
Reveller? What is't you lack? Little Dogs for your 
Daughters? or Babies, Male or Female ? 

Bu. Look not toward them, harken not : the place 


is Smithfield, or the Field of Smiths, the Grove of Hobs | 


by-horſes and Trinkets, the Wares are the Wares of De- 
vils. And the whole Farr is the Shop. of Satan ! They 
are Hooks and Baits, very Baits, that are hung out on 
every fide, to catch you, and to hold you, as it were, by 
the Gills, and by the Noſtrils, as the Fiſher doth: There- 
fore you muſt not look nor turn toward them —— The 
Heathen man could ſtop his Ears with Wax againſt -the 
Harlot o'the Sea : Do you the like with your Fingers a- 
gainſt che Bells of the Beaſt. 

VVin-w. What flaſhes comes from him ! 

Quar. O, he has thoſe of his Oven ! a notable hot Be- 
ker *rwas, when he ply'd he Peel : he is leading bis Flock 
into the Far now. | 

VVin-w. Rather driving *em to the Pens: for he will 
let *em look upon nothing. F | 

Kno. Gentlewomen, the weather's hot ! whither walk 
you ? Have a care o' your fine Velvet Caps, the Fair 
is duſty. Take a ſweet delicate Booth, with Boughs, 
here i the way, and cool your ſelves i the ſhade; yau 
and your Friends. The bcſt Pig and Bottle Ale 7? the 
Fair, Sir. Old Urſa is Cook, there you may read: 
The Pig's Head ſpeaks it. Poor Soul, ſhe has had a 
Stringhalt, the Marzhinchco : but ſhe's prettily ' amen- 
ded. | Lirtle-wit « gazing at the Sign ; which us the 

Pig's Head with a large Writing under it. 

VVhi. A delicate Show-Pig , little Miſtris , with 
ſhweet Sauce, and Crackling,, like de Bay-Leaf i” 
de Fire, la! Tou ſhalt ha* de clean fide o' de Ta- 
ble-Clot, and di Glaſs vaſh'd with phaterſh of Dame 
Annesſh Cleare. 

Fob. This's-fine verily, here be the beſt Pigs : and 
ſhe does roaſt *em as well as ever ſhe did; che Pig's 
Head ſays. 

Kno. Excellent, excellent Miſtris, with Fire o* Juniper 
and Roſemary Branches! The Oracle ot the Pig's Head, 
that, Sir. 

Pur, Son, were you not warn'd of the Vanity of the 
Eye? Have you forgot the wholelome Admonition ſo 
ſoon ? 

t Good Mother, how ſhall we find a Pig, if we 


— 


do not look about for't 2 . Will it run off o the Spit 
into our mouths, think you ? as in Lubberland? and cry, 
we, we ? 

Buſ. No, but your Mother, religiouſly wiſe, concei. 
veth it may offer it felf by other means to the, Senſe, 
as by way of Steem, which I think it 


doth here in this place (Hub, huh) yes, ic Buſy ſeen 
doth. And it were a Sin of Obſtinacy , 47 i lt 


great Obſtinacy, high and horrible Obſti- 
nacy, ta decline or reſiſt the good Titillation of the 
famelick Senſe, which is the Smell. Therefore be bold 
(huh, huh, huh), follow the Scent. Enter the Tents 
of the Unclean, for once, and fatighe your Wives 
Frailey. Let your frail Wife be ſatisfied : your 2ca- 
lous Mother, and my ſuffering ſelf, will alſo be ſatisfied. 

Feb. Come, Wim, as good winny here as go farther, 
and ſce nothing. 

Buſ. We ſcape ſo much of the other Vanities, by our 
early entring. 

Pur. It is an edifying Conſideration. 

Win. This is ſcurvy, that we muſt come into the Fair, 
and not look ore. 

Fob, Win, have patience, Win, T'll tell you more a- 
non. | 
Kno. Moon-calf, entertain within there, the beſt Pig i” 
the Booth 3 a Pork-like Pig. Theſe are Banbury-bloods, 
o' the ſincere ſtud, come a Pig-hunting. hit, wait, 
Whit, look to your Charge. 

Buſ. A Pig prepare preſently, let a Pig be prepared 
tO Us. 

Moo, *Slight, who be theſe ? 

Urſ. Is this the good Service, Fordan, you'ld do 


me ? | 

Kno, Why, Ur: ? why, Urs? thou'lt ha Vapours 7? 
thy Leg again preſently, pray thee gq in, *t may turn 
to the Scratches elle. 

Urſ. Hang your Vapours, they are ſtale, and ſtink like 
you, are theſe the Gueſts o'the Game you promis'd co fill 
my. Pit withal to day ? 

Kno. I, what ail they, Urs? 

Urſ. Ail ey ? they are all Sippers, Sippers o'the Ci- 
ty, they look as they would not drink off ewo penn'orth 
of 'Boctle Ale amongſt 'em, 

7 Ap A body may read that i their ſmall printed 

h 

Kno. Away, thou art a Fool , Urs , and thy AMoon- 
calf rao, i” your ignorant Vapours now : Hence, good 
Gueſts, I ſay, right Hypocrites, good Gluttons. In, 
and ſet a Couple o' Pigs o' the Board, and Half a 
Dozen of the bi Bottles afore **m, and call bit ; 
I do not love to r Innocents abus'd: Fine amb- 
ling Hypocrites ! and a Stone-Puritan with a Sorrel 
Head 'and Beard, good mouth'd Gluttrons: Two to a 
Pig, away. 

Urſ, Are you ſure they are ſuch ? 

_ * Kns, © the right Breed, thou ſhalt ery 'em by the 
Teeth, Urs, where's this Whit ? 


| Whi. Behold, man, and ſee, what a worthy man am ee ! 
| With the Fury, of my Sword, and the ſhaking of my 


Beard, 
I will make Ten Thouſand Men afeard. 


Kno. Well ſaid, brave Wb, in, and fear the Ale out 
o* the Botcles into the Bellizs of che Brethren, and the 
Siſters drink tothe Cauſe, and pure Vapours. 

Quar. My Roarer is turn'd Tapſter , me thinks. 
Now were a fine time for thee, Wim-wife, to lay a: 
board thy Widow, thou'lte never be a Maſter of a bet- 
ter ſeaſon or place 3 She that will venture her ſelf inco 
the Fair, and a Pig-box, will admit any Aſſault, be aſ- 
ſud of thar. | 


Win w. I love not Enterpriſes of that ſuddenneſs tho. 
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Quar. Vil warrant thee then, no Wife out o' the Wid- 
Jows Hundred : if I had but as much Title to her, as to 
have breath'd once on chat ſtreight Stomacher of hers, 
1] would now afſure my ſelf to carry her, yet ere ſhe 
went out of Smithfield. Or ſhe ſhould carry me, which 
were the fitter ſight 1 confeſs. Bur you are a modeſt 
andertaker, by Circumſtances and Degrees, come, «is 
Diſeaſe in thee, not Judgment, I ſhould offer at all to- 

2ther. Look, here's the poor Fooll again, that was 
| won by the Waſp ere while. 


_—___—_@Y 


A&t Ill. Scene II 
Tuſtice, Win-wife, Quarlons. 


Will make no more Orations, ſhall draw on theſe 
I tragical Conclutions. And 1 begin now to think, 
that by a ſpice of collateral Juſtice, Adam Overdoo de- 
ſ>ry'd this beating ; for I the ſaid Adam was one Cauſe 
(a By-cauſe) why the Purſe was loſt : and my Wives 
Brothers Purſe too, which they know not of yer, But I 
ſhall make very good mirth with it at Supper, (that will 
be the ſport) and put my little Friend, Mr. Humphrey 
Waſp's Choler quite out of countenance. When, fitting 
at che upper end o* my Table, as I uſe, and drinking 
to my Brother Cokes, and Mrs. Alice Overdoo, as I will, 
my Wife, for their good affe&ion to old Bradley, I deli- 
ver to 'em, it was I that was cudgell'd, and ſhew *em the 
Marks. To ſee what bad Events may peep out of the 
Tail of good Purpoſes! the Care I had of that ci- 
vil young Man, I took fancy to this Morning, (and 
have not Fer it yet) drew me to that exhortation, which 
drew the Company indeed ; which drew the Cut-purſe ; 
which drew the Money ; which drew my Brother Cokes 
his !ofs : which drew on Waſp's anger ; which drew on 
1::y beating : a pretty gradation ! And they ſhall ha' it 
i? their Diſh i? faith at nighe for Fruit; I love tobe mer- 
ry at my Table. I had thought once, at one ſpecial 
blow he ga' me, to have revealed my ſelf ; but then (I 
thank thee fortitude) I remembred that a wiſe Man 
(and who is ever fo great a part o the Common-wealth 
in himſelf) for no particular difaſter ought to abandon 
a publick good Deſign. The Husband-man ought not 
for one unthankful Year, to forſake the Plough ; the 
Shepherd ought not for one {cab'd Sheepto throw by his 
Tar-box 3 the Pilot ought not for one Leak i the Poop 
to quit the Helm ; nor the Alderman ought not for one 
Cuſtard more at a Meal to give up his Cloak ; the Con- 
{table ought not to break his Staff, and forſwear the 
Watch for one roaring Night ; nor che Piper o? the Pa- 
riſh (Ut parvis componere magna ſolebam) to put up his 
Pipes for one rainy Sunday. Theſe are certain knock- 
ing Concluſions ; out of which, I am refoly'd, come 
what come can, come Beating, come Impriſonment, 
come Inftamy, come Baniſhmene ; nay, come the Rack, 
come the Hurdle, (welcom all) I will not diſcover who 
I am, till my due time; and yet ſtill, all ſhall be, as 1 
ſaid ever, in Juſtice name, and the King's, and for the 
Commorn-wealth. 

Win. What does he talk to himſelf, and ad fo ſeri- 
ouſly ? poor Fool ! 

war. No matter what. Here's freſher Argument, in- 
tend that. 


A& IL. Scene IV. 


Cokes, Leatherhead, Waſp, Miſtreſs Overdoo, Win wife 
Quarlous, Traſh, Grace. , 


Ome, Miſtris Grace, come Siſter, here's more fine 
lights, yer i faich. Gods *lid where's Numps ? 
Les. Whatdoyou lack, Gentlemen? what is't you buy ? 
fine Rattles! Drums ? Babies ? lictle Dogs ? and Birds 
for Ladies 2 What do you lack ? 


Cok. Good honeſt Numps, keep afore, I am fo afraid 
thou'le loſe ſomewhat : my Heart was at my Mouth, 
when I miſt thee. 


Waſ. You were beſt buy a Whip i your Hand to 
drive me. 

Cok. Nay, do not miſtake, Numps, thou art ſo apt to 
miſtake : I would but watch the Goods. Look you now, 
the treble Fiddle, was e'en almoſt like to be loſt. 

Waſ. Pray you take heed you loſe not your ſelf: your 

way, were e'en get up, and ride for more ſurety. 
Buy a tokens worth of great Pins, to faſten your ſelf to 
my Shoulder, 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen ? fine Purlſes, 
Pouches, Pincaſes, Pipes ? Whar ig you lack ? a pair 
o' Smiths to wake you i' the Morning ? or a fine whilt- 
ling Bird ? 

Cok. Numps, here be finer things then any we ha' 
boughe by odds! and more delicate Horſes, a great deal 
good Numps, ſtay, and come hither. 

Waſ. Will you ſcourſe with him? you are in Smith- 
field, you may fit your ſelf with a fine eafie going Street- 
nag, for your Saddle again Michaelmaſs term, do, has 
he ne're a little odd Cart for you to make a Carroch on, 
!' the Countrey, with four pyed Hobyhorſes ? why the 
Meazils, ſhould you ſtand here, with your Train, cheap- 
ing of Dogs, Birds, and Babies? you ha* no Children 
to beſtow *em on ? ha' you ? 

Cok. No, but again I ha* Children, Numps, that's all 
one. 

Waſ. Do, do, do, do ; how many ſhall you have, think 
you? ar I were as you, F1d buy for all my Tenants too, 
they are a kind of civil Savages, that will part with their 
Children for Rattles, Pipes, and Knives. You were 
beſt buy a Hatcher, or two, and truck with *em. 

Cok. Numps, hold that lietle Tongue o* thine, and 
ſave it a labour. I am reſolute Bat, thou know'lt. 

Waſ. A relolute Fool, you are, I know, and a very 
ſufficient Coxcomb ; with all my Heart z nay you have 
it, Sir, and you be angry, Turd i your Teet, twice : (if E 
ſaid it not once afore) and much good do you. 

Win. Was there ever ſuch a flt-afflition ? and fo im- 
pertinent ? 

Quar. Alas ! his care will go neer to crack him, let's 
in, and comfort him. 

Waſ. Would I had been fer i the ground, all but the 
head on me, and had my Brains bowl'd at, or chreſh'd 
out, when firſt I underwent this plague of a charge! 

Quar. How now Numps ? almoſt tir'd ! your Protector» 
ſhip ? overparted ? overparted ? 

Waſ. Why, I cannot cell, Sir, ic may be I am, dot 
grieve you? * 

Buar. No, I ſwear dos't not, Numps : to fatisfie you. 
Waſ. Numps ! *Sblood, you are fine and familiar ! how 
long ha* we been acquainted, I pray you ? 

Quar. I think it may be remembred, Numyps, that ? 
'twas ſince Morning fure. 

Waſ. Why, I hope I know't well enough, Sir, I did 
not ask to be told. 

Quar. No? why then? 

Waſ. It's no matter why,you ſee with your Eyes, now, 
what I ſaid to you to day ? you'll believe me another 
eime ? | 

Bar. Are you removing the Fair, Numps ? 

V/af. A pretty queſtion! and a very civil one! yes faith, 
I ha* my lading you fee ; or ſhall have anon, you may 
know whoſe Beaſt I am by my Burthen. It che Pan- 
nier-mans Jack were ever better known by his Loyns of 
Mutton, Fil be flead, andTfeed Dogs for him when his 
time comes. 

V/m. How melancholick Miſtris Grace is yonder ! pray 
thee let's go enter our ſelves in Grace, wich her, 

Cok. Thoſe (ix Horſes, Friend Pll have—— 


c 


| VV al. How ! 
Gegeg Cek, And 
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Cek. And the three Jews-trumps; and half a dozen 
o* Birds, and that Drum, (I haFe one Drum already) 
and your Smiths 3 I like that device o* your Smiths, 
very pretty well, and four Halberts and (le? me fee) 
that fine painted great Lady, and her three Women tor 
ſtace, I'll have. 

VVaſ. No, th: Shop 3 buy the whole Shop, ic will be 
beſt, the Shop, the Shop : 

Lea. If his Worſhip pleaſe. 

VVaſ. Yes, and keep it during the Fair, Bobchin. 

Cok. Peace, Numps. Friend, do not meddle with him, 
an' you be wiſe, and would ſhew your Head above 
board : he will ſting thorow your wrought Night-cap, 
believe me. A {et of theſe Violins, I would buy too, 
for a delicate young noiſe I have i the Countrey, that 
are every one a lize leſs then another, juſt like your 
Fiddles. I would fain have a fine young Maſque at my 
Marriage, now I think on't : but I do want ſuch a 
number o' things. And Nump: will not help me now, 
and I dare not {peak to him. 

Tra. Will your Worſhip buy any Ginger-bread, very 
good Bread, comfortable Bread ? 

Cok. Ginger-bread ! yes, let's ſce. 

VVaſ.There's the other ſprindge ? | He runs to ber Shop. 


Lea. Is this well, goody Fone ? to interrupt my Mar- | ſh 


ket in the midſt? and call away my Cuſtomers ? can 
you an{wer this at the Piepouldres ? 

Tra. Why ? if his Maſter-ſhip have a mind to buys I 
hope my Ware lics as open as another's; I may ſhew 
my Ware as.well as you yours. 

Ck. Hold your peace ; Pll content you both: Ill buy 
up his Shop and thy Basket. 

VyYaf. Will you 1' faith ? 

Lea. Why ſhould you put him from it Friend ? 

Vaſ. Cry you mercy ! you'ld be ſold too, would you ? 
what*s the price on you ? Jerkin, and all as you ſtand ? 
ha” you any Qualities ? 

Tra. Yes, Good-man-angry-man, you ſhall find he 
has Qualities if you cheapen him. 

VVaſ. Gods fo, you ha' the ſelling of him ! what are 
they ? will they be bought for Love or Money ? 

Tra. No indeed, Sir. 

V/aſ. For what then, Victuals ? | 

Tra. He ſcorns Vidctuals, Sir, he has Bread and But- 
ter at home, thanks be to God ! and yet he will do more 
for a good Meal, it the Toy take him 7 the Belly : mar- 
ry then they muſt not ſet him at lowerends; if they do, 
hell go away though he faſt. But put him a top o* the 
Table,where his place is,and he'll do you forty fine things. 
He has not been ſent for, and ſought out for nothing, at 
your great City-luppers, to put down Coriat and Cokeley, 
and been laught at for his labour ; he'll play you all the 
Puppets i* the Town over, and the Players,every Compa- 
ny, and his own Company too; he ſparesno body ! 

Cock. UV taith ? 

Tra. He was the firſt, Sir, that ever baited the Fellow 
i” the Bear's Skin, an't like your Worſhip : no Dog ever 
came near him ſince. And for fine Motions ! X 

Cock, Is he good at thoſe too? can he ſet out a Mas 
trow ? . 

Tra. O Lord, Maſter ! fought to far and neer for his 
Inventions : and he engroſſes all, he makes all the Pup- 
pets i' the Fair. 

Cok, Do'ſt thou (in troth) old Velvet Jerkin ? give 
me thy hand. 

Tra. Nay, Sir, you ſhall ſee him in his Velvet Jerkin, 
and a Scart too, at night, when you hear him interpret 
Maiter L:iuile-w#u”s Motion. 

Cock. Speak no more, but ſhut up Shop preſently, 
Friend, I'll buy both it and thee too, to carry down 
with me, and her Hamper, befide. Thy Shop thall fur- 

niſh out the Mask, and hers the Banquet : I cannot go 
leſs, to ſet out any thing with credit. What's the price, 
at a word, & thy whole Shop, Cale, and all as it ſtands ? 


| 


— 


Lea. Sir, it ſtands me in Six and twenty Shilling ſc. 
ven Pence halt-penny, belides Three Shillings tor my 
ground. 

Cok, Well, Thirty Shillings will do all, then ! And 
what comes yours too ? 

Tra. Four Shillings and eleven Pence, Sir, Ground 
and all, an't like your Worſhip. | 

Cok, Yes, it does like my Worſhip very well, poor 
Woman, that's Five Shillings more, what a Mask ſhall 1 
furniſh our, for Forty Shillings ? (Twenty pound Scorch) 
and a Banquet of Ginger-bread ? there's a ſtately thing ! 
Numps ? Silter ? and my Wedding Gloves too? [that ] 
never thought on afore.) All my Wedding Gloves, 
Ginger-bread ? O me ! what a device will there be? to 
make *ent eat their Fingers ends ! and delicate Brooches 
tor the Bride-men ! and all | and then I'll ha* this Poeſie 
put to *em : For the beſ® Grace, meaning Miſtris Grace, 
my Wedding Poeſie. 

Gra. I am beholden to you, Sir, and to your Bay- 
tholomew Wit. 

VVaſ. You do not mean this, do you ? is this your 
firſt Purchaſe ? 

Cok, Yes faith, and I donot think, Numps, but thou'le 
ſay, it was the wiſeſt A that ever I did in my Ward- 


Ip. 
VVaſ. Like enough ! I ſhall ſay any thing. I! 


A& III. Scene V. 


TFuſtice, Edgworth, Nightingale. 


—_— beget a Projett, with all my political Brain, 
yet; my Project is how to fetch off this proper young 
Man from his debaucht Company : I have followed him 
all the Fair over, and ſtill I find him with this fongſter: 
And I begin ſhrewdly co ſuſpe&t their familiarity ; and 
the young Man of a terrible taint, Poetry ! with which 
idle Diſeaſe, if he be infeted, there's no hope of him, 
in a State-courſe. At#um eſt, of him for a Common: 
wealths-man : if he go to't in Rime, once. 

Edg. Yonder he is buying o' Ginger-bread : ſet in quick- 
ly, before he part with too much of his Money. 

Nig. My Maſters and Friends,and good People,draw neer, ec, 

| He runs to the Ballad Man, 

Cok. Ballads ! hark, hark! pray thee, Fellow, ſtay a 
little, good Numps, look to the Goods, What Ballads 
haſt chou? lee me ſee, let me fee my felt. 

VVaſ. Why ſo! he's flown to another Lime-buſh, there 
he will flutter as long more ; till he ha' ne'er a Feather 
left. Is there a vexation like this, Gentlemen? will you 
believe me now, hereafter ? ſhall I have Credic with 

ou * 
# Suer. Yes faith, ſhalt thou, Numps, and thou art 
worrhy on't, for thou ſweateſt for't. I never ſaw a 
young Pimpeerrant and his Squire better match'd. 

VV/m-w. Faith, the Siſter comes atter 'em, well too. 

Gra. Nay, it you ſaw the Juſtice her Husband, my 
Guardian, you were fitted for the Meſs, he is ſuch a wiſe 
one his way—— 

Win-w. ] wonder, we ſee him not here. 

Gra. O! he is too ſerious for this Place, and yet better 
ſport then than the other three, I aſſure you, Gentlemen: 
where ere he is, though't be o* the Bench. 

Cok. How doſt thou call it ! A Caveat againſt 
Cur-purſes ! a good Jeſt, i” faith, I would 
fain ſee that Demon, your Cut-purſe you He ſhews 
ealk of, that delicate handed Divel ; they fay his Pur/e 
he walks here about ; I would ſee him walk boaſting!y. 
now. Look you Siſter, here, here, let him 
come, Silter, and welcome. Ballad-man, does any 
Cut-purſes haunt hereabourt ? pray thee raiſe me one or 
two : begin and ſhew me one. | 


Nig. vir, 
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Nig. Sir, this 'is a Spell againſt *em, ſpick and ſpan 
new; and *tis made as *ewere in mine own Perſon, and 
I ſing it in mine own defence. But *ewill coſt a Penny 
alone if you buy it. 

Cok. No matter for the price, thou doſt not know me, 
I ſee, I am an odd Bartholmew. 

Ove. Ha'ſt a fine Picture, Brother ? 

Cok. O Siſter, do you remember the Ballads over the 
Nurſery-chimney at home o' my own paſting up, there 
be brave Pictures. Other manner of Pictures than theſe 
Friend. 

Waſ. Yet theſe will ſerve to pick the Pictures out 0 
your Pockets, you ſhall ſee. OE 

Cok, So I heard 'em ſay. Pray thee mind him not, 
Fellow : he'll have an Oar in every thing. 

Nig. It was intended vir, as if a Purſe ſhould chance 
to be cut in my pm - ; may be blamleſs tho': 
as by the Sequel will more plainly appear. 

Cob We tha find that r the manner. Pray thee be- 


in. 
: Nie. To the tune of Paggingtons Pound, Sir, 

Cok, Fa, Ia la la, la la lay fa la la la. Nay, I'll put 
thee in tune, and all! mine own Country dance ! Pray 
thee begin. ; 

Nig. It is a gentle Admonition, you muſt know, Sir, 
both to the Putſe-cutter, and the Purſe-bearer. 

Cok. Not a word more, out o the tune, an* thou loy'ſt 
me: Fa, la la ls, la la la, falala ld. Come, when? 

Nig. My Maſters and Friends, and good People draw near, 

"Ind hook to your Purſes, for that I do ſays 
Ck. Ha, ha, this Chimes ! good counſel at firlt daſh, 
Nig. And tho* little Money, im them you do bear. 
It coſt more to get, then to loſe in a day. | Cok. Good: 
You off have been told, 
Both the young and the old ; Cob. Well ſaid! 
And bidden beware of the Cut-purſe ſo bold : Jhe were to blame 
Then if you take heed not, free me from the hart would nor 1 
Curſe, fic 
Who both give you warning, for, and the Cut-purſe. 
Touth, youth, thou hadſt better been ſtarv'd by thy Nurſe, 
Then le to be hanged for cutting a Pur/e. 


Cok. Youth, youth, &-c2 pray thee ſtay a little, Friend, 
po thy Conlcience, Numps, ſpeak, is there auy harm 
F 
Waſ. To tell you true, *tis coo good for ou, leſs you 
ad grace to follow it. " , - 
of. lr doth diſcover enormity, PFll mark it more : 1 
= ay lik'd a paltry picce of Poetry {o well a good 

Cok.. Youth, Youth, &c | where's this Youth now ? A 
Man muſt call upon him for his own good, and yer 
he will not appear : look here, here's for him ; Handy- 
dandy, which Hand will he have? On, I pray the; 
with the reſt, I do hear of him, bur I cannot ſec hit, 
this Maſter 7outh, the Cur purſe, [He ſhews bis Purſe. 

Nig. At Plays and at Sermons, and at the Seſſions, 

Tis daily their prattice ſuch booty to make : 
Tea, under the Gallows, at Executions, 
They ſtick not the Stare-abours Purſes to take. 
Nay one without grace, Cok. That was 
at a better Place 2 fine Fellow ! 
At Court, and in Chriſtmas, before theYI1 would have 
Kings Face, him now. 
Alack then = pitty muſt I bear the Curſe, 
That cnly belongs to the cunning Cut- purſe? 

Cok. But where's their cunning, now, when they 
ſhould uſe it? they are all chain'd now, I warrant you. 
Youth, youth, thou hadſft better, &c. The Rat-catchers 
Charm, are all Fools and Alles to this! A pox on 'em, 
that they will not. come! that a Man ſhould have ſuch a 
deſire to a thing, and want it. 


. Luar. *Fore God FId give half the Fair, and *wwere 


| mine, for a Cut-purſe for him to ſave his longing. 


| He ſhews bis Purſe again. 

Cok. Look you Siſter, hs Lay where 65 ——y 
which Pocket is'tin, for a Wager ? 

Waf. I beleech you leave your Wagers, and let him 
end his Matter ao't may be. 

Cok. O, are you edited Numps ? 

Fu. Indeed be do's interrupt him, too much : There 
Numps _ to Purpoſe. 

Cok, Siſter, I am an Afs, I cannot keep my Purſe : 


Cok. Good i faith, how ſay you, Numps ? Is there | on, on, I pray thee Friend. [ Again, 
any harm i this ? 
Nig. It bath been jupbraided to Men of myC © The Nig. But O, you wile Nation of © 
Trade, —_— _—_ Cut-purſes all, VVin-w.Will 
That oftentimes we are the Cauſe of this Crime.Y.1,, gig _ Edgworth Relent and repent, and amend | you ſzeſpor: ? 
Alack and for pitty, why ſhould it be ſaid ? (walk. o TY and be ſound, look, there's 
As if they regarded or Places, or Time. tickles him nd know that you ought not, [a Fellow ga» 
Examples have been in the Ear boneft Mens fall, thers up to 
Of ſome that were ſeen, ——_ 4 Advance your own Fortunes, | him, mark. 
Ih Weſtminſter Hall, yea, the Pleaders | nog to dye above Ground, 
between, draw bis And though you go gay, < 
Then why ſhould the Tudges be free from this | Cok. God a | hand out In Silks as you may, Qua. Good, 
Curſe, mercy for thar' | of is It 3s not the bigh way to Heaven, | i faith' O he 
More then my poor ſelf, for cutting the&why ſhould | **&*: (as they ſay) has lighted 


Purſe ? ax be more 
Youth, youth, thou hadſt better been ſtarv'd | free indeed ? 
by thy Nurſe, 
Then lrve to be banged for cutting 4 Purſe. \ 
Cok. That again, good ad-man, that again. O 
rare ! I would fain rub mine Elbow now, but I dare 
not pull out my hand. Onl pray thee,he that made this 


Ballad, ſhall be Poet to my Mas 
[ He ſings the burden with him. 


Nig. At Worc'ter "tis known well, and even i the Fayl, 
A Knight of good Worſhip did there bis Face, 
Areind the fu Sinners, in z4al for to raile, 

find loſt (iplo fatto) his Purſe in the place. $ Cok. Is it 

Nay, once from the Seat poflible ? 
Judgment ſo great, 

A Judge there did loſe a fair Pouch of Velvet. | Cok. I faith? 

O Lord for thy mercy, bow wicked or worſe, 

Are "ol that ſo wenture their Necks for @ Purſe ! Touth, 


youth, &c. 


Repent then, repent you, for bet-| on the wrong 

ter, for worſe : Pocket. 
And kiſs not the Gallows for cutting a Purſe. { V/inw. He 
Youth, youth, thou badſt better been ſtarv/'d by | has it, *fore 
thy Nurſe, God he is a 
Then live to be banged for cutting a Purſe. | brave Fellow 3 
pitty he ſhould be detected. 


All. An excellent Ballad ! an excellent Ballad '! 

Edg. Friend, let me ha' the firſt, let me ha' che firſt, 
I pray you. 

Cok. Pardon me, Sir. Firlt come, firſt ferv'd ; and 
I'll buy the whole bundle too. 

VV/m. That conveyance was better then all, did you 
ſee't ? he has given the Purſe to the Ballad-ſinger. 

Quar. Has he ? 

Edg. Sir, I cry you mercy : I'll not hinder che poor 
Mans Profic : pray you miſtake me nor. 


G gg 2 Cok. Sir, 


” 
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Ck. Sir, 1 take you for an honeſt Gentleman ; if 
that be miſtaking, I met you to day afore : ha ! humh'!. 


O God | my Purſe is gone, my Purſe, my Purſe, &c. 

IV af. Come do not make a ſtir, and cry your felt an 
A's, thorow the Farr atore your time. 

Cok, Why, haſt thou it, Numps, good Numps, how 
came you by ic? I marl ! 

IWaſ. I pray you ſeek fome other Gameſter to play the 
Fool with : you may loſe it time enough, for all your 
Fair Wir. 

Cok. By this good Hand, Glove and all, I ha* loſt it 
already, if thou haſt it not : feel elſe, and Miſtris 
Grace's Handkercher too, out o' the rother Pocker. 

Waſ: Why, *cis well; very well, exceeding pretty, 
and well. 

Edg. Are you ſure you ha' loſt it, Sir ? : 

Cok. O God | yes; as I am an honeſt Man, I had it 
but e*cn now, at youth, youth. 

Nig. I hope you ſuſpect not me, Sir. 

Ede. Thee ? that were a jeſt indeed ! Doſt thou 


think the Gentleman is fooliſh ? where hadſt thou hands, 


I pray thee ? Away Als, away. 

Fuſ. I ſhall be beaten again, if I be ſpi'd. 

Eds. Sir, I ſuſpe& an odd Fellow, yonder, is ſtealing 
away. . 

= Brother, it is the preaching Fellow ! you ſhall 
ſuſpe& him. He was at your t'other Purſe, you know ! 
Nay ſtay, Sir, and view the work you ha' done, an* you 
be benetic'd at the Gallows, and preach there, thank 
your own Handy-work. 

Cok. Sir, you ſhall cake no pride in your Preferment : 
you ſha!l be filenc'd quickly. © 

Tuſ. What do you mean ſweet Buds of Gentility. 

Cock. To ha* my Penyworths out-on you : Bud. No 
leſs then ewo Purſes a day ſerve you ? I thought you a 
ſimple Fellow, when my Man Numps beat you 1 the 
Morning, and pittied you—— 

Ove. So did I, Fll be ſworn, Brother ; but now I ſee 
he is a lewd, and pernicious Enormity : (as Maſter 
Overdoo calls him.) 

7Fu/. Mine own words turn'd upon me, like Swords. 

Cock. Cannot a Man's Purſe be at quiet for you, i the 
Maſters Pocket, but you muſt intice it forth and de- 
bauch it? 

IWaſ. Sir, Sir, keep your debauch, and your fine Bar- 
tholmew Terms to your ſelf; and make as much on 'em 
as you pleaſe. Bur gi? me this trom you, i the mean 
time : I beſeech you, ſec if I can look to this. 

[ Waſp takes the Licenſe from him. 

Cok, Why, Numps ? 

WWaſ. Why? becauſe you are an Als, Sir, there's a 
Reaſon the ſhorteſt way, and you will needs ha? it ; now 
you ha' got the trick ot lofing, you'ld loſe your Breech 
an't *rwere looſe, I know you, Sir, come, deliver 
you'll go and crack the Vermine you breed now, will 
you ? tis very fine, will you ha* the Truth on'e? the 
are ſuch retchlels Flies as you are, that blow Cut-purlſes 
abroad in every Corner; your fooliſh having of Mo- 
ney makes 'em, An? there were no wiſer then I, Sir, 
the Trade ſhould lycopen for you, Sir, it ſhould i faith, 
Sir. TI would teach your Wit to come to your Head, Sir, 
as well as your Land to come into your Hand, I aſſure 
you, Sir, 

Win. Alack, good Numps. 

Waſ. Nay, Gentlemen, never pitty me, I am not 
worth ic : Lord ſend me at home once, to Harrow © the 
Hill again, it I cravel any more, call me Cor:at 3 withal 
my heart. 

Quar. Stay, Sir, I muſt have a word with you in pri- 
vate. Do you hear. 

Edg. With me, Sir, what's your Pleaſure ? good Sir. 

Quar. Do not deny it. You are a Cut-purle, Sir, this 
Gentleman here, and 1 ſaw you, nor do we mean to de- 
tect you (chough we can ſufficiently inform our ſclves, 


CC. 
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toward che danger of concealing you) but you muſt dg 
us a piece of Service. 

Edg. Good Gentlemen, do not undo me; Iam a 
civil young Man, and but a beginner, indeed. 

Quar, Sir, your beginning ſhall bring on your ending 
for us. We are no Catchpoles nor Conſtables. That 
you are to undertake is this; you ſaw the old Fellow, 
with the black Box here ? 

Edg. The little old Governour, Sir ? | 

Buar. That fame : | fee, you have flown him to a 
Mark alrcady. 1 would ha* you get away that Box from 
him, and bring it us. - 

Edg. Would you ha* the Box and all, Sir? or only 
that chat is in't? I'll ger you that, and leave him the 
Box to play with ſtill : (which will be the harder o* the 
two) becauſe I would gain your Worſhips good Opini- 
on of me. 

If'm-w. He ſays well, 'tis the greater Maſtry, and 'ewill 
make the more ſpore when *ris miſt. 

Edg. I, and 'twill be the longer a mifling, todraw on 
the ſport. 

Quar. But look you do it now, Sirrah, and keep your 
word : 0r—— 

Edg. Sir, if ever I break my word with a Gentleman, 
may 1 never read word at my need. Where ſhall 1 find 

'Ou ? 

: Quar. Some where i” the Fair, hereabouts. Diſpatch, 
it quickly. I would fain ſce the caretul Fool delucd 
of all Beaſts, I love the ſerious Aſs. He that takes pains 
to be one, and plays the fool with the greateſt diligence 
that can be. 

Gra. Then you would not choſe, Sir, but love m 
Guardian, Juſtice Overdoo, who is an{werable to that de- 
{cription in every Hair of him. 

war, So have heard, But how came you Miſtris 
-—_ to be his Ward? or have relation to him, at 
I i 

Gra. Faith, through a common Calamity, he bought 
me, Sir; and now he will marry me to his Wives Bro 
ther, this wiſe Gentleman that you fee, or elle I muſt 
pay value o' my Land. 

£uar. 'Slid, is there no device of diſparagement ? or 
{oz talk with ſome crafty Fellow, ſome Picklock o' the 
Law ! Would I had ſtudied a year longer i? the Inns of 
Court, and't had been but i” your Calc, 

Wi-w. 1 Maſter Quarlow, are you proffering ? 

Gra. You'ld bring but little Aid, Sir. 

Win, (Il look to you 'i faith, Gameſter.) An un 
fortunate fooliſh Tribe you are faln into, Lady, I won- 
der you can endure em. 

Gra. Sir, they that cannot work their Fetters off muſt 
wear 'em. 

Win-w. You ſee what care they have on you, to leave 
you thus. 

Gre, Faith the ſame they have of themſelves, Sir. I 
cannot greatly complain, it this were all the Plea I had 
againlt *em, 

Win. *Tis true ! but will you pleaſe to withdraw with 
usa little, and make them think chey have loſt you. I 
hope our Manners ha* been ſuch hitherto, and our Lan- 
guage, as will give you no Cauſe, to doubt your felt 
in our Company. | 

Gra. Sir, I will give my ſelf no cauſe ; I am fo ſecure 
of mine own Manners, as I ſuſpe& not yours. 

Buar. Look where Fobn Little-wit comes. 

VV/in-w. Away, Fll not be ſeen by him. 

$uar. No, you were not beſt, held tell his Mother, 
the Widdow. 

Win-w. Heart, what do you mean ? 
war. Cry you mercy, is the Wind there? mult not 


iddow be nam'd : 


the 
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Lea. Or what do you fay to a Drum, Sir ? 


AR IIL Scene VI. Buſ. It is the broken Belly of the Beaſt, and thy Bel- 
; lows there are his Lungs, and theſe Pipes are his Throat, 
Fobn, Win, Traſh, Leatherhead, Knockhum, Buſy, thole Feathers are 6f his Tail,.and thy Rattles the gnaſh- 
Purecraf?. ing of his Teeth. 
Tra. And what's my Gingerbread, I pray you? 


Bu/. The Provender that pricks him up. Hence with 


O you hear, Win, Win ? | 
| thy basker of Popery, thy Neſt of Images, and whole 


IWin. What ſay you, Fobn ? | 
Fob, While they are paying the Reckoning, Wm, I'll; Legend of Ginger-work. 
tell you a thing, IVin ; we ſhall never {ee any Sighrs | Lea. Sir, it you be not quiet the quicklier, PII ha' you 
the Fair, Win, except you long ſtill, #in; good Wmn,; clapp'd fairly by the Heels, for diſturbing the Farr. 
ſweet Win, long to ſee ſome Hobby horſes, and ſome;  Bu/. The Sin of the Fair provokes me, I cannot be 
Drums, and Rattles, and Dogs, and fine Devices, Wn. ; ſilent. 
The Bull with the five Legs, Win; and the great Hog. }; Pur. Good brother Zeal ! 
Now you ha' begun with Pig, you may long for any ! Zea. Sir, Pll make you ſilent, believe it. 
ching, Win, and fo for my Motion, Win. Fob. id give a Shilling you could, Y faich, Friend. 
IVin. But we ſha' not eat o? the Bull and the Hog, | _ Ls. Sir, give me yourShilling, ll give you my Shop, 
Jobn ; how ſhall I long then ? {If I do not; and Fil leave it in pawn with yo i” che 
.. O yes, Win : you may long to ſee, as well as to mean time. 
taſte, Win : How did the Pothecary's Wife, W/m, that] 7b. A match, ? faith ; but do it quickly then. 
long'd to ſee the Anatomy, Win ? or the Lady, Wm, that| Buſ. Hinder me not, Woman. I was 
defir'd ro ſpit i” the great Lawyer's Mouth, after an clo- | mov'd in ſpirit, to be here this day, in | He ſpeaks to 
the Widow. 


quent Pleading ? I affure you, they long'd, Win 3 good | this Fair, this wicked and foul Fair; and 
fierer may it be call'd a Foul than a Far ; 
to protelt againſt the Abuſes of it, the foul Abuſes of 
It, in regard of the afflicted Saints, that are troubled, 
very much troubled,exceedingly troubled, with the open- 
ing of the Merchandiſe of Babylon again, and the peep- 
ing of Popery upon the Stalls here, here, in the High Pla- 
Ces. See you not Goldylecks,the purple Strumper there, 
in her yellow Gown and green Sleeves ? the prophanc 
Pipes, the tinkling Timbrels? A Shop of Relicks ! 

Feb. Pray you torbear, I am pur in truſt with *em. 

Buſ. And this idolatrous Grove of Images, this Flasker 
of Idols, which I will pull down—— 

[ Owertbrows the Gingerbread. 

(Tra. O my Ware, my Ware, God blels it.) 

Buſ. In my zeal, and glory to be thus exercis'd. 

alta enters with Officers. 

Les. Here he 1s, pray you lay hold on his Zeal; we 
_ ſell a Whiſtle for him in tune, Stop his noiſe 

rſt, 

Buſ. Thou canſt not ; 'tis a ſancified noiſe. 1 will 
make a loud and moſt ſtrong noiſe, till I have daunted 
the profane Enemy. And tor this Cauſe—— 

Lea. Sir, here's no Man afraid of you, or your Cauſe, 
You ſhall ſwear it i* the Stocks, Sir. 

Buſ. 1 will thruſt my ſelf into the Stocks , upon the 
Pikes of the Land. 

Lee. Carry him away. 

Pur. What do you mean, wicked Men? 

Buſ. Let them alone, I fear them nor. 

Fob. Was not this Shilling well ventur'd, Fn, for our 
Liberty ? Now we may go play, and fee over the Farr, 
where we liſt our ſelves ; my Mother is gone atrer him, 
and let her c'en go, and loſe us. 

VVis. Yes, Fobn ; but I know not what to do. 

Fob. For what, VVm ? 

VVin. For a thing I am afham'd to tell you, 1” faith ; 
and *ris too far to go home. 

Job. I pray thee be nor aſham'd, //in. Come, r 
faith, thou ſhalt not be aſham'd : Is it any thing about 
the Hobby-horſe Man ? an't be, ſpeak treely. 

VVin. Hang him, baſe Bobchin, I ſcorn him 3 no, I 
have very great, what ſha' call 'um, Fobn. 

Fob. O! Is that all,*//Vim ? We'll go back to Captain 
Fordan, to the Pig-womans, VV, he'll belp us, or the, 
with a Dripping-pan, or an old Kettle, or ſomething. 
The poor greafic Soul loves you, Y/ ; and atter we !! 
viſit the Fair all over, V/im, and fce my Pupper-play, 
Vin 3, you know it's a fine matter, Vn. 

Lea. Let's away ; I counfel'd you co pack up atore, 


ne. 
A A pox of his Bed[azs Purity. 112 has ſpoF'd halt 
my 


I/in, go in, and long. 

Tra. I think we are rid of our new Cuſtomer, Bro- 
ther Leather-head, we ſhall hear no more of him. 

[ They plot to be gone. 

Lea. All the better ; let's pack up all, and be gone, 
betore he find us. 

Tra. Stay a lictle, yonder comes a Company ; it may 
be we may take ſome more Money. 

Kno. Sir, I will cake your Counſel, and cut my Hair, 
and leave Vapours : I ſee, that Tabacco, and Bortle ale, 
and Pig, and Whit, and very Urſla her ſelf, is all Vanity. 

Buſ. Only Pig was not comprehended in my Admo- 
nition, the reſt were: For long Hair, it is an Enſign of 
Pride, a Banner ; and the World is full of thoſe Banners, 
very full of Banners. And Bottle-ale is a Drink of $a- 
tan's, a Diet-drink of Satan's, deviſed to puff us up, and 
make us ſwell in this latter Age of Vanity ; as the Smoke 
of Tabacco, to keep us in Miſt and Error : Burt the fleſh- 
ly Woman ( which you call Urſia) is above all to be 
avoided, having the Marks upon her of the three Ene- 
mies of Man ; the World, as being in the Fair ; the De- 
vil, as being in the Fire; and the Fleſh, as being her ſelf, 

Pur. Brother Zeal-of-the-land ! what ſhall we do? My 
Daughter Wim the figbs is fall'n into her Fit of Longing 
again, 

Buſ. For more Pig ? There is no more, is there ? 

Pur. To ſee ſome Sights i the Fair, 

Bu. Siſter, let her fly the impuricy of the place ſwift- 
ly, leſt ſhe partake of the Pitch thereof. Thou art the 
Scat of the Beaſt, O Smithfield, and I will leave thee. 
Idolatry peepeth out on every fide of thee. 

Kno. An excellent right Hypocrite ! Now his Belly is 
full, he falls a railing and kicking, the Jade. A very 
good Vapour! I'll in, and joy Ur/la, with telling how 
her Pig worksz ewo and a half he cat to his Share ; and 
he has drunk a Pail-full. He eats with his Eyes, as well 
as his Teeth. 

Lea, What do you lack, Gentlemen ? What is't you 
buy ? Rattles, Drums, Babies 

Buſ: Peace, with thy Apocryphal Wares, thou pro- 
Fane Publican : thy Bells, thy Dragons, and thy Tobies 
Dogs. Thy Hobby-horſe is an Idol, a very Idol, a fierce 
and rank Idol : and thou, the Nebuchadnezzar, the proud 
Nebuchadnezzar of the Fair, that fer'ſt it up, tor Chil- 
dren to fall down to, and worſhip. 
| Lea. Cry you mercy, Sir; will you buy a Fiddle to 
fill up your noile ? 

Fob. Look, Im, do, look a Gods name, and fave your 
Longing. Here be fine Sights. 

Pur. |, Child, fo you hate 'em, as o2r Brother Zeal 
dozs, you may look on 'em. 


—— 
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my Ware: But the beſt is, we loſe nothing, if we miſs 


our firſt Merchant. 
Lea. It ſhall be hard for him to find, or know us, when 


we are tranſlated, Fone. 


—— 


—_—  — 


AR IV. Scene L 


Trouble-all, Briſtle, Haggiſe, Cokes, Faſtice, Pocher, 
Buſy, Purecraft. 


Y Maſters, I do make no doubt but you are 
Officers. 

Bri. What then, Sir ? ; 

Tre. And the King's loving, and obedient Subjeats. 

Bri. Obedient, Friend ? Take heed what you ſpeak, I 
adviſe you ; Oliver Briſtle adviſes you. His loving Sub- 
jects, we grant you ; bur not his obedient, at this t1me, 
by your leave; we know our ſelves a little better than 
ſo; we are to command, Sir, and ſuch as you are to be 
obedient. Here's one of his Obedient Subjects, going 
to the Stocks; and we'll make you ſuch another, it you 
talk. 

Tro. You are all wiſe enough i' your Places, I know. 

Bri. If you know it, Sir, why do you bring it in que- 
ſtion ? 

Tro. I queſtion nothing, pardon me. I do only hope 
you have Warrant for what you do, and fo quit you, 
and ſo multiply you. | He goes away again. 

Hag. What's he ? Bring him up to the Stocks there. 
Why bring you him not up? 

Tro. If you have Juſtice Overdo's War- | Comes again. 
rant, 'tis well; you are fafe ; that is the 
Warrant of Warrants. PFll not give this Button for any 
Man's Warrant elſe. 

Bri. Like enough, Sir ; but let me tell you, an* you 
play away your Buttons thus, you will wane *em &'er 
night, for any ſtore I ſee about you; you might keep 
*em, and fave Pins, I wuls. Goes away. 

Fuſ. What ſhould he be, that doth ſo eſteem and ad- 
vance my Warrant ? He ſeems a ſober and diſcreet Per- 
fon! It is a comfort to a good Conſcience, to be. fol- 
low'd with a good Fame in his Sufferings. The World 
will have a pretty taſte by this, how I can bear Adver- 
ſity ; and it will beget a kind of Reverence toward me, 
hereafter, even from mine Enemies, when they ſhall ſee, 
I carry my Calamity nobly, and that it doth neither 
break me, nor bend me. 

Hag. Come, Sir, here's a place for you to preach in. 
Will you put in your Leg? | They put him im the Stocks, 

Tuſ. That I will, cheartully. 

Bri, O' my conſcience, a Seminary ! he kifles the 
Stocks. 

Cok. Well, my Maſters, I'll leave him with you; now 
I ſee him beſtow'd, I'll go look for my Goods, and 
Namps. 

Hag. You may, Sir, I warrant you : Where's the t'o- 
ther Bawler ? Fetch him too, you ſhall find '*em both faſt 
enough. 

Fu. In the midſt of this Tumult, I will yet be the 
Auchor of mine own Reſt, and not minding their Fury, 
fit in the Stocks, in that calm as ſhall be able to trouble 
a Triumph. 

Tre. Do you afſure me upon your 
words? May I undertake for you, if I 
be ask'd the Queſtion, that you have this Warrant ? 

Hag. What's this Fellow, tor God's fake? 

Tro. Do but (bew me Adam Overdoo, and I am fatif- 
fed. | Goes out, 

Bri. He is a Fellow that is diſtracted, they 1ay ; one 
Treuble all : He was an Officer in the Court of Pie-pow- 
ders here, laſt year, and pur our of his Place by Jultice , 
Nwerdoo. 


Tat. Ha : 


| Comes again. 


Bri. Upon which, he took an idle Conceit, and's run 
mad upon't: 50 that ever fince, he will do nothing, bur 
by Juſtice Overd/'s Warrant ; he will not eat a Cruſt, 
nor drink 2 little, nor make him in his Apparel ready, 
His Wite, Sirreverence, cannot get him make his Water, 
or ſhift his Shire, without his Warrant. 

Zu. It this be true, this is my greateſt Diſaſter! How 


am I bound co fatisfie this = Man, that is of ſo good 
a nature to me, out of his Wits ! where there is no room 
left for diſlembling. 


Tro. It you cannot ſhew me Adam Over- 
doo, I am in doubr of you: I] am afraid 
you cannot anſwer it. | Goes again, 

Hag. Before me, Neighbour Briſtle, (and now I think 
on't better) Juſtice Overdoo is a very parantory Perſon. 

Bri. O, are you advis'd of that 7 and a ſevere Juſticer, 
by your leave. 

7u/. Do I hear ill of chat ſide too ? 

Br;. He will tit as upright & the Bench, an* you mark 
him, as a Candle i” the Socket, and give Light to the 
whole Court in every Buſineſs. 

Hag. But he will burn blue, and ſwell like a Bile 
(God bleſs us) an' he be angry. 

Bri. I, and he will be angry too, when his liſt, that's 
more and when he is angry, be it right or wiong, he 
has the Law on's fide ever. I mark that too, 

Fuſ. 1 will be more tender hereafter. I ſee Compaſl- 
hon may become a Juſtice, chough it be a Weaknefs, I 
confeſs, and nearer a Vice than a Vertue. 

Hag. Well, take him out © the Stocks again ; we'll 
go a rw way to work, we'll ha* the Ace of Hearts of 
our ſide, if we can. [ They take the Fuſtice out. 

Poc. Come, bring him away to his Fellow there. Ma- 
{ter Buſy, we ſhall rule your Legs, I hope, though we can- 
not rule your Tongue. 

Buſ. No, Miniſter of Darkneſs, no; thon canſt not 
rule my Tongue ; my Tongue it is mine own,and with it 
I will both knock, and mock down your Bartbolmews 
abominations, till you be made a Hiſkng to the neigh- 
bour Pariſhes round abour. 

Hag. Let him alone, we have devis'd better upon't. 

Pur. And ſhall he not into the Stocks then ? 

Bri. No, Miſtris, we'll have 'em both to Juſtice Over- 
do, and let him do over *em as is fitting. Then I, and 
my Gollip Haggs, and my Beadle Pocher are diſcharg'd. 

Pur. O, I thank you, bleſſed, honeſt Men ! 

Bri. Nay, never thank us; but thank this Mad-man 
that comes here; he put it in our Heads. 

Pur. Is he mad? Now Heaven increaſe his Madneſs, 
and bleſs it, and thank it : Sir, your poor Hand-maid 
thanks you. | Comes again. 

Tre. Have you a Warrant? Ar' you have a Wairant, 
ſhew it. 

Pur. Yes, I have a Warrant out of the Word, to give 
thanks for removing any Scorn intended to the Brethren. 

Tro. It is Juſtice Overds's Warrant that I look tor , if 
you have not that, keep your word, I'll keep mine. Quit 
ye, and multiply ye. 


A& IV. Scene Il. 
Edgworth , Trouble-all , Nightingale , Cokes, Coftardmonger. 


| Comes in, 


Ome away, Nightingale, I pray thee. 
Tro. VV hither go you ? where's your VVarrant? 

Edg. VVarrant ! tor what, Sir ? 

Tro, For what you go about, you know how fit it is; 
an' you have no V Varrant, bleſs you, Ill pray for you, 
that's all I can do. | Goes outs 

Edg. VVhat means he ? ; 

Nig. A Mad man that haunts the Fair; do you not 
know him? It's marvel he has not more Followers atter 
his ragged Heels. 

Eg. Beſhrew him, he ſtartled me: I thought he had 

known 
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known of our Plot. Guile's a terrible thing! Ha? you 
repar*d the Coſtard-monger ? 

Nig. Yes, and agreed for his Basket of Pears ; he is at 
the Corner hers, ready. And your Priſe, he comes down 
failing that way all alone, without his Protector ; he is 
rid of him, ir ſeems. 

Ede. I, I know ; I ſhould ha* follow'd his Protecor- 
ſhip, tor a Feat I am to do upon him : Bur this offer'd it 
felt fo i the way, I could not let it ſcape: Here he 
comes, whiſtle ; be chis Sport call'd, Dorring the Dortrel. 

Nis. Wh, wh, wh, wh, &c. | Nightingale whiſtles, 

Cok, By this Light, I cannot find my Gingerbread 
Wife, nor my Hobbyhorſe Man, in all the Farr now, to 
ha* my Money again : And I do not know the way out 
on't, to go home for more. Do you hear, Friend, you 
that whiſtle ? what Tune is that you whiſtle ? 

Nig. A new Tune, I am pradtrſing, Sir. 

Cok. Doſt thou know where I dwell, I pray thee ? 
Nay, on with thy Tune I ha' no ſuch haſte for an An- 
ſwer : I'll practiſe with thee. 

Co/. Buy any Pears, very fine Pears, Pears fine. 

[ Nightingale ſets hx Foot afore him, 
and be falls with his Basket. 

Cok. Gods fo! a muſs, a muſs, a muſs, a mus. 

Co/. Good Gentleman, my Ware, my Ware; I am a 
poor Man. Good Sir, my Ware. 

Nig. Let me hold your Sword, Sir, it troubles you. 

Cok. Do, and my Cloke, an” thou wile, and my Hat 
t00. | Cokes falls a ſcrambling, whilſt they run 

away with hs things. 

Edg. A delicate great Boy ! Me thinks he out-ſcram: 
bles *em all. I cannot perſwade my felt, but he goes to 
Grammar-ſchool yer, and plays the Treuant to day, 

Nis. Would he had another Purle to cut, Zekze!. 

Edg. Purſe : A Man might cut out his Kidneys, I 
think, and he never feel *em, he 15 fo earneſt at the 
Sport. 

Nig. His Soul is half way out or's Body, at the Game. 

Edg. Away, Nightingale ; that way. 

Cok. I think I am furniſh'd for Cattern-pears, for one 
Under-meal: Gi' me my Cloak. 

Coſ. Good Gentleman, give me my Ware. 

Cok. Where's the Fellow I ga” my Cloak to? My 
Cloak and my Hat? Ha ! Gods lid,is he gone? Thieves, 
Thieves ; help me to cry, Gentlemen. [ He runs out. 

Edg. Away, Coltard-monger, come to us to Urſid's, 
Talk of him to have a Soul! Heart, if hz have any 
more than a thing given him in ftead of Salt, only to 
keep him from ſtinking, Ill be hang'd afore my time, 

reſently : Where ſhould it be trow ? in his Blood ? He 
as not fo much to'ard it in his whole Body, as will 
maintain a good Flca : And if he take this courſe, he 
will not ha* 10 much Land left, as to rear a Calf, with- 
in this Twelve-month. Was there ever green Plover fo 
ull'd ! That his little Overſeer kad been here now, and 
wk but call enough to ſee him ſteal Pears, in exchange 
for his Bever-hat and his Cloke thus! I muſt go find him 
out next, for his Black Box, and his Patent (it feems) 
he has of his Place ; which I think the Gentleman 
would have a Reverſion of, that ſpoke to me tor it fo 
carneſtly. 
Cok. Would I might loſe my Doublet, 
He comes 1nd Hoſe too, as T am an honeft Man, and 
Nm: never ſtir, if I think chere be any thing 
but thieving and cozning i! this whole Fair. Barthomew 
Fair, quoth he; an* ever any Bartholmew had thar luck 
in't that I have had, I'll be Martyr'd for him, and in 
Smithfield roo. I ha paid for my Pears, 
Throws a a rot on *em, Ill keep 'emno longer ; you 
way his were Choak-pears to me : I had been ber- 
Pears. ter ha* gons to Mum-chance for you, 1 
waſs. Me thinks ths Fair ſhould not have 
us'd me thus, and *twere but for my Namesſake ; I 
would not hx? us't a Dog o' che: Name fo. O, Numps 
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will eriumph now ! Friend, do you know who am ? 
or where I lie ? I do not my ſelf, Fil be ſworn. Do but 
carry me home,and I'll pleaſe thee; I ha* Money enough 
there. T ha” loſt my ſelf, and my Cloke, and my Hat, 
and my tine Sword, and my Siſter, and N»mps, and Mi- 
ſtris Grace, (a Gentlewoman that 1 ſhould ha* married) 
and a Cut-work Handkercher ſhz g1' me, and two Pur- 
ſes, to day; and my Bargrin o* Hobby-horſes and Gin: 
gerbread, which grieves me worſt of all. 

{ Trouble-all comes again, 

Tro. By whoſe Warrant, Sir, have you done all this ? 

Cok. Warrant ? Thou art a wiſe Fellow indeed ; as it 
2 Man need a VVarrant to loſe any thing with 

Tro. Yes, Juſtice Overdoo's V Varrant, a Man may get 
and loſe with, I'll ſtand to'r. 

Cok. Juſtice Owverdoo? Doſt thou know him ? I lie 
there ; he is my Brother-in-Law, he married my Siſter : 
Pray thee ſhew me the way ; doſt thou know the Houſe ? 

Tre. Sir, ſhew me your V Varrant; I know nothing 
withour a V Varrant, pardon me. 

Cok. Why, I warrant thee; come along : thou ſhale 
{ce I have wrought Pillows there, and Cambrick Sheets, 
and Sweet-bags too. Pray thee guide me to the Houle. 

Tro. Sir, Fil cell you; go you thicher your ſelf firſt 
alone, tell your worſhipful Brother your Mind, and but 
bring me three Lines of his Hand, or his Clerks, with 
Adam Overdeo underneath ; here I'll ſtay you, I'll obey 
you, and PFll guide you preſently. 

Cok, *Slid, this is an Afs, I ha* found him ; Pox upon 
me, what do I talking to fuch a dull Fool? Farewel, 
you are a very Coxcomb, do you hear ? 

Tro. I think Iam; if Juſtice Overdoo fign to it, I am, 
and ſo we are all : hell quie us all, mulciply us all. 


A& IV. Scene II. 
Grace, Quarlows, IWin-wife, Trouble all, Edgworth. 


They enter with their Swords drawn. 


Entlemen, this is no way that you take: you Go 
but breed one another trouble and offence, and 
give me no contentment at all. I am no the thar affects 
to be quarrel'd for, or have my Name or Fortune made 
che Queſtion of Mens Swords. 
ua. 'Slood, we love you. 

Gra. It you both love me, as you pretend, your own 
Reaſon will cell you, but onecan enjoy me: and to that 
Point there leads a dire&er Line, than by my Intamy, 
which muſt follow, it you fight. "Lis erue, I have pro- 
feſt it to you ingenuoully,that rather than to be yoak'd 
with this Bridegroom is appointed me, I would cake up 
any Husband almoſt upon any teruft. Though Subtiley 
would fay to me, (I know) he t a Fool, and has an 
Eſtate, and I might govern him, and enjoy a Friend 
beſide. But theſe are nor my Aims ; I muſt have a Hu: 
band I muſt love, or I cannot live wich him. I fhall ill 
make one of theſe Politick Wives. 

IWin-w. Why, if you can like either of us, Lady, ſay, 
which is he, and the other ſhall ſwear inſtancly co deſilt. 

Quz. Content, I accord to that willingly. 

Gra. Sure you think me a Woman of an extream le- 
vity, Gentlemen, ot a-ſtrange fanſie, that (meeting. you 
by chance in ſuch a place as this, both at one initanc, 
and nor yer of ewo hours acquaintance, neicher of you 
deſerving afore the other of me) I ſhould fo torlake my 
Modeſty (though I might affe&t one more particularly) 
as to ſay, This is he, and name him. 
na. Why, wherefore ſhould you not ? What ſhould 
hinder you ? | 

Gra. If you would not give it to my Modeſty, allow 
-it ye to my Wir: give me ſo much ot Woman, and 


Cunning, as not to betray my felt impertinently. How 
nm I judge of you, fo far as to a Choice, without know- 
ing 
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ing you more? You are both equa], and alike to me. 
yet; and fo indifferently affected by me, as each ot you 
might be the Man, if the other were away. For you 
are reaſonable Creatures, you have Underſtanding and 
Diſcourſe 3 and if Fate ſend me an underſtanding Hul- 
band, I have no fear at all, but mine own Manners ſhall 
make him a good one. | 

Quar. Would I were put forth to making for you then. 

Gra. It may be you are, you know not what's toward 
you: will you conſent to a Motion of mine,Gentlemen ? 

Win-w. Whatever it be, we'll preſume reaſonableneſs, 
coming from you. 

#ar. And fitneſs too. 

Gra. I ſaw one of you buy a pair of Tables e'en now. 

IWin-w. Yes, here they be, and maiden ones too, un- 
written 1n. 

Gra. The fitter for what they may be employ'd in. 
You ſhall write either of you here a Word, or a Name, 
what you like beſt ; but of two or three Syllables at 
moſt : and the next Perſon that comes this way (be- 
cauſe Deſtiny has a high hand in Buſineſs of this nature) 
VIl demand, which of the two Words he or ſhe doth 
approve ; and according to that Sentence, fix my Reſo- 
lution and Aﬀection, without change. 

Quar. Agreed ; my Word is conceived already. 

Wiwm-w. And mine ſhall not be long creating after. 

Gra. But you ſhall promiſe, Gentlemen, not to be cu- 
rious ro know which of you 1t is, taken ; but give me 
leave to conceal that, till you have brought me cither 
home, or where I may ſafely render my ſelf. 

IWi w. Why that's but equal, 

Buar. We are pleas'd. 

Gra. Becauſe 1 will bind both your Endeavours to 
work together triendly and jointly each to the others 
Fortune, and have my ſelf fitted with ſome Means, to 
make him that is forſaken, a part of amends. 

Quar. Thele Conditions are very courteous. Well, 
my Word is out of the Arcadia then, Argalas. 

W:iw. And mine out of the Play, Palemon. 

{ Trouble-all comes again. 

Tro. Have you any Warrant for this, Gentlemen ? 

Suar. Win w. Ha | 

Tro. There muſt be a Warrant had, believe it. 

Win-w. For what ? 

Tro. For whatſoever it is, any thing indeed, no mat- 
ter what. 

Quar. *Slight, here's a fine ragged Prophet dropt down 
r the nick ! ; 

Tro. Heaven quit you, Gentlemen. 

war. Nay, ſtay a lictle : Good Lady, put him to the 
Queſtion. 

Gra. You are content then ? 

IWinw. Quar. Yes, yes. 

Gra. Sir, here are two Names written—— 

Tro. Is Jaſtice Overdoo one ? 

Gra. How, Sir? I pray you read 'em to your ſelf; it 
is for a Wager between theſe Gentlemen : and with a 
ſtroke, or any difference, mark which you approve beſt. 

Tro. They may be both worſbipful Names, for ought 
] know, Miſtris ; but Adam Overdoo had been worth 
three of 'em, I afſure you, in this place, that's in plain 
Engliſh. 

Gra, This Man amazes me! I pray you, like one of 
*'em, Sir. 

Tro. I do like him there, that has the beſt Warrant, 
Miltris, to ſave your longing, and ( multiply him ) it 
may be this. But I am ſtill for Juſtice Overdoo, that's my 
Conſcience ; and quit you. 

VVin-w. Is et done, Lady ? 

Gra. I, and ſtrangely, as ever I ſaw ! What Fellow is 
this, trow 2? 

Suar. No matter what ; a Fortune-teller, we ha' made 
him. Which is't, which is't ? 

Gra. Nay, did you not promiſe not to enquire ? 


—_— 


Oar. '>lid, I forgot that, pray you pardon me. Look, 
here's our Mercury come : The Licence arrives i” the 
fineſt time too ! "Tis but ſcraping out Cokes his Name, 
and *ris done. 

V//z-w. How now, Lime-twig? haſt thou touch'd ? 

Edg. Not yet, Sir 3 except you would go with me, and 
ſee'r, it's not worth ſpeaking on. The A& is nothing, 
without a Witneſs. > he is, your Man with the 
Box, fallen into the fineſt Company, and fo tranſported 
with Vapours; they ha' got in a Northern Clothier, 
and one Puppy, a Weſtern Man, that's come to wraſtle 
betore my Lord Mayor anon, and Captain YVhb:r, and 
one Val Cutting, that helps Captain Jordan to roar, a 
circling Boy ; with whom your Numps is fo taken, that 
you may ſtrip him of his Clothes, it you will. Ill un- 
dertake to geld him for you, it you had but a Surgeon 
ready to fear him. And Miſtris J«fice there, is the 
goodeſt Woman ! ſhe does fo love 'em all over, in terms 
of Juſtice, and the Style of Authority, wich her Hood 
upright—— that I beſcech you come away Gentlemen, 
and lce'r. 

Quar. *Slight, I would not loſe it for the Fair ; what'll 
you do, Ned ? 

Wm w. Why, ſtay here about for you : Miſtcis /7*l- 
born muſt not be ſeen. 

Quar. Do fo, and find out a Prieſt ”;the mean time ; 
Ill bring the Licence. Lead, which way is't ? 

Edg. Here, Sir, you are o' the back-ſide o' the Booth 
already ; you may hcar the Noilc. 


A&R IV. Scene IV. 


Knockhum, Nordern, Puppy, Cutting, VVbit, Edgworth, 
Quarlous, Overdoo, VVaſp, Briſtle. 


W#* bid Val Cutting continue the Vapours for a 
lite, //b:t, for a litr. | 
Nor. I'll ne mare, I'll ne mare; the Eale's too meeghty. 
Kno. How now ! my Galloway Nag the Staggers' ha! 
VVhit, gi him a Slit i' the Forehead. Chear up, Man; 
a Needle and Thred, to ſtitch his Ears. 11d cure him 
now, an I had it, with a lietle Butter and Garlick, Long 
Pepper and Grains. Where's my Horn ? Ill gi” him a 
Maſh preſently, ſhall take away this Dizzineſs. 
Pup. Why, where are you, Zurs? Do you vlinch, and 
leave us i” che Zuds now ? 
Nor. Til ne mare, Pis e'en as vull as a Paipers Bag, by 
my troth, I. 
Pup. Do my Northern Cloth zhrink 7 che wetting ? ha? 
Kno. Why, well ſaid, old Flea-bitten ; thou'le never 
tire, I ſee. [ They fall to their Vapours again, 
Cut. No, Sir ; but he may tire, if it pleaſe him. 
V/ki. VV ho told dee ſho? that he vuld never tcer, 
Man ? 
Cut, No matter who told him fo, fo long as he knows. 
Kno. Nay, I know nothing, Sir, pardon me there. 
Edg. They are at ir ſtill, Sir ; chis they call Vapours. 
Viki He ſhall not pardon dee, Captain ; dou ſhalt 
not be pardon'd. Pre'dee ſhweet heart do not pardon him. 
Cut. *Slight, ll pardon him, an'I liſt, whoſoever ſays 
nay to'r, 
DOuar. VVhere's Numps ? I miſs him. 
[ Here they continue their Game of Vapours, which 
x Nonſenſe. Every Man to oppoſe the loſt Man 
that ſpoke, whether it concern'd him, or no. 
VVaſ. VVhy, 1 ſay nay to't. 
Buar. O, there he is. 
Kno. To what do you ſay nay, Sir ? 
Vyaſ. To any rhing, whatſoever it is, ſo long as I do 
not like it. 
V/bi. Pardon me, little Man, dou muſhe like it a lictle. 
Cut. No, he muſt not like ic at all, Sir; there you are 
1 the wrong. 


VVhi. I tink I be ; he muſht not like it, indeed. 
Cut. Nay, 
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Cat. Nay, then he both muſt, and will like it, Sir, 
for all you. . 

Kno. If he have reaſon, he may like it, Sir. 

bj. By no meanſh Captain, upon reaſon, he may 
like nothing upon reaſon. 

Val. T have no reafon, nor I will hear of no reaſon, 
nor 1 will look for no reaſon, and he is an AG, that ei 
ther knows any, or looks for't from me. 

Cur. Yes, in ſome ſenſe you may have reaſon, Sir. 

IWa{. I, in ſome ſenſe, I care not if I grant you. 

1//bi, Pardon me, thou ought to grant him nothing, 
in no {henſh, if dou do love dy ſhelf, angry Man. 

Vaſ. Why then, I do grant him nothing ; and I 
have no {enſe. 

Cut. *Tis true, thou haſt no ſenſe indeed. 

Vaf. *Slid, but Vhave ſenſe, now I think on'e better, 
and 1 will grant him any thing, do you ſee ? 

Kno. He is i” the right, and do's utter a ſufficient Va: 


r. 

Cut. Nay, it is no ſufficient Vapour, neither, I deny 
that. 

Kno. Then it is a ſweet Vapour. 

Cut. It may be a ſweet Vapour. 

IWaſ. Nay, it is no ſweet Vapour neirher, Sir, ic ſtinks, 
and I'll ſtand tort. 

I/hi. Yes, I tink it doth ſhtink, Captain. All Vapour 
doſh flitink. 

IWaſ. Nay, then it do's not ſtink, Sir, and it ſhall not 
ſtink. 

Cut. By your leave, it may, Sir. 

Waſ. 1, by my leave it may ſtink, I know that. 


VVaf. Nay then, I do think you do not think, and it 
is no refolute Vapour, 
Cut. Yes, in fome fort he may allow you. 
Kno. In no fort, Sir, pardon me, I can allow him no- 
thing. You miſtake the Vapour. 
Waſ. He miſtakes nothing, Sir, in no ſore. 
Whi. Yes, I pre dee now, let him miſtake. 
Waf. A turd i your Teeth, never pre dee me, for I 
will have nothing miſtaken. 
Kno. Turd, ha turd ? a noifome Vapour, ſtrike #hit. 
[ They fall by the Ears. 
Ove. Why, Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I charge 
you upon my Authority, conſerve the Peace. In the 
King's name, and my Husbands, put up your Weapons, 
I ſhall be driven ro commit you my ſelf, elle. 
£Q«a. Ha, ha, ha. 
Waſ. Why do = laugh, Sir? 
Que. Sir, you'll allow me my Chriſtian liberty. I 
may laugh, I m_ 
Cur. In fome fort you may,and in ſome fort you may 
not, Sir. 
Kno. Nay in ſome fort, Sir, he may neither laugh, noc 
hope in this company. 
Waf. Yes, then he may both laugh, and hope in any 
ſort, an'c pleaſe him. 
Qua. Faith, and I will then, for it doth pleaſe me ex- 
ceedingly. | 
Wa/. No exceeding neither, Sir. 
Knzo. No, that Vapour is too lofty. 
ua. Gentlemen, 1 do not play well at your Game 


Whi. Pardon me, thou knoweſhe nothing, it cannot 
by chy leave, angry Man. 

Waſ. How can it not ? 

Kno. Nay, never queſtion him, for he is 7 the right. 

Whi. Yeſh, I am i de righe, I confteſh it, fo iſh de 
lietle Man too. 

Waſ. I'll have nothing confeſt, that concerns me. I 
2m nor i” the right, nor never was i” the right, nor ne- 
ver will be 7 the right, while I am in my right 
mind. 

Cut. Mind ? why, here's no Man minds you, Sir, nor 
any thing elſe. [ They drink again. 

Pup. Vriend, will you mind this that we do; 

Qua. Call you this Vapours? this is ſuch belching of 
quarrel, as I never heard, Will you mind your buſi- 
nels, Sir? 

Edg. You (hall fee, Sir. 

Nor. Pll ne maire, my waimb warkes too mickle with 
this auready. | 

Ede. Will you take that, Maſter Waſpe, that no body 
ſhould mind you ? 

IWaſ. Why ? what ha' you to do ? ift any matter to 
you ? 

* Edg. No, but methinks you ſhould not be unminded, 
though, 

Wal Nor, I wu? not be, now I think ont, do 
you hear, new acquaintance? do's no Man mind me, 
lay you? 

Cut. Yes, Sir, every Man here minds you, but how? 

Waſ. Nay, 1 care as little how as you do; that was not 
my queſtion. 

Ihi. No, noting was ty queſtion, tou art a learned 
Man, and I am a valiant Man, Ytaich la, tou ſhalt ſpeak 
tor me, and I vill fight tor cee. 

Kno. Fight for him, 1#bit? A groſs Vapour, he can 
hight for himſelt. 

Waſ. Ie may be I can, but it may be, I wi not, 
how then 7 

Cut. Why, then you may chuſe. 

Waſp. Why , and Pll chuſe whether I'll chuſe or 
no. 
Kno. | think 


of Vapours, I am not very good atit, but—— 

Cut. Do you hear, Sir? I would ſpeak with you in 
Circle ? 

| He draws a Circle on the Ground. 

Qua. In Circle, Sir * what would you with me in 
Circle ? 
Cut. Can you lend me a Piece, a Facobas ? in Circle? 
Que. *Slid, your Circle will prove more coſtly than 
your Vapours, then. Sir, no, I lend you none. : 
Cut. Your Beard's not well curn'd up, Sir. 
Qua. How Raskal ? are you playing wich my Beard ? 
I'll break Circle with you. | They draw all, and fight. 

Pup. Nor. Gentlemen, Gentlemen | 
Kno. Gather up, Whit, gather up, bit, good Va- 


pours. 
Ove. What mean you? are you Rebels ? Gentlemen? 


(hall I ſend our a _ at Arms, or a Writ o' Rebel- 


lion, againſt you ? I'll commit you upon my Woman- 
_ tor a Riot, upon my Jultice-hood, if you per- 
fiſt. 
Waſ. Upon your Juſtice-hood ? Marry ſhite o'your 
Hood, you'll commit ? Spoke like a true Juſtice of 
Peace's Wite, indeed, and a fine female Lawyer ! curd 
i your Teeth for a fee, now. 

Over. Why, Numps, in Maſter Overdoo's name, I 
charge you. 

Waſ. Good Miſtris Underdoo hold your Tongue. 

Over, Alas! r Numps. | 

Waſ. Alas: and why alas from you, I befeech you? 
or why poor Numps, goody Rich ? am I come to be pic- 
tied by your tuft Taffata now ? why Miſtris, I knew 
Adam the Clerk, your Husband, when he was Adam 
Scrivener, and writ for two Pence a Sheer, as high as 
he bears his Head now,or you your Hood, Dame. What 
are you, vir ? | The Watch comes in, 

Bri. We be Men, and no Infidels , what is the mat- 
ter, here, and che noiſes 7 can yourell 2 

VVaf. Heart, what ha' you to do? cannot a Man 
quarrel in quierneis ? bur he muſt be pur out on't by 
you ? what are you 2 

Bri. Why, we be his Maj-ſties Watch, Sir. 

'Vaf. Watch ? *>blood, you are a {weer Watch, in- 


| : may, and *tis true ; and I allow ic 
for a relolure Vapcur. 


deed. A body would think, and vou warch'd well a 
nights, you ſhould be contented to fleep ar this time a 


day. 
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day. Get you to your Fleas and your Flock-beds, you| Puppets be perfe&t; and then I'll come and inch 


Rogues, your Kennels, and lie down cloſe. 


Bri. Down ? yes, we will down, I warrant ea 


with him in his Majefties name, down, down with him, 
and carry him away to the Pidgeor-holes. 

Ove. I thank you honeſt Friends, in the behalf o* the 
Crown, and the Peace, and in Maſter Overdoo's name, 
for ſuppreſſing enormirics. 

Whi. Stay, Briſtle, here iſh a noder braſh o' Drunkards, 
but very quiet, ſpecial Drunkards, will pay de hve Shil- 
lings very well. Take *em to de, in de graiſh o' God : 
one of hem do's change Cloth for Ale in the Fair, here; 
te toder iſh a ſtrong Man, a mighty Man, my Lord May- 
or's Man, and a wraſtler. He has wraſhled fo long with 
the Bortle, here, that the Man with the Beard, haſh al 
moſhe ſtreek up hiſh heelſh. 

Bri. *Slid, the Clerk o' the Market, has been to cry 
him all the Fair over here, for my Lord's ſervice. 

1/h;. Tere he iſh, pre de taik him henſh, and make ty 
beſt on him. How now Woman © Shilk, vat ailſh ry 
ſhweet faiſh ? art tou melancholy ? 

Ove. A little diſtemper'd with theſe enormities ; ſhall 
L intreat a courteſie of you, Captain ? 

IWhi. Iatreat a hundred Velyet Voman, I vill do it, 
ſhpcak our. 

Ove. 1 cannot wich modeſty ſpeak it out, but— 

I/hi. 1 vill do it, and more, and more, for de. What 
Ur/la, an'e be Bitch, an't be Baud an'r be ! 

Urſ. How now Raskal? what roar you for? old 
Pimp. 


114;. Here, put up de Clokes Urſh; de purchaſe, pre 


de now, ſhweet Urſh, help dis good brave Voman to a 
Ferdan, and't be. 

Ur/. *Slid call your Captain Jordan to her, can you 
not ? 

1/hi. Nay, pre de leave dy conſheits, and bring the 
Velvet Woman to de—— 

U-/. 1 bring her,hang her : heart muſt I find a common 
Pot for every Punk i* your Puclews ? 

1hj. O good voordſh, Urſh, it iſh a gueſt of Velvet, 
1 lait la. 

Ur. Let her fell her Hood, and buy a ſpunge, with a 
Pox to her, my Veſlel is employed Sir. I have but one, 
and *tis the bottom of an old Bottle. An honeſt Pro- 
&or and his Wife are at it within, if ſhe'll ſtay her 
time, ſo. 

Vi. As ſoon aſh tou canſht ſhweet Urſh, Of a vali- 
ant Man I tink I am the paticntſh Man i the World, or 
in all Smithfield. 

Kno. How now IVhi ? cloſe Vapours, ſtealing your 
leaps? covering in corners, ha ? 

Vihi. No fait, Captain, dough tou beeſht a viſhe Man, 
dy vit is a mile hence, now. I vas procuring a ſhmall 
courteſie for a Woman of fafhion here. 

Ove. Yes, Captain, though 1 am Juſtice of Peace's 
Wife, 1 do love Men of War, and the Sons of the Sword, 
when they come betore my Husband. 

Kno. Say'ſt thou fo Filly 2 thou ſhalt have a leap. pre- 
ſently, I'll horſe thee my elf, elle. 

Ur/. Come, will you bring her in now ? and let her 
talk her curn ? 

I#hi. Gramercy good Urſh, I tank de. 

Over. Malſter Overdoo ſhall thank her. 


A& IV. Scene V. 
Tobn, Vin, Urſia, Knockhum, Whit, Overdoo, Alice. 


Ood Ga'mere Urs, WWin and I are exccedingly be- 
holden to you, and to Captain Fordan, and Cap- 

tain 1/hit. Win, Vil be bold to leave _ this good 
Company, /V;n ; for halt an hour, or ſo VV, while I 
go, and fee how my matter goes forward, and it the 


| 


you, VV. 

VVin. Will you leave me alone with two Men, Joby 

7h. 1, they are honeſt Gentlemen /Vin, Captain J,,. 
dan, and Captain VVhir, they'll ule you very civilly, Vr;, 
God b' w* you VVin. 

Ur/. What's her Husband gone ? 

Kno. On his falſe gallop, Urs, away. 

Ur/. Ar = be right Bartbolmew-birds, now ſhew 
your ſelves fo : we are undone for want of Fowl i the 
Fair, here. Here will be Zekie! Edgworth, and three or 
four Gallants with him at night, and I ha' neither Plo. 
ver nor Quail for 'em : perſwade this beeween you two 
to become a Bird o'the Game, while I work the Velvex 
Woman within, ( as you call her.) 

Kno. I conceive thee, Urs! go thy ways, doſt thay 
hear, Whit ? is't not pitty, my delicate dark cheſtnur 
here, with the fine lean Head, large Fore-head, round 
Eyes, even Mouth, ſharp Ears, long Neck, thin Cret: 
cloſe Withers, plain Back, deep Sides, ſhore Fillets, and 
full Flanks : with a round Belly, a plump Buttock, large 
Thighs, knit Knees, ſtrait Legs, ſhore Paſterns, ſmooth 
Hoots, and ſhort Heels, ſhould lead a Gull honeſt Wo. 
mans life, that might live the life of a Lady ? 

Whi. Yes, by my fait and trot, it is, Captain : de ho- 
neſhe Womans lite is a ſcurvy dull lite, indeed, la. 
Ap How, Sir? is an honeft Womans life a ſcuryy 
ite ? 

Whi. Yes fait, (ſhwceet heart, believe him, de leef of x 
Bond-woman ! but if dou vile harken to me, I vill make 
tee a Free-woman, and a Lady : dou ſhalt live like a La- 
dy, as te Capcain faiſh. 

Kno. I, and be honeſt too ſometimes : have her Wi- 
ers, and her Tires, her green Gowns, and Velver Pet- 
ticoats, 

Whi.l, and ride to Ware and Rumford ! dy Coaſh, ſhe: 
de Players, be in love vit *cm; ſup vit gallantſh, be 
drunk, and coſt de noting. | 

Kno. Brave Vapours! 

. Whi. And lie by ewenty on *em, if dou pleaſh ſhweer 
cart, 

Win. What, and be honeſt ſtill, that were fine ſport. 

IWhi. Tiſh common, ſhweert heart, tou mai'ſt do it 
by my Hand : it ſhall be jultitied co ry Husbands Faith, 
now : tou ſhalt be as honeſht as the Skin berween his 
Hornſh, la ! 

Ko. Ys, and wear a Drefling, top, and top-gallant, 
to compaie with ere a Husband on *em all, for a Fore- 
cop: it is the Vapour of Spirit in the Wite tro Cuckold 
now adays; as it is the Vapour of faſbion in the Huf- 
band, not to fuſpe&. Your prying Cat-eyed- Citizen is 
an abominable V apour. 

IWin. Lord, what a Fool have I been! 

Iwhi. Mcnd then, and do every ting like a Lady, here- 
after, never know ty Husband from another Man. 

Kno. Nor any one Man trom another, but i the dark. 

Whi. I, and then it iſh nodiſhgraſh to know any Man. 

Ur/. Help, help here. | 

Kno. How now ? what Vapour's there ? 

Ur/. O, you are a ſweet Kayger! and look well to your 
Walks. Yonder is your Punk of Twmnbul, ramping Alice, 
has faln upon the poor Gentlewoman within, and pull'd 
her Hood over her Ears, and her Hair through it. 

[ Alice enters, beating the Fuſtice's Wife. 

Ove. Help, help, i the King's Name. 

Ali. A nuſchief on you, they are ſuch as you are, that 
undo us, and take our Trade from us, with your Tulit- 
caffata Hanches. 

Kno. How now Alice ! 

Ali. The poor common Whores can ha' no Traffick, 
for the privy rich ones; your Caps and Hoods of Vel- 
vet, call away our Cuſtomers, and lick the Fat from us. 

Urſ. Peace you foul ramping Jade, you—— 

Ali. O's foot, you Bawd in greace, are you ralking? 
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Kno. Why, Alice, 1 lay. 

Ali. Thou Sow of Smithfield, thou. 

Ur{. Thou Tripe of Turnbull. 

Kno. Cat-a-mountain Vapours ! ha ! 

Ur{. You know where you were taw'd lately, both 
Laſh'd, and flaſh'd you were in Bridewell. 

Ali. 1, by the ſame token you rid that week, and 
broak out the bottom o* the Cart, Night-tub. 

Kno. Why, Lyon face ! ha! do you know who Iam: 
ſhall I tear Ruff, flic Waſtcoat, make Rags of Petricoat? 
ha! go to, vaniſh for fear of Vapours. bir, a kick, 
1/bit, in the parting Vapour. Come brave Woman, 
take a good Heart, thou ſhalt be a Lady too. : 

1/bi. Yes fait, dey ſhall all both be Ladies, and write 
Madam. 1 vill do't my felf for dem. Do, is the vord, 
and D is the middle Letter of Maddam, D D, put *em 
rogether, and make Deeds, without which all words are 
alike, la. 

Kno. *Tis true, Urſla, take *em in, open thy Wardrope, 
and fit *em to their calling. Green Gowns, Crimſon- 
Perticoats, Green-Women | my Lord Mayors Green Wo- 
men ! Gueſts o' the Game, true bred. Pll provide you 
4 Coach, to take the Air, in. 

1/in. But do you think you can get one ? 

Kno. O, they are as common as Wheelbarrows, 
where there are great Dunghils. Every Pettifoggers 
Wife, has *em, for firſt he buys a Coach, that he may 
marry, and then he marries that he may be made Cuc- 
kold in't : For if their Wives 1ide not to their Cuckold- 
ing, they do 'em no credit. Hide, and be hidden; ride, 
and be ridden, ſays the Vapour of experience. 


AR IV. Scene VI. 


Trouble-all, Knockhum, Whit, Quarlows, Edgworth, Briſtle, 
IVaſpe, Haggiſe, Fuſtice, Buſy, Pure: craft. 


Y what Warrant do's it fay fo ? 
Kno. Ha | mad Child o' the Pye-ponidres, art thou 

there ? fill us a freſh Kan, Urs, we may drink together. 

Tro. 1 may not drink without a Warrant, Captain. 

Kno, 'Slood, thou'll not ſtale without a Warrant, 
ſhortly. Whit, Give me Pen, Ink and Paper. Ill draw 
him a Warrant preſently. 

Tro, It muſt be Juſtice Overdoo's ? 

Kno, I know, Man, Fetch the Drink, 1#7:t. 

IWhi. I pre dee now, be very brief, Captain 3 for de 
new Ladies ſtay for dec. 

Kno. O, as brief as can be, here 'tis already. Adam 
Overdoo. ; 

Tro. Why, now, Ill pledge you, Captain. : 

Kno. Drink it off, I'll come to thee, anon, again. 

Qua. Well, Sir. You are now diſcharg'd : beware of 
being ſpi'd hereafter. _ [ Quarlous to the Cut- purſe. 

Edg. Sir, will it pleaſe you, encer in here, at Urſla's ; 
and take part of a Silken Gown, a Velvet Perticoat, or a 
wrought Smock ; I am promis'd fuch : and 1 can ſpare 

any Gentleman a moiety. 

| he Keep it for wer a Companions in beaſtlinefs, I 
am none of *em, Sir. IfT had not already forgiven you 
a greater treſpaſs, or thought you yet worth my beating, 
I would inſtru your manners, to whom you made your 
offers. But go your ways, talk not to me, the Hangman 
is only fit to diſcourſe with you ; the hand of Beadle is 
too merciful a puniſhment tor your Trade of lite. 1 
am ſorry I employ'd this Fellow ; for he thinks me ſuch : 
Faſcinus quos inquinat, £quat. But, it was for ſport. And 
would 1 make ir ſerious, the getting of this Licenſe is 
nothing to me , without other circumſtances concur. 
I do think how impertinently I labour, it the word be 
not mine, that the ragged Fellow mark'd : And what 
advantage I have given Ned Wir-wife in this time now, 
of working her, though it be mine. He'll go near to 
form to her what a debauch'd Raskal I am, and fright 


her out of all good conceit of me: I ſhould do fo by 
him, I am ſure, if I had the opportunity. But my hope 
is in her temper, yet ; and it muſt needs be next-to de- 
ſpair, that is grounded on any part of a Womans dif. 
cretion. I would give by my troth,now, all I could ſpare 
(to my Cloathes, and my Sword ) to meet my tatter'd 
Sooth-ſayer again, who was my judge i” the queſtion, to 
know certainly whoſe word he has damn'd or ſav'd. 
For, till then, I live but under a Reprieve. I muſt ſeek 
him. Who be theſe ? " Enter Waſp with the Officers. 

Waf. Sir, you are a welſh Cuckold, and a prating 
Runt, and no Conſtable. 

Bri. You fay very well. Come put in his in the 
middle Roundel, and let him hole there. _ 

Wa/. You ſtink of Leeks, Metheg!yn , and Cheeſe. 
You Rogue. 

Bri. Why, what is that to you, if you ſit ſweetly in 
the Stocks in the mean time? if you have a mind to 
{tink coo, your Breeches ſit cloſe enough to your bum. 
Sit you merry, Sir. 

Lua, How now, Numps ? 

Waſ. It is no matter, how ; pray you look off. 

Qua. Nay, Fil not offend you, Numps. I thought you 
had fat there to be ſeen. 

Waſ. And to be fold, did you not? pray you mind 
your buſineſs, an' you have any. 

Qua. Cry you mercy, Nwumps. Do's your Leg lic high 
enough ? 

Br;, How now, Neighbour Haggiſe, what ſays Tuſtice 
Overdoo's Worthip to the other offenders ? | 

Hog. Why, he ſays juſt nothing, what ſhould he ſay ? 
Or where ſhould he ſay ? He is not to be found, Man. 
He ha* not been ſeen i the Fair, here, all this live-long 
day, never ſince ſeven a Clock i' the Morning. - His 
Clerks know not what to think an't. There is no Court 
of Pie-poulders yet. Here they be return'd. 

Br;. What ſhall be done with 'em, then ? in your dif- 
cretion ? 

Hag. I think we were beſt put 'em in the Stocks in 
diſcretion (there they will be ſafe in diſcretion ) for 
the valourof an hour, or ſuch a thing, till his Worſhip 
come. 

Bri. It is but a hole matter, it we do, Neighbour Hag- 

gi/e, come, Sir, here is company for you, heave up the 

StOCks. [_ As they open the Stocks, Waſp puts bis Shooe 
on bis Haud, and ſlips it in for his Leg. 

Waſ. | ſhall put a crick upon your wellh diligence, 
perhaps. 

Bri. Put in your Leg, Sir. 

Qua. What, Rabby Buſy ! is he come ? 

| They bring Buly, and put him in. 

Buſ. I do obey thee, the Lyon may roar, bue he 
cannot bite. I am glad to be thus ſeparated from the 
Heathen of the Land, and put a part in the Stocks for 
the Holy Caule. 

Waſ. What are you, Sir ? 

Buſ. One that rejoyceth in his Afton, and fit- 
teth here to propheſie the Deſtruction of Fairs and 
May games, Wakes and Whitſow-ales, and doth” ſigh and 
groan for the reformation ot theſe abuſes. 

Waſ. And do you ſigh and groan too, or rejoyce in 
your affliction * 

Fuſ. I do not feel it, I donot think of it, it is a thing 
without me : Adam, thou art above theſe battrics, thele 
contumelies. In te manca ruit fortuna, as thy Friend Ho- 
race ſays : thou art one, Dyem neque pauperies, neque mers, 
neque vincala terrent, And therefore as another Friend 
of thine ſays, (I think it be thy Friend Per/ins ) Nen te 
quſroverts extra. 

Qua. What's here! a Stoick 1' the Stocks ? the Fool is 
turn'd Philoſopher. 

Bu. Friend, will leave to communicate my Spirit with 


ou,it I hear any more of choſe ſuperſticious Relicks, thoſe 
Liſt of Latin,the very Rags of Rome,and Patches of Popery. 
Hhh 2 IWa/. Nay, 
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begin ro quarrel, Gentlemen, yl 


Waſ. Nay, an you ook 


leave you. I ha' paid for quarrelling too lately : 
ou, a device, but ſhitting in a Hand for a Foo. 


' w* YOu. | He pets cut. 
Buſ. Wile thou then lcave thy Brethren in cribula 
tion * 


Waſ. For this once, Sir. | 

Guſ. Thou art a halting Neutral; ſtay him there, ſtop 
him, that will not endure the heat ot Perſecution. 

Bri. How now, what's the matter ! 

Buſ. He is fled, he is fled, and dares not {ic it our. 

Bri. What, has he made an eſcape, which way ? fol- 
low, Neighbour /1agg//e. 

Pur. O me ! in the Stocks! have the wicked pre- 
vail'd ? 

Buſ. Peace religious Siſter, it is my Calling, comfort 
your ſelf, an extraordinary Calling, and done for my 
better ſtanding, my ſurer ftanding, hereatter. 

Tre. By whoſe Warrant, by whoſe Warrant, this ? 

| The Mad-man enters. 
04a. O, here's my Man, dropt in, I look'd tor. 

Fol. Ha ! 

Pur. O good Sir, they have fer the faithful here to 
be wonder'd at ; and provided holes tor the holy of che 
Land. 


Overdois Hand ? if they had no Warrant, they ſhall an- 
ſwer ir. 


Neighbour Toby ! 
Hag. No! ice if you can lock 'cm better. 


(the cunning Man ſaid all true) and ſhall love him 


God | 


more and more. How well ic becomes a Man to be mag 
in teruch ! O, that I might be his yoke-tellow, and bs 
mad with him, what a many ſhould we draw to mac. 
neſs in truth, with us ' 

Bri, How now | all ſcap'd ? where's the Iman? ie 
is Witchcraft: Her Velver Hat is a Witch, o' my Con- 
ſcience, or my Key ! © one. The Mad-man was a De. 
vil, and I am an Aſs; ſo bleſs me, my Place, and mine 
Otiice. | The Watch miſſing them are affrighted. 


| —— 


— —  —— 


Akt V. Scene I. 


Lamtborn, Filcher, Sharkwel, 


Ell, Luck and Saint Barthelmew ; out with the 
lign of our Invention, in the name of #7, and 
do you beat the Drum the while; al! the Fowl i' the 
Farr, 1 mean all che Dirt in Smithfield, ( that's one of Mx 
[ter Little-wit's Carwhitchers now) will be thrown at our 
Banner to day, if the matter do's not pleaſe the Peo- 


Tro. Had they Warrant for ic? ſhew'd they Fuftice | thingz and fo was Ninive, and the Ciry 


Bri. Sure you did not lock the Stocks ſufficiently, | ling down the Bawdy Houſes there upon 


'h 


ple. O the Motions, that I Lanthorn Leatherhead have 


| = lighr to, my time, ſince my Ma- 
| Itgy” Pod dicd ! Feruſalem was a itately 


Pod was 4 
Maſter of Mh- 
_—_ A. 
; Of Norwich , and Sodom and Gomorrab ; him. yy 
! with the riling o' the Prentiles, and pul- 
Shrove-Tue/- 


; day; but the Gwmnpcwder-plir, there was a get-penny ! I 
ave preſented that to an eighteen or ewenty Pence 


Bri. They are very ſufficiently lock'd, and truly, yet ; Audience, nine times in an Afternoon. Your home- 
ſowe thing is in the matter. | | born Projects prove ever the belt, they are ſo eafie and 

Tro. True, your Warrant is the matter that is in que- | familiar ; they pur too much Learning i their things 
ſtion, by what Warrant ? ' now o days: and that I tear will be the ſpoil o' this, 

Bri, Mad Man, hold your Peace, I will pur you in his Zirtle wit ? 1 lay, Mickle-wit ! if not too mickle! look 
room cle, in the very fame hole, do you ſee ? ; to your gathering there, Goodman Filcher. 

Qna. How ! is he a Mad-man.: Fil. I warrant you, Sir. 

Tro, Shew me Juſtice Overdoo's Warrant, I obey you, | Lan. And there come any Gentlefolks, take two 

1{ag. You are a mad Fool, hold your Tongue. ; Pence apiece, Sharkwell. 

Tro. In Fuſtice Overdoo's name, I drink to you, and j S6a. 1 warrant you, Sir, three Pence, an' we can. 
here's my Warrant. [ Shews bis Can. | 

Act V. 


Juſ. Alas poor Wretch! how it carns my Heart tor | Scene IL 
him ! | 
9ra. If he be mad, it is in vain to queſtion him, Il Juſtice, Win-wife, Grace, Quarlous, Pure-craft. 
try though. Friend, there was a Gentlewoman, ſhew'd ; 
you two names, ſome hour fince, Argalus and Palemon, ! 
to mark in a Book, which of 'em was it you mark'd ? | 
Tro. I mark no name, but Adam Overdoo, that is the | His later diſguiſe, I have borrow*d of a Porter, ſhall 
name of names, he only is the ſufficient Magiſtrate 3 and carry me out to all my great and good ends; 
that name 1 reverence, ſhew it me. ; Which how ever interrupted, were never deftroycd in 
Sua. This Fellow's mad indeed: I am further off ' me : neither is the hour of my ſcverity yet come, to re- 
now, than atore. ; veal my ſelf, wherein, Cloud-like,! [ vl break out in 
Jaſ, I ſhall not breath in peace, till I have made him | Rain, and Hail, Lightning, and Thunder, upon che head 
ſome amends. ; of Enormity. Two main works I have to proſecute : 
Qua. Well, 1 will make another uſe of him, is come + hit, one is eo invent ſome ſatisfaction for the poor kind 
in my head: I havea Nett of Beardsin my Trunk ; one : Wretch, who is out of his wits for my fake, and yonder 1 
ſomething like his. : fee himi coming, 1 will walk aſide, and project for it. 
Bri. This mad fool has made me that I know not; Win. 1 wonder where Tom Quarlozs is, that he returns 
whether I have lock'd the Stocks or no, 1 think I lock'd ; not, it may be he is ſtruck in here to ſeek us. 
*Mm. ' The Watch-men come back again. The mad-man Gra. >ee, here's our Mad-man again. 
fights ich 'em, and they leave open the Stocks. | Qua. I have made my ſelf as like him, as bis Gown 
Tro. Take Adam Overdco in your mind, and tear no- | and Cap will give me leave. 


The Juſtice comes in like a Porter. 


thing. | Quarlous mm the habit of the mad-mars is 
Bri. *Slid, madneſs it ſelf, hold thy peacc, and take miſtaken by Mrs. Pure-cratr. 

thae, Pur. Sir, 1 love you, and would be glad to be mad 
Tio. Strikeſt thou without a Warrant ? take thou | with you in truth. 

thar. . 


Win-w. How | my Widow in love with a Mad-man ? 
Buſ. We are delivered by miracle ; Fellow in Fet-| Pur. Verily, 1 can be as mad in Spirit as you. 

ters, let us not retuſe the means, this madneſs was of i Qua. By whoſe Warrant? leave your canting. Gen- 
the Spirit : The malice of the Enemy hath mock'd it | clewoman, have I tound you? ( fave ye, quit ye, and 
RIF. multiply ye ) where's your Book ? 'twas a ſufficient name 

Pur. Mad do they call him! the World is mad in |1 mark'd, let me ſece't, be not afraid to ſhew'r me. 

error, but he is mad in truth : I love him of the ſudden, | | He deſires to ſee the Book of Miſtris _ 
Gra. What 
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Gra. What would you with it, Sir ? : 

®ng. Mark it again and again at your Service. 

Gra. Here it is, Sir, this was it you mark'd. 

ua. Palemen ? farce you well, fare you well. 

IWin-w. How, Palemon ! 

Gra. Yes faith, he has diſcover'd it to you now, and 
therefore 'ewere vain to _— it longer, I am yours, 
Sir, by the benefit of your Fortune. 

Winw. And you have him Miftris, believe it, that 
ſhall never give you cauſe to repent her benefir, bur 
make you rather to think,that in this choice ſhe had both 
her Lyes. 

Gra. 1 deſire to put it to no danger of proteſta- 
tion. 

«2. Palemon the word, and Winwife the Man ? 

Pur. Good Sir, vouchſafe a Yokefellow in your mad- 
nes, ſhun not one of the lanctified Siſters, chat would 
draw with you in truth. 

Qua. Away, you are a Herd of hypocritical proud 
Ignorants, rather wild than mad; Fitter for Woods, 
and the Society of Beaſts, than Houſes, and the Con- 
gregation of Men. You are the Second part of the 
Society of Canters, Out-Laws to Order and D:/cipline, 
and the only priviledg'd Church-Reobbers of Chriſter 
dem. Let me alone, Palemon the Word, and Wiwwife 
the Man ? 

Pur. I muſt uncover my ſelf unto him, or I ſhall ne- 
ver enjoy him, for all the Cunning Mens Promites. 
Good Sir, hear me, I am worth Six Thouſand Pound, 
my Love to you is become my Rack, Fl cell you all 
and the truth, fince you hate the Hypocritie of che par- 
ty-coloured Brothzr-hood. Theſe ſeven years I have 
been a wilful holy Widow, only to draw Feaſts and 
Gitts from my intangled Suitors: I am alſo by Office 
an afliſting S:fer of the Deacons, and a Devourer, in- 
ſtzad of a Diltriburcr of che Alms. I am a ſpecial 
Maker of Marriages for our decayed Brethren, with our 
Rich //7dows , for a third parte of their Wealch, when 
they are married, for the Relief of rhe poor Ele# : as 
allo our poor handſome young Virgins, with our 
wealthy Batchelors, or Widowers; to make them ſteal 
irom their Husbands, when I have confirmed them in 
the Faith, and got all pur into their Cuſtodies. And if 
| ha" nor my Bargain, they may ſooner turn a ſcolding 
Drab into a filent Minifter, than make me leave pro- 
nouncing Reprobation and Damnation unto them. Our 
Elder, Zeal-of the-land, would have had me, bur I know 
him to be the Capital Knave of the Land, making him- 
ſelf si«h, by being made Ferfee in truſt to deceaſed Bre- 
thren, and coz/nigg their Heirs, by ſwearing the abſo- 
lure Gitt of their Inheritance. And thus having cas'd 
my Conſcience, and utter'd my Heart with the Tongue 
oft my Love : Enjoy all my Deceirs together, I befeech 
you. I ſhould not have revealed this to you, but that in 
time I think you are mad, and Thope you'll think me fo 
too, Sir ? 

Quar. Stand aſide, Ill anfwer you pre- 
He conſiders ſently. Why ſhould nor I marry this Six 
with himſelf Thouſand Pound, now I think on't? and 
wile a good Trade too that ſhe has beſide, ha ? 
The tCother Wench Hn-2iſe is fure of; there's no Ex- 
| mg for me there! bere | may make my felt ſome 
aver, yet, if ſhe continue mad, there's the Queſtion. 
It is Money that I want, why ſhould I not marry the 
Money when 'tis offer'd me ? 1 have a Licence and all, ic 
is but razing out one Name, and putting 1n another. 
There's no playing with a Man's Fortune: I am relolvd. 
[ were truly mad an' I would not! Well, come your 
ways, follow me, an* you will be mad, Ill ſhew you a 
Warrant ! | He takes ber along with bim. 

Pur. Moſt zealouſly, it is that I zealouſly defire. 

Fuſ. Sir, let me ſpeak with you. | The Juſtice calls him. 

war. By whoſe Warrant ? 


Fuſ, The Warrant that you tender, and reſpect fo; 


Juſtice Overdoo's! I am the Man, Friend Trouble-all, 
cho thus diſguis'd (as the careful Atagiftrate ought) for 
the good cf the Republick in the Farr, and the weeding 
out of Enormity. Do you want a Houſe, or Meat, or 
Drink, or Clothes ? Speak whatſoever ir is, it ſhall be 
tlupplicd you, what want you? 

Qua. Nothing but your Warrant, 

Tuſ. My Warrant ? tor what ? 

7 To be gone, Sir. 

v/. Nay, I pray thee ftay, 1 am ferions, and have not 
many words, nor much time to exchange with thee 
think what may do thee good. ; 

9.4. Your Hand and Seal will do me a great deal 
of good 3 Nothing elſe in the whole Fair , that I 
know. 

Fuſ. If it were to any end, thou ſhould'ſt have ir 
willingly. 

Qua. Why, it will ſatisfie me, that's end enough, to 
look on ; an' you will notgi” it me, let me go. 

Fuf. Alas! thou ſhalt hy ie preſently. I'll but ſtep 
into the Scriveners here by, and bring it. Do not go 
away, | The Juſtice gees our, 

Quay. Why, this Mad Man's ſhape will prove a very 
fortunare one, I think | Can a Ragged Robe produce 
theſe Effects? if this be the wile Juſtice, and he bring me 
his hand, I ſhall go near to make ſome uſe on'e. He is 
come already ! | And returns. 

Fuſ. Look thee! here is my Hand and Scal, Adam 
Over-dos, if there be any thing to be written above in 
the Paper that thou want'ſt now, or at any time here- 
ater, think on't, it is my deed, I deliver ic oz can your 
Friend write? 

Yua. Her hand for a Witneſs, and all is well. 

Juſ. With all my heart. | He urgeth Miri Purecrafe. 

Qua. Why ſhould not I ha' the Conlcience to make 
this a Bond of a Thouſand Pound now, or whac 1 would 
elic : 

Fu. Look you, thereitis; andl deliver it as my Decd 
again. | 

Qua. Let us now proceed in madneſs. 

[ He: takes ber in with bh: 

Fuſ. Well, my Conſcience is much eas'd ; I ha* done 
my part, though it doth him no good, yer 44m hath 
offer'd Satisfaction ! The Sting is removed from hence ! 
Poor man, he is much alter'd with his Aftli tion, it has 
brought him low | Now for my other work, reducing 
the Young Man (I have follow'd fo long mm Love) trom 
the brink of his Bane, to the Center of Safety. Here, 
or in fome ſuch like vain place, I ſhall be ſure co find him. 
] will wait the good time. 


Act V. Scene Il. 
Cokes, Sharkwel, Juſtice, Filcher, Fobn, Lanterne. 


Ow now ? what's here to do? Fricnd, art thou the 
Maſter of the Mecnuments ? 
Sha. *Tis a Mction, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Tuſ. My phantaſtical Brother in Law, Maſter Bartho!- 
mew Cokes ! 
Cok. A Motion, what's that 2 The Ancient 
Modern Hiſtory of Hero and Leander, other= He reats 
wile called The Touchſtone of true Love, with *** Bil. 
as true a Trial of Friendſhip berween Damen 
and Pytbias, two faichtul Friends o* the Bank-/ide? Pretty 
1 faith, what's the meaning on't? is't an Enteriude ? or 
whar is't 2 | 
Fil. Yes, Sir, pleaſe you come near, we'll cake your 
Money within. 
Cok. Back with thefe Children ; they do fo follow me 
and down, | The Bays @ the Fair fellow bim. 
Fob. By your leave, friend. 
Fil. You mult pay, Sir, an' you go in. 


7b. 
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ob, Who, I ? I perceive thou know'ſt nor me : call 
the Maſter o' the Mction. 

Sha. What, do you not know the Author, fellow Fil 
cher ? You muſt take no money of him ; he mult come 
in Grats : Maſter Little-wit 1s a Voluntary ; he is the 
Amber. 

Fob. Peace, ſpeak not too loud, I would not have a- 
ny _ taken, that I amthe Author, till we fee how it 

es. 

Cok. Maſter Little-wit, how doſt thou? 

Fob. Maſter Cokes ! you are exceeding well met : 
Whar, in your Doublet and Hoſe, without a Cloak or 
a Hat? 

Cok, I would I might never ſtir, as I am an honeſt 
man, and by that fire ; I have loſt all i'the Fair, and all 
my Acquaintance too ; didſt thou meet any body that 
I know, Maſter Littlewit? my Man Namps, or my vi- 
ſter Over-d450, or Miltris Grace? Pray thee Maſter 
Little-wit end me ſome Money to fſce the Interlude 
here, I'll pay thee again, as I am a Gentleman. 
e| thou lt but carry me home, I have money enough 
there. 

Feb. O, Sir, you ſhall command it, what, will a Crown 
ſerve you ? 

Cok. I think it will, what do we pay for coming in, 
fellows ? 

F;jl. Two Pence, Sir. 

Cck. Two Pence ? There's Twclve Pence, friend ; 
Nay, I am a Gallant, as ſimple as I look now; if you 
ſze me with my Man about me, and my Artillery 
again. 

Foh. Your Man was i the Stocks &'en now, Sir: 

Cok, Who, Mumps ? 

Fob. Yes taith. 

Ck, For what i' faith, I am glad o* that; remember 
to tell me on't anon ; I have enough now ! What man- 
ner of matter is this, Mr. Little wit ? What kind of A- 
cors ha” you ? Are they good 4ters ?* 

Fob. Pretty Yourhs, Sir, all Children both Old and 
Young, here's the Maſter of 'em — — 

(Lan. Call me not Leatherhead, but Lantern. 

Leather head whiſpers to Littlewit, 

Fob. Maſter Lantern , that gives light to the bu- 
ſincls. 

Cek. In good time, Sir, I would fain ſee 'em, I would 
be glad drink with the Young Company ; which is the 
Tiring houle 7 

Lan. Troth, Sir, our Tiring-houſe is ſomewhat little, 
we are but beginners yet, pray pardon us; you cannot 
g0 upright int. 

Cok. No? not now my Hat is off ? what would you 
have done with me, it you had had me, Feather and all, 
as I was once to day? Ha' you none of your pretty 
Impudent Boys now, to bring Stools , fill Tabacco, 
fetch Alc, and beg money, as they have at other Houſes? 
let me ſce fome o' your Ators. 

Fob. Shew him 'em, ſhew him *em. Maſter Lan- 
tern, this is a Gentleman that is a Favourer of the 
Qualicy. 

Zuſ. T, the favouring of this Licentious Quality is the | 
Confumprtion of many a Young Gentleman ; a perni- 
cious Enormity. 

Cck. What, do they live in Baskets ? 

' He brings them out in @ Basket, 

Lea. They do lic in a Basket, vir, they are of the ſmal; 
Players. 

Cok. Theſe be Players minors indeed: Do you call 
theſe Players ? 

Len. They are A&ors, Sir, and as good as any, none 
Ciſprais'd, for dumb Shows : Indeed 1 am the mouth of 
**M all. 

Ck. Thy mouth will hold 'em all. I think one Taylor 
would go near to teat all this Company, with a Hand 


bound bzhind him, 


-- 
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Feh. I, and cat 'em all too, an' they were in Cake- 
bread. 

Ck. I thank you for that, Maſter Little-wit, a good 
Jeſt | which is your Burbage now? 

Lan. What mean you by that, Sir ? 

Cok. Your beſt A#er. Your Field? 

oh. Good i' faith ! you are even with me, Sir: 

Lan. This is he, that as young Leander, Sir. He 
is extreamly belovd of the Womenkind , they do 
ſo affect his Aion, the green Gamſters, that come 
here, and this is lovely Hero ; this with the beard, Da- 
mon; and this pretty Pythias : this is the Ghoſt of Kin 
Dionyſixs in the Habit of a Scrivener : as you ſhall ſe 
anon at large. 

Cok. Well, they are a Civil Company, I like 'em for 
that 3 they offer not to fleer, nor geer, nor break Jeſts, 
as the great Players do : And then,. there goes not to 
much charge to the Feaſting of *em , or making 'm 
drunk, as to the other, by reaſon of their Littleneks. 
Do they uſe to play pertet? Are they never flu- 
ſter*d ? 

Lan. No, Sir, I thank my Induſtry and Policy for 
it; they are as well govern'd a Company, though 1 
lay it And here is Young Leander, is as pro- 
per an AFﬀor, of his Inches; and ſhakes his Head like 
an Hoſtler. 

Cok. But do you play it according to the Printed 
Book ? I have read that. 

Lan. By no mcans, Sir. 

Cok. No? How then ? 

Lan. A better way, Sir, that is too Learned and Poe- 
tical for our Audience, what, do they know what Helle- 
ſpont is? Guilty of true Loves Blood ?. or what Abides is? 
or the other Seſtos hcight ? 

Cok. THY art i the right, Ido not know my ſelf, 

Lan. No, I have entreated Maſter Little-wit to take 
a —_ pains to reduce it to a more familiar ſtrain for our 

ple. 

Cok. How, I pray thee, good Maſter Little-wir. 

Feb. Ic pleaſes him to make a matter of it, Sir. 
But there is no ſuch matter, I affure you : I have only 
made it a little caſie, and Modern tor the Times, Sir, 
that's all : As for the Helleſpont, I imagine our Thames 
here ; and then Leander I make a Dyer's Son about 
Puddle-Wharf; and Hero a Wench © the Bank-ſide, who 
going over one Morning to Old-Fiſhſtreet , Leander 
{pies her land at Trigs-Srtaws, and falls in Love with 
her : Now do I introduce Cupid , having Metamor- 
n= himſelf into a Drawer, and he ſtrikes Hero in 
ove with a Pint of Sherry, and other pretty pallages 
there are o the friendſhip, that will delight you, Sir, 
and pleaſe you of Judgment. 

Cok. I'll be ſworn they ſhall: 1 am in Love with 
the Ators already, and I'll be allied to them pre- 
ſently. ( They reſpe& Gentlemen, theſe Fellows: ) 
Hero ſhall be my Fairing : Bue which of my Fairings ! 
(Le* me fee) i faith, my Fiddle! and Leander my 
Fiddle-Stick; Then Damon my Drum ; and Pythias 
my Pipe, and the Ghoſt of Dionyſius my Hobby» Hor/e. 
All fitred. 


AR Y. Scene IV. 


To them Win-wife, Grace, Knockbum, Whitt, Edgworth, 
Win, Mittrs Over-dco. And to them Waſpe. 


Ook yonder's your Cokes gotten in among his Play- 
fellows 3 I thought we could not miſs him at ſuch 

a SpeRtacle. 
Gra. Let him alone, he is fo buſic he will never 


(py us. 
Lea. Nay, good vir. 


Ck. 
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Cok. 1 warrant thee I will not hurt her, Fellow ; what 
doſt think me uncivil? I pray thee be nor jealous : I am 
toward a Wite. [ Cokes # handling the Puppets. 

Job. Well, good Maſter Lantern, make ready to begin, 
that I may fetch my Wife, and look you be perte&, you 
undo me elſe, i' my Reputation. 

Lan. 1 warrant you, Sir, do not you breed too great 
an ExpeRation of ,it among your Friends : that's the 
only hurter of thele things. 

Fob. No, no, no. 

Cok. I'll ſtay here and ſee; pray thee let me ſee. 

Hin-w. How diligent and troubleſome he is! 

Gra. The place becomes him, me thinks. 

Fuſ. My ward, Miſtris Grace, in the Company of a 
ſtranger ? I doubt I ſhall be compell'd todiſcover my ſelf 
before my time. | 

Fil. Two Pence a piece, Gentlemen, an Excellent 
Motion. [ The Door-keepers ſpeak. 

Knd. Shall we have fine Fire-Works, and good Va- 

urs. 

F"'She. Yes, Captain, and Water-works too. 

Whi. 1 pree dee take a Care o' dy ſhmall Lady 
there, orth : I will look to diſh tall Lady my lt. 
Lan, Welcome Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen. 
Ihi. Predee Maſhter o' de Monſhterſh, help a very ſick 

Lady here to a Chair to ſhit in. 

Lan. Preſently, Sir. 

IWhi. Good fait now, Urſla's Ale, and Aque-uite iſh 
to blame for't ; Shit down, ſhweet heart, ſhit down and 
ſklcep a lictle. | They bring —_ Overdoo « Chair. 

Ele. Madam, you are very welcome hither. 

Kuo. Yes, and you ſhall ſee very good Vapours. 

Fuſ. Here is my Care come! I like to ſee him in fo 
good Company ; and yet I wonder that perſons of ſuch 
Faſhion ſhould reſort hither ! [ By Edgworth. 

Edg. This is a very private houſe, Madam. 

| The Cut-purſe courts Miſtrs Little-wit. 

Lan. Will it pleaſe your Ladyſhip fit, Madam ? 

Win. Yes, Goodman. They do fo all to be Madam 
me, I think they think me a very Lady ! 

Edg. What elſe Madam ? 

Win. Muſt I put off my Mask to him ? 

Edg. O, by no means. | 

Wm. How ſhould my Husband know me then ? 

Kno. Husband ? an idle Vapour ; he muſt not know 
you, nor you him ; there's the erue Vapour. 

Fuſ. Yea, I will obſerve more of this: is this a Lady, 
friend ? 

IWhi. 1, and dat is anoder Lady, ſhweet heart 3 if dou 
haſht a mind to 'em, give me Twelve pence trom tee, 
and dou ſhalt have eder-oder on 'em. 

Fuſ. 1? This will prove my chieteſt Enormity: 1 will 
follow this. 

Edg. Is not this a finer Life, Lady, than to be clogg'd 
with a Husband ? 

IVin. Yes, a great deal. When will they begin, trow ? 
in the Name o' the Motion ? 

Eds. By and by, Madam; they ſtay but for Com- 

any. 

F A Do you hear, Pupper-Maſter, theſe are tedious 
Vapours; when begin you ? | 

Lan. We tay but for Maſter Lettle-wit , the Au- 
thor, who is gone for his Wife; and we begin pre- 

ſently. 
Win. That's I, that's I. 

Edg. That was you, Lady 3 but now you are no ſuch 
poor thing. 

Kno. Hang the Amthor's Wife, a running Vapour! 
here be Ladies will ſtay for ne're a Delia o 'em all, 

Whi. But hear me now, here iſh one o' de Ladiſh a 
ſhlcep, ſtay till ſhee but vake, man. 

Waſ. How now, Friends ? what's here to do ? 

Fil. Two pence a piece, Sir, the belt Motion in the 
Fair, [ The Door keepers again. 


Waſ. I believe youlie; if you do, Pll have my money 
again, and beat you. 

Win. Numps is Come !: 

Waſ. Did you ſee a Maſter of mine come in here, a 
call Y oung Squire of Harrow 0* the Hill, Maſter Bartho!- 
mew Cokes ? 

Fil. I think there be ſuch a one within. 

Waſ. Look he be, you were beſt : but it is very like- 
ly : I wonder I found him not at all the ceſt. I ha 
been at the Eagle, and the Black Wolf, and the Bul 
with the Five Legs, and Two Pizzles : (He was a 
Calf at Uxbridge Fair Two Years agone:) And at 
the Dogs that daunce the Morrice, and the Hair ©? 
the Taber ; and miſt him at all theſe ' Sure this muſt 
needs be ſome fine Sight, that holds him ſo, if it 
have him. 

Cok. Come, come, are you ready now ? þ 
Lan. Preſently, Sir. : 

Waſ. Hoyday, he's at work in his Doublet and Hoſe ; 
Do you hear, Sir? are you imploy'd, that you are bare 
headed, and fo buſie ? 

Cok. Hold your peace, Numps; you ha' been i” the 
Stocks, I hear. 

VVa/. Do's he know that ? Nay, then the Date of my 
Authority is out; I muſt think no longer to reign, my 
Government is at an end. He that will corre& another 
muſt wane faule in himſelf. | 
Win-w. Sententious Numps ! I never heard fo much 
from him before. 

Lan. Sure Maſter Little-wit will not come ; pleaſe 
you take your place, Sir, we'll begin. 

Cok. I pray thee do, mine Ears long to be at it; and 
my _ too. O Numps, i” the Stocks, Numps ? where's 
your Sword, Numps ? 

Waſ. I pray you intend your Game, Sir, let me 
alone. 

Cok. Well then, we are quit for all. Come, fit down, 
Numps ; I'll interpret to thee : Did you fee Miſtris 
Grace ? It's no matter neither, now I think on't, tell 
me anon. 

Win-w. A great deal of Love and Care he ex- 
preſles. | 
Gre. Alas! would you have him to expreſs more than 
he has? that were Tyranny. 

Cok. Peace, ho; now, now. 


Lan. Gentiles that no longer yott Expettations may wander, 
Bebold our chief Attor, amorozs Leander. 
With a great deal of Cloth, lapp'd about bim like a Scarf, 
For he yet ſerves bus Father, a Dyer at Puddle-Whart, 
Which place we'll make bold with, to call it our Abidus, 
As the Bankide is our Seſtos ; and let it not be deny d ws. 
Now as be 1s beating, tro make the Dye take the fuller, 
Who chances to come by, but Fair Hero, i a Sculler ;; 
And ſeeing Leander*s naked Leg, and goodly Calf, 
Caſt at bim from the Boat @ Sheeys Eye and an half. 
Now ſhe is landed, and the Sculler come back, 
By and by you ſhall ſee what Leander dth lack. , 

Pup. IL. Cole, Cole, Old Cole. 

Lan. That is the Sculler's Name, without controle. 

Pup. L. Cole, Cole, 1 ſay, Cole. 

Lan. We do hear you. 

Pup. L. Old Cole. 

Lan, Old Cole? Is the.Dyer twrn'd Collier? how do yeu (ell? 

Pup. L. A Pox &your manners, kiſs my bole here, and ſmell. 

Lan. Kiſs your hole and ſmell? there's manners indeed. 

Pup. L. Why, Cole, I ſay, Cole. 

Lan. I's the Sculler you need. 

Pup.L. 1, and be hang'd. 
Lan. Be hang'd ; look you yonder. 

Old Cole, you muſt go hang with Maier Leander. 

Pup. C. Where #s he ? 


Pup. L. Here. Cole : What Faireft of Fairs, 
| Was that Fare that thou landejt but now at Trigs Stairs? 
Cok, 
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Cok. What was that fellow? Pray thee tell me, I ſcarce 
underſtand em. 


—— 


o* the Stocks ſtill. Do not think on't, I have for- 
got it ; 'tis but a Nine Days Wonder, Man ; let it not 


Lan. Leander do's ask, Sir, what faireſt of Fairs, 
Was the Fare be landed but now at Trigs Stairs ? 
Pup. C. It « lovely Hero. 
Pup. L. Nero ? 
Pup. C. No, Hero. 
Lan. It « Hero. 
Of the Bank-ſide, he ſaith, to tell you truth, without erring, 
I: come over into Filh-Street, to eat ſome Freſh Herring. 
Leander /ays ne more, but as faſt as be can, 
Get: on al! hs «Ft Clothes, and will after to the Swan. 
Ck, Nloit admirable good, ts't not ? 
Lan. Stay, Sculler. 
Pup. C. IWhat ſay you? 
Lan. Yeu muſt ſtay for Leander, 
And carry b:m to the Wench. 
Pup. C. 7. Regne, I am no Pandar. 
Cok. He lays he is no Pandar. 'Tis a fine Language ; I 
underſtand it now. 
Lan. Are you no Pandar, Goodman Cole ? Here's no Man 
Jays you are : 
Yow'll grow a hot Cole, it ſcems, pray you ſtay for your Fare. 
Pup. C- Will be come away ? 
Lan. What do you (ay? 
Pup. C. I de bo him come away. : 
Lea. Would you ha' Leander come away ? why pray” Sir, 


You are angry, Grodman Cole ; 1 believe the Fair Maid 
Came o'r 9 jou a truſt : tell ms Sculler, are you paid. 

Pup. C. 7+s, Goodman Hogrubber, o' Pickt-batch. 

Lan. H:w ? Hogrubber o Pickt-hatch ? 

Pup. C. 1 Hogrubber « Pickt hatch. Take you that. 

[The Puppet ſtrikes bim over the Pate. 

Lan, O, my Head ! 

Pup. C. Harm watch, harm catch. 

Cck. Harm watch, harm catch, he fays : Very 
good ? faith, the Sculler had like to ha* knock'd you, 
Sirrah. | 

Lan. Yes, but that his Fare call'd him away. 

Pup. L. Row apace, row apace, row, row, T0w, row, 

row. 

Lan, You are knaviſhly loaden, Sculler, take beed where 

CH Os 

Pup. c. Knavve i your Face, Goodman Rogue. 

Pup. L. Row, row, row, row, row, row. 

Cck. He ſaid, Knavte i” your Face, Friend. 

Lan. I, Sir, I heard him. Burt there's no talking to 
thele Water-men, they will ha' the laſt word. 

Cok. God's my lifz! I am not allied to the Sculler 
yet ; he ſhall be Dauphin my Boy. But my Fiddle-tick 
do's fildle in and out too much: I pray thee ſpeak to 
him on't: Tell him, 1 would have him carry in my 
ſight more. 

Li». I pray you be content ; you'll have enough on 
him, Sir. 

New, Gentiles, I take it, here is none of you ſo ſtupid, 
But that Jeu bave beard of a Little God of Love call'd 
Cupid. 
VVhe cut of Kindneſ; to Leander, bearing be but ſaw her, 

This preſent day and bor doth turn bimſelf to a Drawer. 
And becauſe he would have their firſt Mecting to be merry, 

He *ftrikes Hero in love 0 bim with a Pint of Sherry. 
VVhich he tells ber from amorors Leander is ſent ber, 

VVho after bim, into the Room of Hero doth venture. | 

[ Pup. Leander goes into Miſtris Hero's Room. 

Pup. Jo. 4 Pint of Sack, ſcore « Pint of Sack # the 


erouble thee. 

Waſ. 1 would the Stocks were about your Neck, Sir ; 
condition I hung by the Heels in them till the Wonder 
were off from you, wich all my heart. 

Cck. Well ſaid, refoluce Numps : But hark you friend, 
where is the friendſhip all this while between my Drum 
Damon, and my Pipe Pythias ? 

Len. You ſhall ſee by and by, Sir. 

Cok, You think my Hobby-horlſe is forgotten, too; no, 
I'll ſee *em all enact before I go; I ſhall not know which 
to love beſt elſe. 

Kno. This Gallant has interrupting Vapours, trouble- 
ſome Vapours ; Whit, puff with him. 

VVbit. No, I pre dee, Captain, let him alone. Heis 
a Child ?' faith, 1a”. 

Lan. Now Gentiles, to the Friends, who in Number are Two, 
and lodg'd in that Ale-bouſe, in which Fair Hero do's do. 
Damon ( for ſome kindneſs dene him the laſt VVeek) 

Is come, Fair Hero, in Fiſh-ſtreet, this morning to ſeek : 
Pychuas do's ſmell the Knavery of the Meeting, 

nd now you ſhall ſee their true friendly greeting. 

-* 4 Pi. You VVhbore-maſterly Slawe, you. 

Cck. Whore-maſlterly Slave, you ? very friendly and 
familiar, that. 

Pup. Da. VVhore-maſter ? thy Face, 

Thou baſt lien with ber thy ſelf, I'll prove't i” this place, 

Cock. Damon lays Pythias has licn with her himſelf, he'll 
prove't in this place. 

Lan. They are VVheore maſters both, Sir, that's a plain 

Caſe. 

Pup. Pi. You hie, like a Rogue. 

Lan. Do I le, like a Rogue ? 

Pap. Pi. A Pimp, and a Scab. 

Lan. A Pimp, and a Scab ? 

I [Ys berween you, you bave both but one Drab. 
1p. Da. You lie again. 
Lan. Do I lie again ? 
| Pup. Da. Like @ Regue again. 
Lan. Like a Rogue again ? 
Pup. Pi. And you are a Pimp again. 
Cok. And you are Pimp again, he ſays. 
=_ Da. And a Scab again. 
Cck. And a Scab again, he ſays. 

Lan. And I ſay again, you are both VV bore maſters again. 
And you have both but one Drab again. | They fight. 

Pup. Da. Pi. Doſt thou, doft thou, doFt thou * 

Lan, VVhat, beth at once ? 

Pup. P. Down with him, Damon. 

Pup. D. Pink his Guts, Pythias. 

Lan.../Vbat, ſo malicious ? 

WVill ye murder me, Matters both, i my own Houſe ? 

Cck. Ho! well ated, my Drum ; well acted, my Pipe, 
well acted ſtill, 

VVaſ. Well acted, with all my heart. 

Lan. Hold, hold your Hands. 

Cek. I, both your Hands, for my ſake! for you ha' both 
done well. 

Pup. D. Gramercy, pure Pythias. 

Pup. P. Gramercy, dear Damon. 

Cck. Gramercy to you both, my Pipe and my Drum. 

Pup. P. D. Come, now we'l! togetber to breakfast to Hero. 

Lan. *Tis well you can now go to breakfa#t ro Hero, 

Tou bave grven me my break/ait, with a hone and honero. 
Cok. How is't friend, ha* they hurt thee ? 
Lan. Q, no ! 


Conney. 


Cck. Sack? you ſaid but een now it ſhould be Sherry. | 


8 
' 


Pup. Jo. hy /o it is 3 Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. 
Cok. Sherry, Sherry, Sherry, 
me merry. I nwſt have a Name tor Cupid too. Lt 


By my Troth he makes ; 


Berween you and I, Sir, we do but make ſhow. 
Thus, Gentiles, you perceive, wuhout any denial, 
'Twixt Damon and Pychias bere, Friendſlyps true tryal. 
Tho heurly they quarrel thus, and roar each with other, 
They fight you no more than do's Brother with Brother. 


me fee, thou might'ſt help me now, an' thou would- , But friendly together, at the next Man they meet, 


elt, Numps, at a dead liit; but thou art dreaming 


They tet fly their Anger, as here you might ſee't. 1 
, 
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Cok. Well, we have ſeen't; and thou haſt felt it, what- 
ſozver thou fayeſt. What's next ? whar's next ? 
Lea. This while young 1.cander, with fair Hero is drink. 
my 
is , Hero grown drunk, to any mans thinking ! 
Tit was it not three Pints of Sherry could flaw ber, 
ti] Cupid diſtingu/ſh'd ike Jonas the Drawer, 
From under bis Apron, where his lechery lurks, 
put love in ber Sack. Now mark how it works. 
Pup. H. O Leander Leander, my dear my dear Leander, 
I'll for ever be thy Gooſe, ſo thou'lt be my Gander. 
Cok, Excellently well faid, Fiddle, ſhe'll ever be his 
Gooſe, 1o hell be her Gander: was't not fo ? 
Lan. Yes, Sir, but mark his anſwer, now. 
Pup. L. And ſweeteſt of Geeſe, before [ go to Bed, 
[ll [fwim o're the 'Thames, my Gooſe, thee to tread. 
Cok. Brave ' he will ſwim o're the Thames, and tread 
his Goole to night, he ſays. 
Lan. I, peace, Sir, they'll be angry, if they hear 
you caves-dropping, now they are ſetting their match. 
Pup. L. But leſt the Thames ſhould be dark, my Gooſe, 
my dear Friend, 
let thy Window be provided of a Candles end. 
Pup. H. Fear not, my Gander, I proteſt, I ſhould handle 
my matters wery ill, if I bad not @ whole Candle. 
Pup. L. IVell then, look to't, and kiſs me to Boot. 
Lan. Now, bere come the Friends again, Pythias, and 
Damon, ' {Damon and Pythias enter. 
and under their Clokes, they have of Bacon, a Gammon. 
Pup. P. Drawer, fill ſome Wine here. 
Lan. How, ſome Wine there 
there's company already, Sir, pray forbear ! 
Pup. D. *Tis Hero. 
Lan. Yes, but ſhe will not be taken, 
after Sack,and freſh Herring with youos Dunmow:- bacon. 
Pup. P. You lye, it's Weſtfabian. 
Lan. Weſtphalian you ſhould ſay. 
Pup. D. If you bold not your peace, you are a Coxcomb, 
I would ſay, | Leander and Hero are king. 
Pup. What*s bere ? what's here ? kiſs, kiſs, upon kiſs. 
Lan. I, Wherefore ſhould they not ? what harm is in this? 
"tis Miftris Hero. 
Pup. D. Miſtris Hero's a whore. 
Lan.ls ſhe a whore ? keep you quiet ,or Sir Knave out of door. 
Pup. D. Knave out of door ? 
Pup. H. Yes, Knave out of door. 
Pup. D. VVhore out of door. 
Pup. H. I ſay, Knave, out of door. 
Pup. D. I ſay, Whore out of door. 
Pup. P. Tea, ſo ſay I too. 
Pup. H. Kiſs the whore o the Arſe. 
Lan. Now you ba" ſomething to do : 
you muſt kiſs her o the Arſe, ſhe ſays. 
Pup. D. P. Sowe will, ſo we will. 
Pup. H. O, my Hanches, O my Hanches, hold, bold. 
Lan. Stand'ſ# thow fill ? 
Leander, where art thou? ſtand'ſ# thou ftill like a Sot, 
and not offer"ſt to break both their Heads with a Pot * 
See who's at thine Elbow, there ! Puppet Jonas and Cupid. 
Pup. 1. Upon 'em Leander, be not /o ſtupid. | They fgbr. 
Pup. L. You Goat-bearded Slave ! 
Pup. D. You whore-maſter Knave. 
Pup. L. Thou art a whore-maſtcr. 
Pup. I. VVhore-maſters all. 
Lan, See, Cupid with a word has tane up the brawl. 
Kno. Theſe be fine Vapours ! 
Cok. By this good day, they fight bravely ! do they nor, 
Pumps ? 
ys Yes, they lack'd but you to their ſecond all this 
winyIe, 
Lan. This tragical encounter, falling out thus to buſie us, 
It raiſes up the Ghoſt of their Friend Dionyhus : 
Not like a Monarch, but the Maſter of a School, 
In a Scriveners furr'd Gown, which ſhews be is no Fool. 


[ Here the Puppets 
quarrel and fall 
together by the 
Ears. 


For therein he hath wit enough to keep bimſel(” warm. 
O Damon he cries, and Pythias ; what harm, 
Hath poor Dionylius done you in bits Grave, 
That after his death you fhou!d fall out thus and rave, 
And call amorozs L,cander whore-maſter Knave ? 
Pup. D. I cannot, 1 will not, I promiſe you endure it. 


AR V. Scene V. 


To them Buly. 


BY: Down with Dagon, down with Dagon: 'tis I, 
will no longer endure your Profanations. 

Lan. What mean you, vir ? 

Bu/. 1 will remove Dagon there, I ſay, that 1dol, that 
heatheniſh 14s, that remains (as I may ſay) a Beam, a 
very Beam, not a Beam of the Sun, nor a Beam of the 
Moon, nor a Beam of a Ballance, neither a Houle- 
Beam, nor a Weavers Beam, but a Beam in the Eye, in 
the Eye of the Brethren; a very great Beam, an exceed- 
ing great Beam ſuch as are your Stage-players, Rimers, 
and Morriſe-dancers, who have walked hand in hand, in 
contempt of the Brethren, and the Cauſe; and been born 
out by Inſtruments of no mean Countenance. 

Lan. Sir, I preſent nothing but what is licensd by 
Authority. 

Buſ. "Thou art all Licenſe, even Licentiouſneſs it ſelf, 
Shimet ! 

Lan. T have the Maſter of the Revell's hand for't, Sir. 

Buſ. The Maſter of Rebells hand, thou haſt Satar's ! 
hold chy peace, thy ſcurrility, ſhut up thy Mouth, thy 
Profethon is damnable, and in pleading tor ir, chou doſt 
plead for Baal. ,I have long opened my Mouth wide, 
and gaped, I have gaped as the Oyſter for the Tide,atter 
thy deſtruction : bur cannot compals it by fure or -dif- 
pute ; ſo that I look tor a Bickering, ere long, and then 
a Bartel. 

Kno. Good Banbury V apours. 

Cok. Friend, you'ld have an ill match on't, if you 
bicker with him here, though he be no Man © the Filt, 
he has Friends that will go to Cutts tor him. Numps, will 
not you take our ſide 

Eds. Sir, it ſhall not need, in my Mind he offers him 
a fairer Courſe, to end ic by diſputation : haſt thou no- 
thing to ſay for thy ſelf, in defence of thy quality ? 

Lan. Faith, Sir, I am not well ſtudied in theſe Con- 
troverſies, between the Hypocrites and us. But here's 
one of my Motion, Puppet Diony/ius, ſhall undertake him, 
and Pl! venture the cauſe on'r. 

L Cok, Who ? my Hobby-horſe 2 will he diſpute wich 
im 2? | 
Lan. Yes, Sir, and make a Hobby-Afs of him, I hope. 

Cok. That's excellent! indeed he looks like the beft 
Scholar of *em all. Come, Sir, you mult be as good as 
your word now. 

Buſ. 1 will not fear to make my Spirit and Gifts 
known ! afliſt me Zeal, fill me, fill nze, chat is, make 
me tull. 

IVin-w. What a deſperate, profane wretch is this! 
is there any Ignorance or Impudence like his? to call 
his zeal to fill him againſt a Fuppet * 

9a. I know no ficter match then a Puppet to commut 
with an Hypocrite ' 

Buſ. Yiclt, I ſay unto thee Idol, thou haſt no Callag. 

Pop. D. Yowlie, I am call'd Dionyſus. ; 

Lan, The Motion ſays, you lye, he is call'd Dienifizs 
the matter, and to that callmg he anlwers. 

Buſ. I mean no vocation, [doll, no preſent lawtul Calling. 

Pup. D. 1s yours @ lawful Calling ? 

Lan. The Motion asketh, if yours be a lawtul Calling ? 

Buſ. Yes, mine is of the Spirit. 

Pup. D. Then Idol & @ [awful Calling. 

Lan. He ſays, then 1d! is a lawful Calling ! for you 


[OE 


Il'd him 14o/, and your Callimg is of the Spirit. 
T: * tonne F' Cob. Well 
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Cok. Well diſpured Hobby-horle ! 

Bu/: Take not part with the wicked young Gallant. 
, He neygheth and hinneyeth, all is but hinnying Sophi- 
firy. 1 call him Idel again. Yet, I ſay, his Calling, tis 
Profeflion is profane, it is profane, 1d-l. 

Pup. D. It :s not profane ! 

Lan. It is not protane, he ſays. 

Buſ. Ir is profane. 

Pup. 4t ts not profane. 

Buſ. It is profane. 

Pup. Ir is not profane. 

Lan. Well ſaid, confute him with nor, ſtill. 
not bear him down with your baſe noiſe, Sir. 

Buſ. Nor he me, with his treble creeking, though he 
creek like the Chariot Wheels of Satan; I am zcalous 
for the Cauſe 

Lan. As a Dog for a Bone. ; 

Buſ. And I ay, it is profane, as being the Page of 
Pride, and the waiting Woman ot Vanuy. 

Pup. D. Yea? what ſay you to your Trre-women, then? 

Lan. Good. 

Pup. Or Feather-makers i the Fryers, that are o* your 
fattion of faith ? Are not they, with their Perrukes, and their 
Puffs, thetrr Fans, and their Huffs, as much Pages of Pride, 
and waiters upon Vanity ? what ſay you? what ſay you? 
what ſay you ? 

Buſ. I will not anſwer for them. 

Pup. Becauſe you cannot, becauſe you cannot. Is a Bugle- 
maker @ lawful Calling ? « the Confe&-makers ? ſuch 
yeu bave there ? or your French Faſhioner? you'd have all 
the Sin within your ſelves, would you net * would you not ? 

Bu/. No, Dagon. 

Pup. VVhat then, Dagonet ? « a Puppet worſe than theſe ? 

Buſ. Yes, and my main Argument againſt you, is, 
that you are an abomination : for the Male, among you, 
putteth on the Appareb of the Female, and the Female of 
the Male. 

Pup. Tus lye, you Lye, you lye abominably. 

oo Good, by my Troth, he has given him the lye 
enrice. 

Pup. It is your old ſtale Agument againſt the Players, but 
it will not hold againſt the Puppets ; for we have neitber Male 
ner Female amongſt w. And that thou may ſt ſee, if thou 
wilt, like a malicious purblind zeal as thou art ! 

[The Puppet takes up bis Garment. 

Edg. By my faith, there he has anſwer'd you, Friend, 
by plain demonſtration. 

Pup. Nay, 1 prove againſt ere @ Rabbin of *«m all, that 
my ſtanding is as lawful as his; that I ſpeak by inſpiration, 
as well as be ;, that I have as little to do with learning as be ; 
and do ſcorn her helps as much as he. 

Buſ. T am confuted, the Cauſe hath failed me. 
Pup. Then be converted, be converted. 
Lan. Be converted, I pray you, and let the Play go 


Buſ. Let it go on. For I am changed, and will be- 

come a beholder with you ! 

Cok. That's brave i! faith, thou haſt carried it away, 

Hobby-horſe, on with the Play ! 

2 pf Nay, now do I forbid, I am Adam Overdoo | fit 
II, I charge you. | The Fuſtice diſcovers him{elf. 
Cok. hes, wy Brother p pts 4 4 aud 
Gra. My wiſe Guardian ! 

Edg. Juſtice Overdoo | 
Fu/. It is time to take Enormity by the Fore head, 
and brand it ; for I have diſcover'd enough. 


You can- 


ON 


Act V. Scene VI. 


To them, Quarlons, (like the Madman) Purecraft, (a while 
_ obm : To them Trouble-all , Urſla, Nightin- 
gale. 


Uar. Nay, come Miſtris Bride ; you muſt do as 
I do, now. You muſt be mad wich me, in truth, 
[ have here Fuſtice Overdeo for it. 

Ju/. Peace, good Trcuble-all ; come hither, and you 
ſhall crouble none. I will take the charge of you, and 
your Friend too ; you alſo, young Man ſhall be my cate, 
ſtand there. To the Cut purſe, and Miſtris Little-wit, 

Edg. Now, mercy upon me. 

Kno. Would we were away, VV, theſe are dange- 
rous Vapours, belt fall off with our Birds for fear o' the 
Cage. The reſt are ſtealivg away, 

Jo. Stay, isnot my name your terror ? 

Viki. Yelh faith Man, and it iſh for tat we would 
be gone Man. 

Fob. O Gentlemen ! did you not ſee a Wife of mine ? 
| ha” loſt my little Wife, as I ſhall be truſted : my little 
pretty VVin. I left her at the great Woman's Houſe in 
eruſt yonder, the Pig-womans, with Captain Jordan, 
and Caprain Y/hir, very good Men, and I cannot hear 
of her. Pocr Fool, I fear ſhe's ſtepp'd alide. Mother, 
did you not ſee VVm? 

Fuſ. If this Grave Matron be your Mother, Sir, 
ſtand by her, Er digito, compeſce labellum, I may perhaps 
Spring a Wile for you, anon. Brother Barthol[mew, I 
am fadly ſorry, to ſee you 1o lightly given, and ſuch a 
Diſciple of enormity, with your grave Governour Hum- 
þbrey : but ſtand you both there, in the middle Place; I 
will reprehend you in your Courſe. Miſtris Grace, - le 
me reſcue you out of the hands of the ſtranger. 

VVin-w. Pardon me, Sir, | am a Kinſman of hers. 

7uſ. Are you ſo? of., what name, Sir ? 

Win-w. Wimwife, Sir. 

7uſ. Maſter VV inwife } I hope you have won no Wife 
of her, Sir. If you have, I will examine the poflibili- 
ty of it, at fit leiſure. Now, ro my Enormities : look 
upon me, O Lendon | and fee me, O Smithfield | The ex- 
ample of Fuſtice, and Mirror of Magiſtrates : the true top 
of Formality, and ſcourge of Enormity. Hearken un- 
to my /abeurs, and but — my diſcoveries; and com- 
pare Hereules with me, if thou dar'ſt, of old ; or Cs 
lumbus, Magellan, or our Country-man Drake of later 
times : ſtand forth you V Veeds of Enormity, and ſpread. 
Firlt, Kabby Buſy, thou ſuperlunatical Hypo- 
crite, next, thou other Extremity, thou 
profane Profeſſor of Puppetry, little better 
than Peetyy : then thou ſtrong Debaucher 
=_ mn 4 of _— witneſs this eaſie —_— 
and honeſt young Man : now thou E/quire Av 1 x 
of Dames, Madams, and Cy La- Whimd 26: 
dies : now my green Madem her ſelf, of 
the price. Let me unmask your — 

ob. O my VVite, my VVife, my Vife ! 

Fuſe. Is ſhe your VVite ? Redde re H, 

Tro, By your leave, ſtand by my Maſters, be unco- 
yer'd. ; [ Enter Trouble-all. 

Urſ. O ſtay him, ſtay him, help to cry, Nightingale; 
my Pan, my Pan. 

Fuſ. What's the matter ? 

Nig. He has ſtoln Gammar Urſia's Pan. 

Tro, Yes, and I fear no Man but Juſtice Overdoo. 

Tuſ. Urſla ? where is ſhe? O the Sow of Enormity, 
this ! welcome, ſtand you there ; you, Songſter, there. 

[To Urſla and Nightingale. 

Urſ. An' pleaſe your Worlhip, I am in no fault: A 
Gentleman ſtripp'd him in my Booth, and borrow'd his 
Gown, and his Hat; and he ran away with my Goods 


Fu. Then 


To Buſy, 
To Lantern, 
To the Horſe- 
Courſer, and 
Cut-purſe. 


artem ! 


| here for it. 
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Fuſ. Then this is the true Mad-man, and you are the 
Enormity ! To Quarlous. 

9us. You are i the right, I am mad, but trom the 
Gown outward. 

Fuſ. Stand you there. 

Qua. Where you pleaſe, Sir. 

Over. O lend me a Baſon, I am ſick, I am fick ; 
where's Mir. Over-doo? Bridget, call hither my- Adam. 

[ Miſtris Over-doo # ſick, and ber Husband 1s ſilenc'd- 

Je. How ? 

Whi. Dy very own Wife, 7 fait, worſhipful Adam. 

Over. Will not my 44am come at me ? ſhall I fee 
him no more then * 

9ua. Sir, why do you not go on with the Enormity ? 
are you oppreſt with it? I'll help you : Hark you, vir, 
i? your Ear, your Innocent Young Man, you have tane ſuch 
care of all this day, is a Cut-pwr/e ; that hath got all your 
Brother Cokes his things, and help'd you to your beating, 
and the Stocks; if you have a mind to hang him now, 
and ſhew him your Magiſtrates Wit, you may : but I 
ſhould think it were better recovering the Goods, and to 
ſave your Eſtimation in him. I thank you, Sir, for the 
Gift of your Hard, Mrs. Grace : Look you, here is your 
Hand and Seal, by the way. Mr. Win-wife give you 
Joy, you are Palemon, you are polleſt o* the Gentlewo- 
man, but ſhe muſt pay me value, here's Warrant for it. 

And, honeſt mad man, there's thy Gown and 
Tothe Wi- Capagain; I thank thee tor my Wite. Nay, 
dow. ] can be mad, Sweet Heart, when I pleaſe 

ſtill; never fear me : And careful Numps, 
where's he ? I thank him tor my Licence. 

VVaf. How! [ Waſpe miſſeth the Licence. 

va. *Tis true, Numps. 

VVaf. Ill be hang'd then. 

Qua. Look i' your Box, Numps; nay, Sir, ſtand not 
you fixt here, like a Stake in Finsbury, to be ſhot at, or 
the Whipping-poſt the Fair, but get your Wite out o'the 
Air, it will make her worſe elſe ; nd remember you are 


but Adem, Flcſh and Blood | you have your frailty, for- 


get your other Name of Over-doo, and invite us all to 


ſupper. There you and I will compare our Diſcoveries ; 
and drown the memory of all Enormity in your bigg'ſt 
Bowl at home. 

Cok. How now, Numps, ha* you loſt it? I warrant 
was when thou wert i” the Stocks: Why doft nor 
ſpeak? 

VVaſ. I will never ſpeak while I live again, for oughe 
I know. 

7uſ. Nay, Humphrey, if 1 be patient, you muſt be fo 
too 3 this pleaſant conceited Gentleman hath wrought 
upon my Judgment, and prevail'd : I pray you take care 
of your ſick Friend, Miltris Alice, and my good Friends 


all 


Qua. And no Enormities. 

Fu/. 1 invite you home with me to my Houſe to ſup- 
per: I will have none fear to go along, for my intents are 
Ad correttionem, non ad deſtruttionem ; ad edificandum, non 
ad diruendum: So lead on. 

Cok. Yes, and bring the Aors along, we'll ha'the reſt 
o* the Play at home. 


The EPILOGUE. 
_—_—— Majeſty hath ſeen the Play, and you 


Can beſt allow it from your Ear and View. 
You know the Scope of IWriters, and what ſtore 
Leave « given them, if they take not more, 
Ana turn it mo Licence : you can tell, 
If we bave w'd that Leave you gave us, well : 
Or whether we to Rage, or Licence break, 
Or be propbane, or make prophane Men =_m ? 
Thus i your Power to judge (Great Sir) and not 
The Envy of a few. Which if we have gct, 
We value le{s what their diſlike can bring, 
If it ſo bappy be i bave pleas'd the King. 
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THE 


INDUCTION. 


The ProtoGue enters, 


After him, Goſſip Mirth, Goſſip Tattle, 


Prologue. | 

" Mirth. Come Goſſip, be mot aſham'd. The 

Play # the Stiles of News, and you are the Miſtris and 

Lady of Tattle ; let's ha* your Opinion of it. Do you bear, 

Gentleman ? what are you ? Gentleman Uſher to the Play ? 
Pray you help ws to ſome Stools here. . 
rologue. V/here ? 0 the Stage, Ladies ? 

Mirth. Yes, o the Stage ; we are Perſons of Quality, I 
aſſure you, and VVomen of Faſhion ; and come to ſee, an 
to be ſeen. My Geſſip Tattle here, and Geſſip ExpeRation, 
and my Goſſip Ceniure, and 1 am Mirth, the Daughter of 
Chriſtmas, and Spirit of Shroveride. They ſay, It's mer- 
ry when Goſlips meet; 1 hope your Play will be a merry 
ene. 

Prologue. Or you will make it ſuch, Ladies. Bring a 
Form here. But what will the Noblemen think , or the 
grave VV its bere, to ſee you ſeated on the Bench thus ? 

Mirth. VVky, what ſhould they thimk ? but that they bad 
Mothers, as we had ; and thoſe Mothers bad Goſſips (if their 
Children were chriſtned) as we are ;, and ſuch as had # lony- 
ing to ſee Plays, and ſit upou ther, as we do, and arraign 
beth them and therr Poets. 

Prologue._O ! Is that your purpoſe ? VVhy, Mrs. Mirth, 
end Madam Tattle, enjoy your Delights freely. 

Tattle. Look your News be new and freſh, Mr. Pro- 
logue, and untainted; I ſhall find them elſe, if they be ſtale, 
or fly blown, quickly. | 

Prologue. Ve ask no Favour from 
entreat of Madam Expectation ——— 

ExpeRation. V/hat, Mr, Prologne ? 

Prologue. That your Ladiſhip woald, expett no more than 
you underſtand. | os 

Expectation. Sir, ] can expect enough ! | 

Prologue. 1 fear, to much, Lady, and teach others to do 
the like. 

ExpeRation.- I can do that too, if I have cauſe. 

Prologue. Cry you mercy, you never did wrong, but 
with juſt cauſe. VVhat's ths, Lady ? 

Mirth, Curioſity, my Lady Cenſfure. 


F* your own ſake, not ours —— 


you ; only we would 


Gollip Expe#tation, and Goſlip Cenſure, 


Four Gentlewomen, Lady:-like attired. 


Prologue. O, Curioſity ! You come to ſee who wears the 
new Sute to day; whoſe Clothes are befÞ pemn'd, whatever 
the part be ; which Actor has the beft Leg and Foot ; what 
King plays without Cuffs, and bus rout without Gloves ; 
who rides Poſt in Stockings, and dances in Boots. 

Cenfure. Tes, and which amorows Prince makes love in 
drink, or does over-att prodigiouſly in beaten Sattin, and, 
baving got the trick on't, will be monſtrous ſtill, in deſpite 


d | of Counſel. 


Book-holder. Mend your Lights, Gentlemen. Maſter 
Prologue, beg. 

[The Tire-men' enter to mend the Lights. 

Tattle. Ay me ! 

ExpeRtation. VVhbo's that ? 

Prologue. Nay, ſftart not, Ladies 3 theſe carry no Fire- 
works tc fright you, but a Torch i their Hands, to give 
Light to the Buſmeſs. The truth  , there are a Set of 
Gameſters within, m travel of a thing call'd a Play, and 
would fain be delrver'd of it : and they have entreated me 
t6 be tberr Man-Midwite, the Prologue ; for they are like 
to have a hard Labour on't, 

k Tattle. Then the Poet bas abur'd bimſelf, like an Aſs as 
ew. 

Mirth. No, by Aors will abuſe him enough, or I am 
deceiv'd. Yonder be s within (I was i the Tiring-bouſe a 
while to ſee the Afors dreft) rolling himſelf up and down 
lrke aTun, i the midſt of *em, and ſpurges, never did Veſſ«! 
of Wort or Wine work ſo! His Sweating put me in mind of 
a good Shroving Diſh ( and 1 believe would be taken up for 
a Service of State ſomewhere, an't were known) a {tew'd 
Poet ! He deth fit like an unbracd Drum, with one of bs 
Heads beaten out ; for that you muFt note, a Poet hath two 
Heads, as a Drum has ; one for making, the other repeating ; 
and bus ar, Head u all to pieces ; they may gather it 
up i the Tiring-bouſe ; for he bath torn the Book in a Poetical 


Fury, and put himſelf to ſilence in dead Sack, which, were 
there no other Vexation, were ſnfficient to make bim the moſt 


| miſerable Emblem of Patience, 
Cenſure, The Prologue, peace. 


THE 


The PROLOGUE fr tte ST AGE. 


| heb your own ſakes, not his, he bad me ſay, 
Would you were come to hear, not (ee a Play. 
Though we, his Aors, mult = for thoſe 
Who are our Gueſts here, in the way of Shows, 
The Maker hath not fo; held have you wile, 
Much rather by your Ears, than by your Eyes ; 
And prays, youll not prejudge his Play for ill, 
Becauſe you mark it not, and fir nor ſtill 

Burt have a Longing to ſalute, or calk 

With ſuch a Female, and from her to walk 

With your Diſcourſe, to whart is done, and where, 
How, and by whom, in all the Town, bur here. 
Alas! what is it to his Scene, to know 

How many Coaches in Hide-park did ſhow 

Laſt Spring, what Fare to day at Medley's was, 

It Dunſtan or the Phenix beſt Wine has? 
They are things— Burt yet the Stage might ſtand as well, 
If ic did neither hear theſe things, nor tell. 

Great noble Wits, be good unto your elves, 

And make a difference 'twixt Poerick Elves, 

And Poets : All that dabble in the Ink, 

And defile Quills, are not thoſe few, can think, 
Conceive, expreſs, and ſteer the Souls of Men, 

As with a Rudder, round thus, with their Pen. 
He muſt be one that can inſtruct your Youth, 

And keep your Acme in the ſtate of Truth, 

Muſt encerpriſe this Work ; mark but his Ways, 
Whar Flight he makes, how new : And then he ſays, 
It that nor like you, that he ſends to night, 

Tis you have left ro judge, not he to write. 


The PROLOGUE for the COURT. 


Work not ſmelling of the Lamp, to night, 
A But fitted for Your Majeſty's Diſport, 
And writ to the Meridian of Your Court, 
He bring ; and hope it may produce Delight : 
The rather, being offered as a Rite, 
4 To Scholars, that can judge, and fair report 
The Senſe they hear, ho the vulgar ſort 
Of Nut-crackers, that only come for ſight. 
IWherein, although our Title, Sir, be News ; 
We yet adventure here to tell You none ; 
But ſhew You Common Follies, and ſo known, 
That though they are not Truths, th amocen; Mule 
Hath made ſo like, as Phant fie could them ſtate, 
Or Poetry, without Scandal, imitate. 


THE 


THE 


TA 
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A& I. Scene I, 
Peny- Boy Tu, Lether-lrg, 


His Shoemaker has pull'd 1 a new Pair of Boott ;, and 
he walk: in bis Gown, Waſtcoat, awd Trouſers, expett- 
ing bis Taylor. 

Ramercy Letherleg : Get we the Spurrier, 
And thou haſt fitted me. Ler.Plldo't preſently. 
P, = _—_ to me, Wit, and look to my V Vit, 
nd, 
That is, look on me, and with all thine Eyes, 
Male, Female, yea, Hermaphroditick Eyes, 
And thoſe bring all your helps and Perſpicills, 
To fee me at belt advantage, and augment 
My Form asI come torth, for I do feel 
I will be one, worth looking atter, ſhortly. 
Now, by and by, that's ſhortly. *c ſtrikes ! One, Two, 
| He draws forth bis Watch and ſets it on the Table. 
Three, Four, Five, Six. Enough, enough, dear V Vatch, 
Thy Pulſe hath beat enough. Now ſleep and reſt ; 
VVould thou could{t make the Time to do fo too : 
I'll wind the up no more. The hor is come 
So long expected ! There, there, drop my V Vardſhip, 
[ He throws off his Gown. 
My Pupillage and Vaſſalage together. 
And Liberty, come throw thy 1elf about me, 
In a Tich Sute, Cloak, Hat, and Band, for now 
I'll fus out no Mans Livery, but mine own, 
I ſtand on my own Feet, fo much a year, 
Right, round, and ſound, the Lord of mine own Ground, 
And (to Rime to it) Threeſcore thouſand Pound ! 
Not come ? Not yet ? Taylor, thou art a Vermine, 
| He goes to the Door and looks. 
VVorſe than the ſame thou profecur'ſt, and prick'ſt 
In ſubril Seam ——(Go too, I ſay no more) 
Thus to retard my Longings : on the day 
I do write Man, to beat thee. One and twenty 
Since the Clock ſtruck, compleat! and thou wilt feel it, 
Thon tooliſh Animal! ! I could pitty him, 
(An' I were not heartily angry with him now) 
For this one piece of Folly he bears about him, 
To dare to rempt the Fury ot an Heir 
T' above Two thouſand a year ; yet hope his Cuſtom! 
VVell, Maſter Faſhioner, there's ſome muſt break 
A Head, tor this your breaking, Are you come, Sir? 


Act I, Scene II, 
Faſhioner, Penyboy, Thomas Barber, Haberdaſher, 


GY give your Worſhip Joy. 
P. Ju. What? of your ſtaying ? 
And leaving me to [talk here in my 'Trowles, 
Like a tame Her'n-/ew for you ? Faſ. 1 but waited 
Below,till the Clock ſtrooke. P. Fu. Why,it you had come 
Betore a quarter, would it ſo have hurt you, 
In Reputation, to have waited her ? 
Faſ.No, but your Worſhip might have pleaded Nonage, 
It you had got 'em on, ere I could make 
Juſt Affidavit of the Time. P. Fu. That Jeſt 
Has gain'd thy Pardon, thou had'ſt liv'd condemn'd 
To thine own Hell elle, never to have wrought 
Stiech more for me, or any Peniboy, 
I could have hindred thee : but now thou art mine, 
For One and twenty Years, or for three Lives, 
Chuſe which thou wilt, PIl make thee a Copy-boldey, 
And thy firſt Bil unqueſtion'd. Help me on. 
| He ſays bis Sute, 
Faſ. 'Preſently, Sir : I am bound unto your Worſhip. 
P. Ju. Thou ſhale be, when I have ſcal'd thee a Leaſe 
ot my Cuſtom. 
Faſ.Y our Worſhips Barber is without. P. Ju. Who? Them? 
Come in Thom : ſet thy things upon the Board, 


And ſpread thy Clothes, lay all forth in procint/u, 

And tell's what news? Tho. O Sir, a Staple of News ! 

Or the New Staple, which you pleaſe. P. Ju. What's that? 
Faſ. An Office, Sir, a brave young Offce ſet up. 

I had forgot co tell your Worſhip. P. Ju. For what ? 
Tho. 'To enter all the News, Sir, o' the time. 
Faſ. And vent it as occaſion ſerves! A Place 

Of huge commerce it will be! P. 7«. Pray thce peace, 

I cannot abide a talking Taylor : Let Thom 

(He's a Barber) by his Place relate it. 

What is't, an Office, Thom ? Tho. Newly creed 

Here in the Houſe, almoſt on the ſame Floor, 

Where all the News of all forts ſhall be brought, 

And there be Examin'd, and then Regiſtred, 

And fo to be ifſu'd under the Seal of the Office, 

As Staple News ; no other News be currant. 
P. 7. 'Fore me,thou ſpeak'it of,a brave buſineſs, 75m. 
Fa/. Nay, if you knew the Brain that hatch'd it, Sir — 
P. Ju.l know thee well enough: give him al oaf.7bom— 

Quiet his Month, that Oven will be venting clſe. 

Proceed— Tho, He tells you true, Sir, Maſter Cymbal 

Is Maſter of the Offce, he projected it, 


| He lies here i' che Houle : and che great Rooms 


He 


ef 
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112 has taken for the Office, and fer up 
His Desks and Claſles, Tables and his Shelves, 

Faſ. He's my Cuſtomer, and a 7, Sir, too. 
But, bh! has brave Wits under him 

Tio. Yes, four Emiſſaries, 

P. jun. Emiſſaries ? ſtay, there's a fine new word, Thom ! 
Pray God it ſignifie any thing, what are Emiſſaries g 

Tho. Men imploy'd outward, that are ſent abroad 
To fetch in the Commodity. Fe/. From all Regions 
Where the beſt News are made. Tho. Or vented forth. 

Faſ. By way of exchange, or trade. 

P. jun. Nay, thou wilt ſpeak—— 

| He gives the Taylor leave to talk. 
Faſ. My ſhare, Sir, there's enough for both. 
P. jun, Go on then, 
Speak all thou canſt : methinks the Ordinaries, 
Should help them much. Fa. Sir, they have Ordinaries, 
And Extraordinatics, as many Changes 
And Variations, as there are Points i* the Compaf.. 

Tho.,But the 4 Cardinal Quarters—P., Fu. I thoſe Thom— 

7ho, The Court, Sir, Pauls, Exchange, and Weſtminſter-ball, 

P. jun. Who is the Chiet ? which hath Precedency ? 

Tho, The Governour o the Staple, Maſter Cymbal. 

He is the Chiet ; and after him the Emiſſaries : 

Firſt Emiſary Court, one Maſter Fitton, 

He's a Jeerer too, P, Ju, What's that? Fol. A Wir. 
Tho, Or half a ///#. lome of them are Halfwitr, 

Two to a Wit, there arc a ſet of 'em, 

Then Maſter Ambler, Emiſſary Pauls, 

A fine pac'd Gentleman, as you (hall ſee, walk 
The middle Iſle : And then my Froy Hans Buz, 
A Dutch-man ; he's Emiſſary Exchange. 

Faſ; Thad thought Mr. Burſ# the Merchant had had it. 
He has a Rupture, he has ſprung a Leak, ( Tho. No, 
Emiſſary Weſtminſter's undiſpos'd of yet ; 

Then the Examiner, Regiſter, and two Clerks, 
They mannage all at home, and fort, and file, 
And ſeal the News, and iſſue them. 

P. jun. Thom, dear Thom. 

What may my means do for thee, ask and have it, 
I'd fain be doing ſome good. It is my Birth-day. 
And I'd do it berimes, I feel a grudgi 

Of Bounty, and I would not long lye fallow. 

[ pray thee think and ſpeak, or wiſh for ſomethi ng. 

Tho, I would I had but one o' the Clerks Places 
P this News-Office. P. jun. "Thou ſhalt have it Thom, 

If Silver or Gold will ferch ic 3 what's the Rate ? 
Ar what is't ſet i' the Mercat ? Tho. Fifty Pound, Sir. 

P.jun. An't were a hundred,7bem,thou ſhalt not want it. 

| The Taylor leaps and embraceth him. 
Faſ. O Noble Matter | P. Jv. How now eſops Aſs! 
Becauſe I play with 7b:-m, muſt I needs run 
Into your rude Embraces ? ſtand you ſtill, Sir ; 
Clowns fawnings are a Horſes falutations. 
How do'it thou like my ſuit, Thom ? Tho. Mr. F aſhioner 
Has hie your Meafures, Sir, h' has moulded you, 
And made you, as they fay. Faf. No, no, not I, 
I am an Als, old eſops Aſs. P. Fu. Nay, Faſhioner, 
I can do thee a good turn too, be not multy, 
Though thou haſt moulded me, as little Thom lays, 
(I think chou haſt put me in mouldy Pockets.) 
Faſ. As good, | He draws cut his Pockets, 
Right Spaniſh Perfume, the Lady Eftifania's, 
They coſt Twelve pound a Pair. 

P, jun. Thy Bill will fay fo. 
I pray thee cell me, Faſhioner, what Authors 
Thou read'ſt to help thy Invention ? Italian Prints ? 
Or Arras Hangings ? They are Taylors Libraries. 
 Faſ. I fcorn fuch helps. 

P. jun. O, though thou art a Silk-worm ! 

And deal it in Satcins and Velvets, and rich Pluſhes, 
Thou canſt not ſpin all Forms out of thy ſelf; 

They are quite other things : I think this ſuie 

His made ms witticr then | was. Faſ. Bzlieve it, Sir, 


_—_ 


That Clothes Jo much upon the Wit, as Weather 
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Do's on the Brain ; and ehence comes your Proverb ; 
The Taylor makes the Man : | ſpeak by experience 
| Of my own Cuſtomers. I have had Gallanes, 
Both Court and Countrey, would ha? fool'd you up 
In a new Suit, with the belt Wits in being, 
And kept their ſpeed as long as thejr Clothes laſted 
Handſom and neat ; but then as they grew out 
Ac the Elbows again, or had a ſtain or ſpot, 
They have ſunk moſt wretchedly. 
P. Ju. What thou report'ſt, 

I; but the common Calamity, and ſeen daily; 
And therefore you *ave another anſwering Proverb: 
A broken Sleeve keeps the Arm back, Faſ. "Tis true, Sir. 
And thence we ſay, that ſuch a one plays at Peep-arm. 

Pfu Doyen {o? ieis wittily ſaid. I wonder, Gentlemen, 
And Men of Means will not maintain themſelves 
Freſher in wit, I mean in Clothes, to the higheſt. 
For he that's out o' Clothes, is out of Faſhion, 
And out of Faſhion, is out of Countenance, 
And out o' Countenance is out o Wie, 
[s not Rogue Haberdaſher come ? Hab. Yes, here, Sir. 

[They are all buſie about bim, 

| ha” been without this half hour, Pj». Give me my Hat, 
Put on my Girdle Raſcal, fits my Ruff well ? 
Lin, In print. P, jww.Slave. Lin. See your ſelf. P. jw. Isthis 
O' the Block Paſſant? Donot not anſwer me, (ſame Hat 
| cannot ſtay for an anſwer. I do feel 
The Powers of One and twenty, like a Tide 
Flow in upon me, and perceive an Heir, 
Can Conjure up all Spirits in all Circles, 
Rogue, Raſcal, Slave, give Tradeſmen their true names, 
And they appear to 'em preſently. Zin. For Profit. 
P. jun. Come, caſt my Cloak about me, I'll go fee, | 
This Office Thom, and be trimm'd afterwards. 
I'll put thee in poſſeflion, my prime work | 
Gods fo ; my Spurrier ! put 'em on Boy, quickly, 
His Spurrier comes in. 


I had like to ha' loſt my Spurs wich too much ſpeed. 


A& I Scene III. 
Peni-boy, Canter, to them ſinging. 


Ood morning to my Joy, My jally Peni-boy ! 
G The tans and 4. - (hea lenty ! , 
I come to ſee what Riches, Thou beareſt in thy Breeches, 
The firſt of thy One and Twenty : 
What, do thy Pockets gingle ? Or ſhall we need to mingle 
Our ſtrength both of Foot and Horſes ! 
Theſe Fellows look ſo eager, As if they would beleaguer 
An Heir in the midſt - Forces ! . 
I bope they be no Serjeants ! That upon thy Margents. 
" This Rogue has the Foul of py > Fd n 
The young Peni-boy anſwers in twne. 
P. Ju. O Founder, no /uch matter, - > -—ont my Hatter, 
My Linnen-man, and my "Taylor. 
Thou ſhould'ſt have been brought in too, Shoomaker, 
If the time had been longer, and Thom Barber. 
How do'ſt thou like my Company, old Canter ? 
Do I not muſter a brave Troop ? all Bill-men ? 
Preſent your Arms before my Founder here, 
This is my Founder, this fame learned Canter ! 
He brought me the firſt news of my Fathers death, 
| thank him, and ever ſince, I call him Founder, 
( He takes the Bills, and puty them up in his Pockets. 

Worſhip him, Boys, I'll read only the Sums, 
And paſs *'em ſtreighte. Sho. Now Ale. 

Reſt. And ſtrong Ale bleſs him. 

P. jun. Gods 1o, tome Ale, and — og tor my Founder | 
Good Bills, ſufficienc Bills, cheſe Bills may paſs. 

P. Ca. 1 do not like thoſe Paper-ſquibs, good Maſter. 


They may undo your ftore, I mean, of it, 
| And fire your Ar/ena/l, if calz you do not 
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In time make good thoſe Outer-works, your Pockets, 
And take a Garriſon in of ſome rwo hundred, | 
To beat theſe Pioneers off, that carry a Mime 
Would blow you up, at laſt. Secure your Caſamates, 
Here Maſter Picklock, Sir, your Man o Law, Th 
And learn'd Atturny, has ſent you a Bag of Munition. 
P. jun, What is'c? P. Ca, Three hundred Pieces. 
P. jun. Vl _—_ **m = ; 
P.Ca.Do,l would have your ſtrengths lin'd,and perfum'd 
With Gold as well as Amber. P. jwn. God a mercy, 
Come, Ad ſolvendum, Boys ! there, there, and there, &c. 
[ He pays all. 
T look on nothing but Totals. P. Ca. See ! 
The difference *twixt the Covetous and the Prodigal ! 
« The Covetous Man never has Money ! and 
« The Prodigal will have none ſhortly ! P. jan. Ha, 
What ſays my Founder ? I thank you, I thank you Sirs. 
All.God bleſs your Worſhip,and your Worſhips Charter. 
P. Ca. I ay *tis nobly done, to cheriſh Shopkeepers, 
And pay their Bills, without —— thus. 
P. jun. Alas! they have had a pittitul hard time on't, 
A long vacation, from their cozening. 
Poor Raſcalls, I do do it out of Charity. 
} would advance their Trade again, and have them 
Haſte to be Rich, {wear and forſwear wealthily, 
What do you ſtay for, Sirrah ? Spu. To my Box Sir. 
P. jun. Your Box, why, there's an Agel, if my Spurs 
[ He gives the Spurrier, to bis Box, 
Be not right Rippom. Spu. Give me never a Penn 
If T ſtrike not thorow your Bounty with the Rowe 
P. jun, Do'ſt thou want any Money Founder ? 
P. Ca. Who, Sir, I, 
Did I not tell you I was bred i' the Mines, 
Under Sir Bevs Bullion. P. jan. That is true, 
I quite forgot, you Mmme-men want no Money, 
Your Streets are pay'd with't: there, the Molten Silver 
Runs out like Cream on Cakes of Gold. P.Ca. And Rubies 
Do grow like. Strawberries. 
P, jun. *T'were brave being there ! 
Come Thom, we'll go to the Office now. P.Ca. What Office ? 
P. jun. News Office, the New Staple ; thou ſhalr go too, 
*Tis here i* the Houſe, on the ſame Floor, Thors. lays. 
Come Founder, let us trade in Ale and Nutmegs. 


A& I. Scene IV. 
Regiſter, Clerk, Woman. 


Hat, are thoſe Desks fit now? ſet forth the Table 
The and the Chair : where are the News 
That were examir'd laſt ? ha* you fil'd them up ? 
Cle. Not yet, I had no time. 
Reg. Are thoſe news Regiltred, & 
That Emiſſary Buz, lent in laſt night ? ; 
Of Spinola and his Eggs ? Cle. Yes vir, and fil'd. 
Reg. What are you now upon ? 
Cle. That our new Emiſſary 
Wettminſter, gave us, of the Golden Hair. 
Reg. Diſpatch, that's News indeed, and of importance. 
What would you have good Woman?We.l would have Sir, 
| A Country Woman waits there. 
A Groatſworth of any News, 1 care not what, 
To carry down this Saturday, to our Vicar. 
Reg. O! You are a Butterwoman, ask Nathaniel 
The Clerk there. Cle. Sir, I tell her, ſhe muſt ſtay 
Till Emiſſary Exchange, or Pauls fend in, 
And then I'll fic her. Keg. Do good Woman, have patience, 
Ic is not now, as when the Captain liv'd. 
| Cle. You'll blaſt the Reputation of the Office, 
Now i the Bud, if you diſpatch theſe Groars, 
So ſoon : let them attend in name of Policy. 


A& I. Scene V. 
Penrboy, Cymbal, Fitton, Tho. Barber, Canter. 


T* troth they are dainty Rooms ; what place is this ? 
Cym. This is the outer Room, where my Clerks (it, 
And keep their ſides, the Regiter i* the midſt, 

The Examiner, he lits private there, within, 

And here I have my ſeveral Rowls and Fyles 

Of News by the Alphabet, and all put up 

Under their Heads. P. jun. Burt thoſe too ſubdivided 2? 

Cym. Into Autbenticall, and Apecryphall. 

Fir. Or News of doubtful credit, as Barbers News. 

Cym. And Taylors News, Porters, and Watermens news, 

Fir. Whereto, beſide the Coranti, and Gazetti« 

Cym. I have the News of the ſcafon. 

Fit. As Vacation-news, 

Term-news, and Chriftmas-news. 

Cym. And News o the Fattion. 

Fit. As the Reformed news. Protettant-news, 

Cym. And Pomtificial-news, of all which fevcral, 
The Day-beoks, Charatters, Precedents are kept. 
Together wich the Names of ſpecial Friends —— 

Fit. And Men of Correſpondence i* the Countrey— 

Cym. Yes, of all Ranks, and all Religions, 

Fit. Fattors and Agents —— Cym, Liegers, that lye out 
Throughall the Shires of the Kingdom. P. jan. This is fine! 
And bears a brave relation! but what ſays 
Mercurius Britannicws to this ? 

Cym. O Sir, he gains by't half in half. Fir. Nay more 
PIl ſtand to't. For, where he was wont to get 
In, hungry Captains, obſcure Stateſmen. Cym. Fellows 
To drink with him in a dark Room in a Tavern, 

And eat a Sawlage. Fiz. We ha' ſeen't, Cym. As fain, 
To keep fo many Politick Pens. 

Going to feed the Preſs. Fir. And diſh out News, 
Were't true, or falſe. Cym. Now all that charge is ſav'd 
The publick Chronicler, Fir. How do you call him there ? 

Cym. And gentle Reader. Fit.He that has the Maidenhead 
Ot all the Books. Cym. Yes, dedicated to bim, 

Fir. Or rather proftituted. P. jun. You are right, Sir. 

Cm. No more ſhall be abus'd, nor Countrey-Parſons 
O' the Inqui/ition, nor buſfic Juſtices, 

Trouble the peace, and both torment themſelves, 

And their poor ign'rant Neighbours with inquiries 
After the many and moſt innocent Monſters, 

That never came i” th* Counties the were charg'd with. 

P, jun. Why,methinksSir, if the honeſt common People 
Will be abus'd, why ſhould not they ha' their pleaſure, 
In the believing Lyes, are made for them ; 

As you i th* Office, making them your ſelves ? 
Fit. O Sir! it isthe printing we oppole. 
Cym. V Ve not forbid that any News be made, 
Bur that't be printed 3 for when News is printed, 
It leaves, Sir, to be News, while *"tis but written—— 
Fit. Though it be ne're fo falſe, it runs News ſtilL 
P. jun. See divers Mens Opinions | unto fome, 
The very printing of them makes them News 3 
That ha' not the Heart to believe any thing, 
But what they ſee in print. Fir. I, that's an Error 
Has abus'd many ; but we ſhall retorm it, 
As many things befide (we have a hope) 
Are crept —_— the popular abuſes. 
Cym. Nor ſhall the Stationer cheat upon the Time, 
By buttering over again—— 
Fit. Once in Seven Years, 
As the Age doats— 

Cym. And grows forgetful o* them. 
His antiquated Pamphlets, with new Dates. 
But all ſhall come from the Amr. 

Fit. Freſh and new ſtamp'd, 

Cymb. V Vith the Office-Seal, St aple-Commodity. 

Fit. And it a Man will aſſure his News, he may : 


TI wo-pence 


2nce 


-Come in; no Follower, but Companion : 


_— 
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Two pence a Sheet he ſhall be warranted, 

And have a Policy for't. P. jun. Sir, I admire 
'The Method o* your Place ; all things within'c 
Are (o digeſted, fitted, and compog'd, 

As it ſhews Hit had married Order. Fit. Sir. 

Cym. "The beſt we could to invite the Times. Fit.It has 
Colt Sweat and Freezing. Cym. And ſome broken Sleeps, 
Before it came to this. P. jun. I cafily think it. 

Fit. But now it has the ſhape— Cym.And is come forth. 

P. jun. A moſt polite neat thing, with all the Limbs, 
As Senſe can taſte ! Cym. It is, Sir, though 1 ſay it, 
As well-begotten a Butineſs, and as fairly 
Helpt to the V Vorld. P. ju». You muſt be a Midwife, Sir, 
Or elſe the Son of a Midwite, (pray you pardon me) 
Have help ic forth ſo happily ! V Vhat News ha* you? 
News © this morning ? I would fain hear ſome 
Froſh from the Forge, (as new as Day, as they ſay.) 

Cym. And ſuch we have, Sir. 

Reg. Shew him the laſt Rof,, 
Of Emiſſary Weſtminſter's, the Heir. 

P. jun. Come nearer, Thom. 

C/a. There is a brave young Heir 
Is come of age this morning, Mr. Peni-boy. 

P. jun. That's I ! [ Peny refoiceth that be u in. 

Cla. His Father died on this day fever-night. 

P. jun. True! 

Cla. Ar lix of the Clock i' the morning, juſt a V Veek 
Ere he was One and twenty. 

P. jun. | am here, Thom ! [ Tells Thom. of it. 
Proceed, I pray thee. Cla. An old Canting Beggar 
Broughe him firſt News, whom he has entertain'd 
To tollow him ſince. 

P. jwn. V Vhy, you ſhall ſee him! Founder, | Calls in the 

Canter. 

I pray thee put him in,Friend ; there's an Angel 

[ He gives the Clerk. 
Thou doſt not know, he's a wiſe old Fellow, 
Though he ſeem patch'd thus, and made up of Pieces. 
Founder, we are in here, in, !' the News-Office ! 
In this days R«/, already ! I do muſe 
How you came by us, Sirs' Cym. One Maſter Pick-lock, 
A Lawyer, that hath purchas'd here a Place 
This morning, of an Emiſſary under me. 

Fit. Emiſſary Weſtmin/ter. Cym. Gave it into th* Office 

Fit. For his Eſſay, his Piece. P. jun. My Man of Law 
He's my Attorney, and Sollicitor too ! 

A tine Pragmatick ! what's his Place worth ? 

Cym. A Nemo-ſcit, Sir. Fit. "Tis as News come in» 

Cym. And as they are iflued. I have the juſt mojery 
For my part ? then the other moiety 
I parted into ſeven : The four Emiſſaries, 

Whereot my Couſin Firron here's for Court, 

Ambler tor Pauls, and Buz lor the Exchange, 

Picklock for Weſtminſter, with the Examiner, 

And Regiſter, they have full Parts: and then one Part 

Is under-parted to a couple of Clerks ; 

And there's the juſt Diviſion of che Profits. 
P. jun. Ha' you thole Clerks, Sir ? 
Cym. There is one Desk empty, 

But ic has many Suitors. P. jwn. Sir, may I 

Preſent one more, and carry it, if his Parts 

Or Gites, (which you will call *em.) 

Cym. Be ſufficient, Sir. 

P. jun. What are your preſent Clerk's Habilities ? 
How is he qualified ? Cyw. A decay'd Stationer 
He was, but knows News well, can fort and rank 'em. 

Fit. And for a need can make 'em. 

Cym. True Pauls bred, 

I the Church yard. P. jun. And this at the Weſt-door, 

O' eh other tide ; he's my Barber, Thom, 

A pretty Scholar, and a Maſter of Arts, 

Was made, or went out Maſter of Arts in a throng, 

At the Univerſity ; as betore, one Chriſtmas, 

Hz got into a Mask at Court, by his Wit, 


—_— 


Y  —_—_ 


And the good means of his Cyrthern, holding up thus 
For one of the Mufick : He's a nimble Fellow, 

And alike skilld in every Liberal Science, 

As having certain Snaps of all ; a neat 

Quick Vein in forging News too : I do love him, 

And promis'd him a good turn, and I would do it, 
Whar's your Price? the Value? Cym. Fifty pounds, Sir. 
P. jun. Get in, Thom, take poſlefhon, I inttall thee. 

Here, tell your Money : Give thee joy, good Thom; 
| He buys Thom &@ Clerks Place. 
And let me hear from thee every minute of News, 
While the New Staple ſtands, or the Office laſts, 
Which I do wiſh may ne'er be lefs, for thy ſake. 
Cla. The Emiſſaries, Sir, would ſpeak with you, 
And Maſter Fitton ; they have brought in News, 
Three Bale together. Cym. Sir, you are welcome here. 
| They take leave of Peni-boy and Canter. 
Fit. So is your Creature. Cyms. Buſineſs calls us off, Sir, 
That may concern the Office. P.jwn. Keep me fair, Sir, 
Still i” your Staple ; I am here your Friend, 
On the ſame Floor. Fir. We ſhall be your Servants. 
P.jun. How doſt thou like it, Founder ? P.Ca. All is well, 
Bur chat your Man o' Law, me thinks, appears not 
In his due time. O: Here comes Maſters Worſhip. 


A&t I. Scene VI. 


Picklock, Peni-boy jun, P. Canter. 


Ow do's the Heir, bright Maſter Peni-boy ? 

Is he awake yet in his One and rwenty ? 
—_ this is becter far, than to wear Cypreſs, 
Dull ſmutting Gloves, or melancholy Blacks, 
And have a pair oft Twelvepenny-broad Ribbands 
Laid our like Labels. P. j«n. I ſhould ha* made ſhift 
To have laught as heartily in my Mourners Hood, 
As in this Suit, if it had pleas'd my Father 
To have been buried with the 'Trumpeters. 

Pic. The Heralds of Arms, you mean. P. jun. I mean, 
All noiſe that is ſuperfluous ! Pic. All that idle Pomp, 
And Vanity of a Tomb-ſtone, your wiſe Father 
Did by his Will prevent. Your Worthip had—— 

P. jwn. A loving and obedient Father of him, 

I know it; a righe kind-natur'd Man, 

To die ſo opportunely. Pic. And to ſettle 

All things ſo well, compounded tor your Wardſhip 
The Week atore, and let your Seate entire, 

Without any charge upon't. P. jun. I muſt needs fay, 
I loſt an Officer of him, a good Bail;ff, 

And I ſhall want him : bur all peace be with him, 

I will not wiſh him alive again, not I, 

For all my Fortune. Give your Worſhip joy 

O” your new Place, your Emiſſaryſhip 

P the News Office. Pic. know you why I bought it, Sir ? 

P. jun. Not 1. Pic. To work tor you, and carry a Mine 

Againſt the Maſter of it, Maſter Cymbal, 
Who hath a Plot upon a Gentlewoman 
Was once delign'd tor you, vir. 

P. jun. Me? Pic. Your Father, 

Old Maſter Peni-boy, of happy Memory, 
And Wiſdom too, as any r the County, 
Careful co find out a fie-Match tor you, 

In his own Lite-time, (but he was prevented) 
Left it in Writing in a Schedule here, 

To be annexed to his #4, That you, 

His only Son, upon his Charge and Blefling, 
Should take due notice of a Gentlewoman 
Sojourning with your Uncle, Richer Peni-boy. 

P. jun. A Corniſh Gentlewoman, I do know her, 

Miſtris Pecunia Do-all. Pic. A great Lady, 
Indeed ſhe is, and not.of Mortal Race, 
Infants of the Mines; her Graces Grandfather 

as Duke, and Coulin to the King of Opbyr, 


The Subterranean, Let that pals. Her Name is, 
K kk 2 Or 
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Or rather, her three Names are (for ſuch ſhe is) | 
Aurelia Clara Pecunia, a great Princeſs, 
Of mighty Power, though ſbe live in private, 
With a contracted Family ! Her Secretary—— 
P. Ca. Who is her Gentleman Uſber too. Pic. One Broker, 
And then two Gentlewomen, Miſtris Statute, 
And Miſtris Band, with Wax the Chambermaid, 
And Mother Mortgage the old Nurſe, two Grooms, , 
Pawn and his Fellow : You have not many to bribe, Sir. 
The work is feizible, and th' Approaches eahie, 
By your own Kindred. Now, Sir, Cymbal thinks, 
The Maſter here, and Governor o* the Sraple, 
By his fine Arts, and Pomp of his great Place, 
To draw her! He concludes, ſhe is a Woman! 
And that fo ſoon as {h' hears of the New Office, 
She'll come to viſit it, as they all have Longings 
After new Sights and Motions | But your Bounty, 
Perſon, and Bravery, muſt atchieve her. P. Ca. She is 
The Talk o' the Time ! th adventure o' the Age ! 
Pic, You cannot put your felf upon an Action 
Of more importance. 
P. Cs. All the World are Suitors to her. 
Pic. All forts of Mcn, and all Profeflions ! 
P.C. You ſhall have Stall-ted Do#ors, cramm'd Divines, 
Make Love to her, and with choſe ſtudied 
And pertum'd Flatteries, as no Room can ſtink 
More elegant, chan where they are. Pic. Well chanted, 
Old Carter, thou ſing'lt true. P. Ca. And (by your leave) 
Good Maſters Worſhip, ſome of your Velvet Coat 
Make corpulent Curt'hies to her, till they crack for. 
Pic.T \:::8's Deftor Almanac woos her,one of the Jeerers, 
A fine Phytician. P. Ca. Your Sea-Captain, Shbunfield, 
Gives out, he'll go upon the Camnon for her. 
Pic. Though his loud Mouthing get him little Credit. 
P. Ca. Young Maſter Pied-mantle, the fine Herald, 
Profeſles to derive her through all Ages, 
From all the Kings and Queens that ever were. 
Pic. And Malter Madrigal, tne crowned Poet 
Of theſe our Times, doth offer at her Praiſes 
As fair as any, when it ſhall pleaſe Apollo 
That Wit and Rime may meet both in one SubjeR. 
P. Ca. And you to bear her from all theſe, it will be— 
Pic. A work of Fame. 
P. Ca. Of Honour. Pic. Celebration. 
P. Ca. Worthy your Name. 
Pic. The Peni-boys to live in't. 
P. Ca. It isan Action you were built for, Sir. 
Pic. And none but you can do it. 
P. Fu. I'll undertake it. 
P.Ca. And carry it. P. Ju.Fear me not; for ſince I came 
Of mature age, I have had a certain icch 
In my right eye, this corner here, do you ſee ? 
To do ſome work, and worthy of a Chronicle. 


The Firſt Intermean after the Firſt A. 


Irth. How now, Geſſip ! how does the Play pleaſe you? 
n Centure. Very ſcurvily, me thinks, and ſufficiently 
naugbt. 

Expectation. As @ Body would wiſh : Here's nothing but 
a young Prodigal, come of age, who makes much of the Bar- 
ber, buys bim a Place in «a New Office, © the Air, I know 
not where, and bu Man & Law to follow him, with the 
Beggar to Boot, and they two help bim to a Wife. 

Mirth. I, ſhe is @ proper Piece ! that ſuch Creatures can 
broke for. 

trk I cannet abide that naſty Fellow, the Beggar ; if 
he had been a Court-Beggar, in good Clothes, a Beggar in 
Velvet, as they ſay, 1 could have endur d him. 

Mirth. Or 4 Begging Scholar in Black, or one of theſe 
bexgarl Poets, Goſſip, that would bang upon @ young Hem 
like a Horſeleech. . 

Expectation. Or @ thred-bare Door of Phylick, « poor 
Quackſalyer. 


— —— 


Cenſure. Or @ Sea-Captain half ftarv'd. 

Mirth. I, theſe were tolerable Beggars, Beggars of faſhi- 

on ! You ſhall ſee ſome ſuch anon. 

Tarrle. I would fain fee the Fool, Goſſip ; the Fool & 

the fineit Man i the Company, they ſay, and has all the Ip; - 

He u the wery Juſtice o' Peace 0 the Play, and can commit 

whom he will, and what be will, Errour, Abſurdity, as the 

—_ bim, and no Man ſay, Black x bs Eye, but laugh 

at him. 

\ Mirth. But they ba' no Fool & the Play, TI am afraid, 
Goſſip. 
Tattle. I's a wiſe Play then. 

ExpeQation. They are all Fools, the rather, in that. 
Cenſure. Like enough. 
Tartle. My Hwband (Timothy Tattle, God reft bg 

or Soul) was wont to ſay, There was no Play without a 

ool and a Devil in't; he was for the Devil ftill, Ged 
bleſs bim. The Devil for hu Money, would be ſay, I would 

fam ſee the Devil. And why would you ſo fain ſee the 

Devil ? would I ſay. Becauſe be has Horns, Wife, and may 
be a Cuckold, as well as a Devil, be would anſwer. Tu are 
een ſuch another, Husband, quoth I, Was the Devil ever 
married ? Where do you read, the Devil was ever ſo bonou- 
rable to commit atmeny ? The Play will tell «s that, 

ſays be, we'll go ſee't to morrow, The Devil is an Als. He 

us an errant learn'd Man that made it, and can write, they 
ſay; and I am foully deceie)d, but be can read too. 

Mirth. I 7 it, Goſſip; I went with you, by the 
ſame token, Mrs. Trouble Truth diſſuaded xs, and told ws, 

i be was a profane Poet, and all bu Plays had Devils in 

| them : That be kept School ups? the Stage, could conjure there, 

! above the School of Weltminſter, and Doctor Lamb to : 
| Not a Play he made, but bad a Devil im it: And that he 

would learn us all to make our Hwbands Cuckolds at Plays : 

| By another token, that a Joung married Wife i the Company 

ſaid, ſhe could find in ber heart to ſteal thither and ſee a 
little o' the Vanity through her Mask, and come prattiſe at 
bome. 

Tattle. O, it was Miſtris 
Mirth. Nay, Geſſip, I name no body. It may be "twas my 
ie. 

ExpeRtation. But was the Devil a proper Man, Goſſip ? 

Mirth. As fine a Gentleman, of bu Inches, as ever I ſaw 
truſted to the Stage, or any where elſe; and lov'd the Com 
monwealth as well as &re a Patriot of 'em all : He would 
carry away the Vice on bu back, quick to Hell, in every 
Play where be came, and reform Abuſes. 

Expectation. There was the Devil of Edmonton, no 
ſuch Man, I warrant you. 

Cenſure. The Conjurer coſen'd him with a Candles end; 
be was an Aſs. 

Mirth. But there was one Smug, a Smith, would have 
made a Horſe laugh, and broke bis Halter, as they ſay. 

Tattle. O, but the poor Man had got a ſhrewd miſchance 
one day. 

ExpeRation. How, Geſſip ? 

Tods He had dreſt a _- Fade i the morning, that 
had the Staggers, and had got ſuch a ſpice of 'em bimſelf 
by noon, as they would not away all the Play time, do what 
be could for bu heart. 

Mirch. "Twas b1s Part, Geſſip ; he was to be drunk by bu 

Part. 

Tattle. Say you ſo? I underſtood not ſo much. 

Expectation. Would we had ſuch another Part, and 
ra a Man in thu Play. I fear "twill be an excellent dull 
Fong. 


Cenſure. Exped, intend it. 


Act 
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A&R IL. Scene 


Peni- Boy, Sen. Pecunia, Mortgage, Statute , Band, 


Broker 


f 
Our Grace is ſad, methinks, and melancholy ! 
You do not look upon me with that Face, 
As you were wont, my Goddefs, bright Pecunis : 
Altho your Grace be faln, of Two i the Hundred, 
In Vulgar Eſtimation ; yet am I 
Your Graces Servant ſtill: - and teach this body 
To bend, and theſe my aged Knees to buckle, 
In Adoration, and juſt Worſhip of you. 
Indeed, I do confefs, I have no ſhape 
To make a Minion of, but I'm your Martyr, 
Your Graces Martyr. I can hear the Rogues, 
As I do walk the Streets, whiſper and point, 
There goes Old Peni-boy, the Slave of Money, 
Rich Peni-boy, Lady Pecunia's Drudge, 
A ſordid Raſcal, one that never made 
Good Meal in his Sleep, bur ſells the Acates are ſent him, 
Fiſh, Fowl and Veniſon, and preſerves himſelf, 
Like an Old hoary Rat, with mouldy Pye-Cruſt, 
This I do hear, rejoicing, I can ſuffer 
This, and much more for your good Graces ſake. 
Pec. Why do you fo my Guardian ? I not bid you, 
Cannot my Grace be gotten, and held too? 
Wichout your ſelf-cormentings, and your watches, 
Your macerating ot your body thus 
With Cares and Scantings of your Diet and reſt ? 
P. Se. O, no, your Services, my Princely Lady, 
Cannot with too much zeal of Rites bedone, 
They are fo ſacred. Pec. But .noy Reputation 
May ſuffer, and the worſhip of my Family, 
When by fo ſervile means they both are ſought. 
P. Se. You are a Noble, Young, Free, Gracious Lady, 
And would be every bodies, in your Bounty, 
Bur you muſt not be ſo. They are a few 
That know your Merit, Lady, and can value'r. 
Your ſclf ſcarce underſtands your proper Powers, 
They are All-mighty, and that we your Servants, 
Thar have the Honour here to ſtand fo near you, 
Know, and can uſz too. All this Nether-world 
Is yours, you command it, and do ſway it, 
The Honour of it, and the Honeſty, 
The Reputation, I, and the Religion, 
(I was about to ſay, and had not err'd) 
Is Queen Pecunia's. For that Stile is yours, 
If Mortals knew your Grace, or their own good. 
Mor. Pleaſe your Grace to retire. 
Ban. I fear your Grace 
Hath tane too much of the ſharp Air. Pec. O, no! 
I could endureto take a great deal more 
(And with my Conſticution, were it lett) 
Unto my choice, what think you of it, Statute ? 
Sta. A little now and then does well, and keeps 
Your Grace in your Complexion. 
Ban. And true Temper. 
Mor. But too much , Madam, may encreaſe cold 
Rheumes, 
Nouriſh Catarrhs, Green Sickneſſes and Agues, 
And put you in Conſumption. P. ſe. Beſt to take 
Advice of your grave Women, Noble Madam, 
They know the State o* your Body, and ha' ſtudied 
Your Graces Health. 
Ban. And honour. Here'll be Viſieants, 
Or Suitors by and by; and *tis not fic 
They find you here. 
$re. *Twill make your Grace too cheap 
To give them Audience preſently. 
Mor. Leave your Secretary, 
To anſwer them. Pec. Wait you here, Broker. } 


Bro. I ſhall, Madam, 
And do your Graces Truſts with diligence. 


Act IL. Scene IL. 


Pyed- Mantle, Broker, Peny-Boy ſen. 


WH luck's this ? I am come an Inch too late. 
Do you hear, Sir? Is your Worſhip of the Family 
Unto the Lady Pecunia ? Bro. I ſerve her Grace, Sir, 
Aurelia Clara Pecunia, the Infants. 
Pie. Has the all thoſe Titles, and her Grace beſides ? 
I mult correc that Ignorance and Orer-fight, 
Before I do preſent. Sir, I have drawn 
A Pedigree for her Grace, tho yet a Novice 
In that ſo Noble Study. Bro. A Herald at Arms ? 

Pie. No, Sir, a Purſivant, my Name is Pyed-mantle. 

Bro. Good Maſter Pyed-mantle. 

Pie. I have deduc'd her 

Bro. From all the Spaniſh Mines in the Weft Indies, 
I hope : for ſhe comes that way by her Mother, 

But by her Grand-mother, ſhe's Durches of Mines, 

Pie. From Man's Creation I have brought her. 

Bro. No farther ? | 
Betore, Sir, long before, you havedone nothing elſe, 
Your Mines were before Adam, ſearch your Office, 

Roll Five and Twenty, you will find it fo, 

I ſee you are but a Novice, Maſter Pyed mantle, 

If you had not told me ſo. Pye. Sir, an Apprentice 
In Armoiry. Ihave read the Elements, 

And Accidence, and all the leading Books, 

And I have now upon me a great ambition, 

How to be brought to her Grace, to kiſs her Hands. 

Bro, Why, if you have acquaintance with Miſtris 

Statute, 
Or Miſtris Band, my Ladies Gentlewomen, 
They can induce you. One is a Judges Daughter, 
Bur ſomewhat ſtately ; th? other, Miſtris Band, 
Her Father's but a Scrivener, but ſhe can 
Almoſt as much with my Lady as the other, 
Eſpecially if Roſe Wax the Chambermaid 
Be willing, Do you not know her, Sir, neither 2 
Pye. No, in troth, Sir. 
Bro. She's a good pliant Wench, 
And eafie to be wrought, Sir ; but the Nurſe, 
Old Mother Mortgage, if you haye a Tenement, 
Or ſuch a Morſel, tho ſhe have no Teeth, 
She loves a Sweet Meat, any thing that melts 
In her warm Gums, ſhe could command ic for you 
On ſuch a trifle, a toy. Sir, you may ſee 
How tor your Love, and this ſo pure Complexion, 
(A pertect Sanguine) I ha' ventur'd thus, 
The ſtraining of a Ward, gpenlag a Door 
y 


Into the Secrets of our Family. 
Pye. I pray you let me know, Sir, unto whom 
I am fo much beholden ; but your name. 
Bro. My name is Broker, I am Secretary 
And Uſher to her Grace. Pye. Good Maſter Broker ! 
Bro. Good Maſter Pyed-mantle. 
Pye. Why, you could do me, 
If would, now, this Favour of your ſelf. 
ro. Truly I think I could ; bur it I would, 
I hardly ſhould, without, or Miſtris Band, 
Or Miltris Statute, pleaſe to appear in ir. 
Or the good Nurſe 1 told you of, Miſtris Mortgage. 
We know our places here, we mingle not ; 
One in another's Sphere, bur all move orderly, 
In our own Orbs; yet we are all Concentricks. | 
Pye. Well, Sir, P'll wait a better Seafon. Bro. Do, 
And ſtudy the right means ; gee Miſtris Band | 
To urge on your behalf, or lictle Wax. 
makes a mouth at bim. 
Pye. I have a hope, Sir, chat | may, by chance, 


| Light on her Grace, as ſhe's taking the Air. 


Bro. 
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Bro. That Air of Hope has blaſted many an Airy 

Of Caſtrils like your ſeit, good Maſter Pied-mantle. 
| He jeers bim again. 

P./en. Well ſaid, Mr. Secretary, ſtood behind | 0/4 Vent- 
And heard thee all. I honour thy Diſpatches. boy leaps. 
If they be rude, untrained in our Method, 
And have not ſtudied the Rule, diſmiſs *em quickly. 
Where's Lick-finger my Cook, that untuous Raſcal ? 
He'll never keep his Hour, that Veſſel of Kitechen-ſtuff ! 


Act IL. Scene III. 
Broker, Peni-boy ſen. Lick- finger. 


Fre he is come, Sir. P. ſen. Pox upon him, Kidney, 
Always toolate! Lic. To wiſh 'em you, 1 confels, 
Thar ha* chem already. 

P. (cm. What? Lic. The Pox! P. ſen. The Piles, 
The Plague, and all Diſeaſes light on him, 

Knows not to keep his word. Td keep my word, ſure | 
I hate that Man that will not keep his word. 

When did I break my word? Lic. Or I, till now. 

And 'tis but half an Hour. P. ſer. Half a Year, 

To me, that ſtands upon a Minute of Time. 

Iam a juſt Man, Ilove ſtill to be juſt. 

Lic. Why ? you think I can run like light-foot Ralph, \ 

Or keep a Wheel-barrow with a Sail in Town here, 
To whirl me to you. I have loſt ewo Stone 
Of Snet i the Service, poſting hither : 
You might have followed me like a Watering-pot, 
And ſeen the Knots I made along the Street ; 
My Face dropt like the Skimmer in a Fritter-pan, 
And my whole Body is yet (to ſay the truth) 
A roafted Pound of Butter, with grated Bread in't ! 
| He ſweeps bis Face. 

P. ſen. Believe you, he that liſt. You ſtaid of purpoſe 
To have my Veniſon ſtink, and my Fowl mortified,, 
That you might ha' *em 

Lic. A Shilling 6r two cheaper, 

Thar's your Jealouſic. P. ſen. Perhaps it is. 
Will you go in, and view, and value all ? 
Yonder is Veniſon ſefit me, Fowl, ahd Fiſh, 

In ſuch abundance, I am ſick to fee ic! 

I wonder what they mcan ! Iha' told 'em of it ! 
To burden a weak Stomach, and provoke 

A dying Appetite : thruſt a Sin upon me 

I ncer was guilty of ! nothing but Gluttony ! 
Groſs Gluttony ! chat will undo this Land ! 

Lic. And bating Two i' the Hundred. 

P. /en. I, that ſame's 
A crying Sin, a fearful damn'd Device, 

Eats up the Poor, devours *em— Lic. Sir, take heed 
What you give out. 
P./en. Againſt your grave great Solon: ? 
Nume Pompilii, they that made that Law ? 
To take away the Poor's Inheritance: 
It was their Portion z I will ſtand tot : 
And they kave robd'd 'emn of it, plainly robb'd *em. 
I ſtill am a juſt Man, I tell the truth. 
When Moneys went at Ten i' the Hundred, I, 
And ſuch as I, the Servants of Pecunia, 
Could ſpare the Poor Two out of Ten, and did it : 
How ſay you, Broker ? 

(Lic. Ask your Eccho,) Bro. You did it. 

P. ſen. Tam for Juſtice ; when did I leave Juſtice ? 
We knew *cwas theirs, they had Right and Title to'r. 
Now—— Lic. You can ſpare 'em nothing. 

P, jen. Very lictle. 

Lic. As good as nothing. 

P. /en. They have bound our Hands 
With their wile ſolemn AR, ſhofthed our Arms. 
© Lic. Beware thoſe worthipful Ears,Sir,be not ſhortned, 
And you play Crop i” the Fleet, if you uſe this Licence. 


_P. ſen. What Licence, Khave, Informer 2 
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Lic. | am Lick-finger, 
Your Cook. P. ſen. A ſawcy Jack you are, that's once, 
What ſaid I, Broker ? Bro. Nothing that I heard, Sir. 
Lic. I know his Gift, he can be deaf when he liſt. 
P. ſen. Ha' you provided me my Buſhel of Eggs 
I did beſpeak? I do not care how ſtale 
Or ſtinking that they be; let *em be rotten : 
For Ammunition here, to pelt the Boys, 
That break my Windows. 
Lic. Yes, Sir, I ha* fpar'd 'em 
Out of the Cuſtard-politick for you, the Mayor's. 
P. ſen. "Tis well ; go in, take hence all that Exceſs, 
Make what you can of it, your beſt : and when 
I have Friends that I invite at home, provide me 
Such, ſuch, and ſuch a Diſh, as I beſpeak ; 
One at atime, no Superfluity. 
Or if you have it not, return me Money : 
You know my ways. Lic. They are a little crooked. 
P. /en. How, Knave? 
Lic. Becauſe you do indent. P. ſen. Tis true, Sir, 
I do indent you ſhall return me Money. 

Lic. Rather than Meat, I know it : you are juſt ſtill. 
P. ſen. I love it ſtill. And therefore if you ſpend 
The Red-Deer Pies i' your Houle, or fell *em forth, Sir, 

Caſt fo, that I may have their Coffins all 
Return'd here, and pil'd up : I would be chought 
To keep fome kind of Houſe. Lic. By the mouldy Signs ? 
P. ſen. And then remember Meat for my two Dogs: 
Fat Flaps of Mutton, Kidneys, Rumps of Veal, 
Good plenteous Scraps ; my Maid ſhall eat the Relicks. 
Lic. When you and your Dogs have din'd. A ſweet 
Reverſion. 
P. ſen. Who's here ? my Courtier, and my little Defor ? 
My Mufter-maſter ? And what Plover's that 
They have brought to pull ? 
Bro. I know not, ſome green Plover, 
I'll find him out. P. ſen. Do, for I know the reſt : 
They are the Feerers, mocking, flouting Facks. 


AR IL. Scene IV. 


Fitton, Penni-boy ſen. Almanach, Shunfield, Matrigal, 
Lick-finger, Broker, 


Ow now, old Money-Bawd ? W' are come——— 
P, jun. To jeer me, 

As you were wont, I know you. 4m. No, to give thee 
Some good Security, and ſee Pecunia, 

P, ſen. What is't? Fit, Our ſelves. 

Alm. We'll be one bound for another. 

Fit, This noble De#or here. Alm. This worthy Courticy. 

Fit. This Man & War, he was our Muſter maſter. 

Alm. But a Sea Captain now, brave Captam Shunfield. 

| He holds up bus Neſe. 


Shun. You ſnuff the Air now,as the ſcent diſpleas'd you. 


Fir. Thou needſt not fear him Man,his Credit is found, 
Alm. And ſeaſon'd too, fince he took Salt at Sca. 
P. ſen. 1 do not love pickl'd Security ; 
VVould I had one ol Preſh-man in & all : 
For truth 1s, you three ſtink. Shun. You are a Rogue. 
P. ſen. I think I am; but I will lend no Money 
On that Security, Captain» Alm. Here's a Gentleman, 
A Freſhman i' the V Vorld, one Maſter Madrigal. 
Fit. Of an untainted Credit z what ſay you to him ? 
[Madrigal eps aſide with Broker. 
Shan. He's gone, me thinks; where is he * Madrigal ? 
P. ſen. H' has an odd ſinging Name : is he an Heir ? 
Fir. An Heir to a fair Fortune. Alm. And full Hopes : 
A dainty Scholar, and a pretty Poet ! 
P. ſen. Y*ave ſaid enough. I ha* no Money,Gentlemen, 
Ar'he go to't inRyme once,not a Penny. | He ſnuffs again. 
Shun, V Vhy, he's of Years, though he have little Beard. 
P. ſen. His Beard has time to grow. I have no Money. 
Let him ftill dabble in Poerry. No Pecunia : 
bl 
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Is to be ſeen. Alm. Come, thou lov'ſt to be coſtive 
Still i thy Curt'fie ; but 1 have a Pill, 
A golden Pill, to purge away this Melancholy. 

Shun. "Tis _— but his keeping o the Houſe here, 
With kis two drowſie Dogs. Fit. A Drench of Sack 
At a good Tavern, and a fine freſh Puller, 

Would cure him. : 

Lic. Nothing but a young Heir in White-broth ; 
I know his Diet better than the De#or. 

Shun. What, Lick-finger ? mine old Hoſt of Ram-ally ? 
You ha*' ſome Market here. Alm. Some Doſfler of Fiſh 
Or Fowl to fetch off. Fir. An odd Bargain of Veniſon 
To drive. P. ſen. Will you goin, Knave ? 

Lic. TI muſt needs, 

You ſee who drives me, Gentlemen. Alm. Not the Devil. 

Fir. He may be in time, he is his Agent now. 

[ Peni-boy thruſfts him ix. 

P. ſen, You are all cogging Facks, a Covey of Wies, 
The Jeerers, that ſtill call rogether at Meals : | 
Or rather an Airy ; for you are Birds of Prey, 

And fly at all ; nothing's too big or high for you. 
And are fo truly fear'd, but not belov'd 

One of another, as no one dares break 

Company from the reſt, leſt they ſhould fall 
Upon him abſent. Alm. O ! the only Oracle 
That ever peept or ſpake out of a Doublet. 

Shun, How the Rogue ſtinks, worſe than a Fiſhmon- 
gers Sleeves! 

Fit. Or Curriers Hands ! 

Shun. And ſuch a par-boil'd Viſage ! 

Fit, His Face looks like a Diers Apron, juſt ! 

Alm.A fodden Head,and his whole Brain a Poſſet-curd!' 

P. ſen. I, now you jeer, jeer on; I have no Money. 

Alm, I wonder what Religion he's of! 

Fit. No certain ſpecies ſure! A kind of Mule! 

That's half an Erhnick, half a Chriſtian ! 

P. ſen. I have no Money,Gentlemen. Shan.This Stock. 
He has no ſenſe of any Vertue, Honour, 

Gentry, or Merit. P. ſen. You lay very right, 
My meritorious Captain, (as I take it!) 

Merit will keep no Houſe, nor pay no Houſe-rent. 
Will Miſtris Meri: go to Marker, think you, 

Set on the Pot, or feed the Family ? 

Will Gentry clear with the Butcher, or the Baker ? 
Fetch in a Pheaſant, or a Brace of Partridges, 
From Goodwife Poulter, for my Ladies Supper. 

Fit. See ! this pure Rogue ! 

P. ſen. This Rogue has Money though ; 

My worſhipful brave Courtier has no Money 
No, nor my valiant Captain. Shwn. Hang you, Raſcal. 

P, ſen, Nor you, my learned Door. I loy'd you 
While you did hold your Practice, and kill Tripe-wives, 
And kept you to your Urinal; but fince your Thumbs 
Have greas'd the erides, caſting Figares, 

And turning over for your Candle-rents, 
And your Twelve Houſes in the Zodiack, 
With your Almutens, Alma cantaras 
Troth you ſhall cant alone for| Peni-boy. 

Shen. 1 told you what we ſhquld find him,a meer Bawd. 

Fit. A Rogue, a Cheater. | 

P. ſen. What you pleaſe, Gentlemen : 

I am of that humble nature and condition, 

Never to mind your Worſhips, or take notice 

Of what you throw away thus. I keep Houſe here 
Like a lame Cobler, never out of doors, 

With my ewo Dogs, my Friends 3 and (as you ſay) 
Drive a quick pretty Trade, fill. 1 get Money : 

And as for Titles, be they Rogwe, or Raſcal, 

Or what your Worſhips fanſie, ler *em paſs 

As tranſitory things; they're mine to day, 

And yours to morrow. 

Alm. Hang thee, Dog. Shwn. Thou Cur, 

P. ſen. You ſee how | do bluſh, and am aſham'd 
Of theſe large Attributes? Yet you have no Money. 


Alm. Well Wolf, Hyena, you old pocky Raſcal, 
You will ha' the Hernis fall down again 


| Into your Scrotum, and I ſhall be ſent for. 


I will remember then, that, and your Fifulz 
In ano I cur'd you of. & 
P. /en. Thank your Dog-leech Craft » 
They were *holeſom Piles, afore you meddFd wich *em. 
Alm. What an ungrateful Wretch is this? 
Shun. He minds 
A Courteſie no more, than London bridge, 
What Arch was mended laſt, Fi. He never thinks, 
More than a Log, of any Grace at Court 
A Man may do him ; or that ſuch_a Lord | 
Reach't him his Hand. P./en.O yes! If Grace would ſtrike 
The Brewer's Tally, or my good Lord: Hand 
Would quit the Scores. Burt, Sir, they will not do it. 
Here's a Piece, my good Lord Piece, doth all ; | He ſhews 
Goes to the Butchers, fetches in a Mutton 3 @ Piece. 
Then to the Bakers, brings in Bread, makes Fires, 
Gets Wine, and does more real Courteſies 
Than all my Lords, I know : My ſweet Lord Piece ! 
You are my Lord, the reſt are cogging Facks, 
Under the Roſe. Shun. Rogue, 1 could beat you now. 
P. ſen. True, Captain, if you durit beat any other, 
I ſhould believe you ; 'burt indeed you are hungry ; 
You are not angry, Caprain, if I know you 
Aright, good Captam. No Pecunia 
Is to be ſeen, though Miſtris Band would ſpeak, 
Or lictle Bluſher-Wax be ne'er fo eaſe ; 
Ill ſtop mine Ears with her, againſt the Syrens, 
Court, and Philoſophy. God be wi” you, Gentlemen; 
Provide you better Narges, Pecunis is for you. 
Fir. What a damn'd Haryy it is! Where's Madrigat? 
Is he ſneak'd hence ? | 
Shun. Here he comes with Broker, | Madrigal returns. 
Pecunia's Secretary. Alm. He may do fome good 
With him perhaps. © Where ha' you been, Madrigal ? 
Mad. Above, with my Ladies Women, reading Verſes. 
Fit. That was a Favour. Good morrow, Mr.Secretary. 
Shun. Good morrow, Mr. Uſher. Alm. Sir, by both 
Your worſhipful Titles, and your Name, Mas Broker, 
Good morrow. Mad, I did ask him it he were 
Amphbibion Broker. Shan. Why ? 
Alm. A Creature of two Natures, 
Becauſe he has two Offices. Bro. You may jeer, 
You ha? the Wies, young Gentlemen : But your hope 
Of Helicon will never carry it here, 
With our fat Family ; we ha' the dulleſt, 


Moſt anbor'd Ears tar Verſe am our Females. 
I griev'd you read fo Sir ; old Nurſe —_ e 
She ſnoar'd i the Chair, and Statute (if you mark'd her) 


Fell faſt aſleep, and Miſtris Band ſhe nodded, 

But not with any conſent to what you read. 

They muſt have ſomewhat elſe to chink, than Rymes. 
It you could make an Epitaph on your Land, 
—_—_ it on departure) ſuch a Poem 

Would wake em, and bring #ax to her true ___ 

Mad. | faith, Sir, and I will ery. Bro. *Tis but Earth, 
Fit to make Bricks and Tyles of. Shun. Pox upon't, 
"Tis but for Pots, or Pipkins at the beſt. 

It it would keep us in good Tabacco-pipes, 

Bro. 'Twere worth keeping, Fit. Or in Porclane Diſhes, 
There were fome hope. Alm. Bur this is a hungry Soil, 
And muſt be helpe. Fir. Who would hold any Land, 
To have the trouble to Marl it ? Shwn. Not a Gencleman. 

Bro. Let Clowns and Hinds affe ir, chat love Plows, 
And Carts, and Harrows, and are butiic itil] 

In vexing the dull Element. Alm. Our ſweet Song ter 
Shall raritfe into Air. Fit. And you, Mas Broker, 
Shall have a feeling. Bro. So it ſupple, Sir, 

The Nerves. Mad. O' ic ſhall be palpable, 

Make thee run through a Hoop, or a Thumb-Ring, 


The Noſe of a Tabacco-pipe, and draw 
| Thy ductile Bones out, like a Knitting-needle, 
To 
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To ſerve my ſubril eurns. Bro. I ſhall obey, Sir, 
And run a Thred, like an Hour. glaſs. 
P. ſen. Where is Broker ? 

Are not theſe Flies gone yet ? Pray' quit my Houle, 

I'll ſmoak you out elſe. Fir. O! the Prodigal ! 

Will you be at fo much Charge with us, and Loſs ? 
Mad.l have heard you ha' ofter'd,Sir,to lock up ſmoak, 

And cauk your Windows, ſpar up all your Doors, 

Thinking to keep it a cloſe Prifoner wi” you, 

And wept when it went out, Sir, at your Chimney. 
Fit. And yet his Eyes were dricr than a Pumice. 
Shun. A wretched Raſcal, that will bind abour 

The Noſe of his Bellows, left the Wind get out 

When he's abroad. 

'm. Sweeps down no Cobwebs here, 

Bur fzlls 'em tor cut Fingers; and the Spiders, 

As Creatures rear'd of Duſt, and colt him nothing, 

To fat old Ladies Monkeys. Fit. He has offer'd 

To gather up ſpilt Water, and preſerve 

Each Hair falls from him, to ſtop Balls withal. 

Shun. A Slave, and an Idolater to Pecunia ! 
P. /en. You all have happy Memories, Gentlemen, 

In rocking my poor Cradle. I remember too, 

VVhen you had Lands and Credic, V Vorſhip, Friends, 

I, and could give Security : Now you have none, 

Or will have none right ſhortly. This can Time, 

And the viciflitude of Things. I have 

All theſe, and Money too, and do poſſeſs 'em, 

. And am right heartily glad of all our Memories, 

And both the Changes. Fit. Let us leave the Viper. 
P. ſen, He's glad he is rid ot his Torture, and fo ſoon. 

Breker, come hither, up, and tell your Lady, 

She muſt be ready preſently, and Statute, | 

Band, Mortgage, Wax : My prodigal young Kinſman 

VVill ſtreight be here to ſee her ; *op of our Houle, 

The flouriſhing and flanting Pei boy. 

VVe were but three of us in all the world, 

My Brother Francs, whom they call'd Frank Peni-boy, 

Father to this; he's dead. This Pen boy 

Is now the Heir ! 1, Richer Pen boy, 

Not Richard, but old Harry Peni boy, 

And (to make Ryme) cloſe, wary Pexi-boy, 

] ſhall have all at laſt, my hopes do tell me. 

Go, ſee all ready ; and where my. Dogs have faulted, 

Remove it with a Proom, and {weeten all 

VVich a Slice of Juniper, not too much, but ſparing, 

VVe may be faulty our ſelves elſe, and turn prodigal, 

In entertaining ot the Prodigal, 

Here he is ; and with him-— what ! a Clapper-Dudgeon ! 

That's a good Sign, to have the Beggar follow him 

So near, at his firſt entry into Foreune. - 


A& IL. Scene V. 


Peni-boy jun. Peni-boy ſen. Pick lock, Canter. 


Broker, Pecunia, Statute, Band, Wax, Mortgage, 
Hid in the Study. 


Ow now, old Uncle ? I am come to fee thee, 

And the brave Lady here, the Daughter of Ophir, 
They ſay thou keepft. P. ſen. Sweet Nephew, if ſhe were 
The Daughter of- the Swn, (he's at your ſervice, 

And fo am I, and the whole Family, 
V Vorſhipful Nephew. P. jw». Sailt thou fo, dear Uncle ? 
VVelcome my Friends then : Here is Domine Picklock, 
My Man o Law, ſollicits all my Cauſes, 
Follows my Buſineſs, makes and compounds my Quarrels 
zerween my Tenants and me 3 ſows all my Strites, 

And reaps them too; troubles the Country for me, 
And vexcs any Neighbour that I pleaſe. 

P. ſen. But with Commiſlion ? 

F. im. Vader my Hand and Seal. 

P, /en. A worſhiptul Place. 


[ 


—— 


Pic. | thank his V Vortſhip for it. 

P. /en. But what is this old Gentleman. P.Ca. A Rogue, 
A very Canter, 1, Sir, one that mauxd:s 
Upon the Pad : V Ve ſhould be Brothers though ; 

For you are near as wreeched as my ſelf, 
You dare nor uſe your Money, and I have none. 

P. ſen. Not uſe my Money, cogging Fack ! who uſcs it 
At better Rates ? lets ic for more 1' the Hundred, 

Than I do, Sirrah ? P. jun. Be not angry, Uncle. 

P. ſen. VVhat? to diſgrace me, with my Been, as if 
I did not know her Value. P. Ca. Sir, I meant 
You durſt nor to enjoy it. P. ſen. Hold your peace, 
You are a Fack. 

P. jun. Uncle, he ſhall be a Jobn, [ Young Peni-boy « 
And you go tg that,as good a Man as you are : angry. 
Ar” I can make him fo, a better Man ; 
Perhaps I will coo. Come, let us go. P./en. Nay,Kinſman, 
My worſhipful Kinſman, and the top of our Houle, 
Do not your penitent Uncle that Atfront, . 

For a raſh word, to leave his joyful Threſhold, 

Before you ſee the Lady that you long for, 

The Venxs of the Time and State, Pecunia / 

I do ive, your Bounty loves the Man, 

For ſome concealed Vertue, that he hides 

Under thoſe Rags. P.Cs. I owe my Happineſs to him, 
The waiting on his Worſhip, ſince I broughe him 

The happy News, welcome to all young Heirs. 

P. jun. Thou didſt indeed, for which I thank thee yet. 
Your Fortwunate Princeſs, Uncle, is long a coming. *' 

P. Ca. She is not rigg'd, Sir ; ſetting forth tome Lady, 
Will coſt as much as turniſhing a Fleet. 

Here ſhe's come at laſt, and like a Gally 
Gilr i* the Prow, | The Study xs open'd,where ſhe ſits in State. 

P. jun. Is this Pecunia ? 

P./en.V ouchſafe my toward Kinſman,gracious Madam, 
The Favour of your Hand. 

Pec. Nay of my Lips Sir, [ She kiſſeth him, 
To him. . P. jun. She kiſſes like a mortal Creature. 
Almighty Madam, I have long'd to ſee you. 

Pec. And I have my deſire, Sir, to behold 
That Youth and Shape, which in my Dreams and Wakes 
I have ſo oft contemplated, and felc 
Warm in my Veins, and native as my Blood. 

When I was told of your arrival here, 

I fele my Heart beat, as it would leap out 

In Speech ; and all my Face it was a Flame : 
But how it came to pals, I do not know, 

P. jun. O! Beauty loves to be more proud than Nature, 
That made you bluſh. I cannot fatisfie 
My curious Eyes, by which alone P'm happy, 

In my beholding you. P.Cs. They paſs the Complement 
Prettily well. | He kiſſith her, 

Pic. I, he does kiſs her, I like him. 

P. jun. My Paflion was clear contrary, and doubtful, 
I ſhook for tear, and yet I danc'd tor joy, 

I had ſuch Motions as the Sun-beams make 
Againſt a Wall, or playing on a Water, 
Or trembling Vapour ot a boyling Pot—— 

P. ſen. "That's not lo good; it ſhould ha? been a Cruci5/: 
VVith molten Metal, ſhe had underſtood it. 

P. jun. | cannot talk, but I can love you, Mada : 

Are thele your Gentlewomen? I love chem roo. 
And which is Miſtris Statute? Miſtris Band ? 
They all kiſs cloſe, the laſt ſtuck co my Lips. 
Bro. It was my Ladies Chamber-maid, fott 7/ax. 
P.jun.Soft Lips ſhe has,l am ſure on't. Mother Mortgage 
Ill owe a Kifs, cill ſhe be younger. Statute, 
Sweet Miſtris Band, and honey, little Wax, 
VVe mult be better acquainted. 
| He doubles the Complement zo them all. 
Sta. VVe are but Servants, Sir. 
Band. But whom her Grace is ſo content to grace, 
V Ve ſhall obſerve. Fax. And with all fit reſpeR. 
Mor. In our poor Places. 


Wax. Being 
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Wax. Being her Graces Shadows. | Expectation. b/c is be ? 

P. jun. A fine well-ſpoken Family. What's thy name? | Mirth. Three or four : 0/4 Covetoulnefs, the ſordid Peni- 
Bro. Broker. P. jun. Methinks my Uncle ſhould not . boy, the Money-bawd, 5% is @ Fleſh-bawd t:9, they ſap. 
Who is a crafty Knave enough, believe ir. (need thee, Tattle. But bere is never @ Fiend to carry bim away. 
Art thou her Graces Steward ? Bro. No, her Uther, Sir. | Beſides, he bas newer a Worden Dagger ! I1d not give a Ruſh 

P. jun, What, o' the Hall ? chou haſt a ſweeping Face, for 4 Vice, thar bas nus a Worden Dagger to ſnap at every 
Thy Beard is like a Broom. Bro. No barren Chin, Sir, body be meets. 
1 am no Ewnuch, though a Geneleman-Ulher. | Mirth. That was the «1d way, Goſſip, when Iniquity 
P. jun. Thou ſhalt go with us. Uncle I muſt have ' came mm hike Hokos Pokos, in a Fuglers Ferkin, with falſe 
My Princeſs forth today. P. ſen. Whither you pleaſe, Sir, Skirts, like the knave of Clubs ! but new they are attir'd like 
You ſhall command her. Pec. I will do all g ace ' Men and Women o the time, the Vices Male and Female ! 
To my new Servant. P. ſen. Thanks unto your bounty; Poigality /rke a young Herr, and bis Miſtris Money 


He is my Nephew, and my Chiet, the Point, | (wboſe Favours be ſcatters like Counters) prank't up like a 


[ Old Peni-boy thanks her, but makes bis Condition. 


Tip, Top, and Tutt of all our Family: 
Bur, Sir, condition'd always you return 
Statute, and Band home, with my ſweet, ſoft Wax, 
And my good Nurſe, here, Mortgage. P. jim. O! what elle ? 
P. ſen. By Broker. P. Fu. Do not fear. 
P. ſen. She ſhall go wr' you, 
Whither you pleaſe, Sir, any where. P. Ca. I ſee 
A Money-Bawd, is lightly a Fleſh Bawd too. 
Pic. Are you advis'd 2 Now o' my faith, this Canter 
Would make a good grave Burge/: in ſome Barn. 
P. ju. Come, thou ſhalt go with us Uncle. 
P. Ca. By no means, vir. 
P. ju. We'll have both Sack, and Fidlers. 
P. ſen. I'll not draw that charge upon your Worſhip. 
P. Ca. He ſpeaks modeſtly, 
And like an Uncle. P. ſen. But Mas Broker, here, 
He ſhall attend you, Nephew ; her Graces Uſher, 
And what you fancy to beſtow on him, 
Be not too laviſh, uſe a temperate Bounty, 
VIl cake it to my ſelf. P. jun. I will be Princely, 
While 1 poſſeſs my Princes, my Pecunia. 
P. ſen. Where is't you cat? 
P. jun. Hard by, at Picklocks Lodging, 
Old Lickfinger's the Cook, here in Ram Alley. 
P.ſen.He has good Chear; perhaps ll come and ſee you. 
P. Can, O, tie ! an Alley, and a Cooks-ſhop, grols, 
[ The Canter takes bim aſide and perſwades bim. 
'Twill ſavour, Sir, moſt rankly of 'em both. 
Let your Meat rather follow you to a Tavern. 
© Pic. A Tavern's as unfit too for a Princeſs. 
P. Ca. No, I have known a Princeſs, and a great one, 
Come forth of a Tavern. Pic. Not go in, Sir, though. 
P. Ca. She muſt go in, if ſhe came forth: the bleſſed 
Pokabomas (as the Hiſtorian calls her 
And great Kings Daughter of Virginia) 
Hath been in Womb of a Tavern ; and beſides, 
Your naſty Uncle will ſpoil all your mirth, 
And be as noyſom. Pic. That's true. P. Ca. No faith, 
Dine in Apollo with Pecuma, 
At brave Duke Wadloos, have your Friends about you, 
And make a day on't. P. jun. Content *i faith: 
Our Meat ſhall be brought thither. Simon the King, 
Will bid us welcom. Pic. Patron, I have a luit. 
P.jun. What's that ? Pic. That you will carry the Infants 
To tee the Staple, her Grace will be a grace, 
To all the Members of ic. P. jun. I will do it: 
And have her Arms ſet up there, with her Titles, 
Anrelia Clare Pecunia, the Infanta. 
And in Apollo. Come (ſweet Princels) go. 
P. ſen. Broker, be careful of your charge. 
Bro. I warrant you. 


The ſecond Intermean after the ſecond Act. 


[oo Why this is duller and duller ! intolerable ! ſcur- 
wy ! neither Devil nor Fool in this Play ! pray God 
ſome on us be not a Witch, Goſſip, to foreſpeak the matter thus. 

Mirth. I fear we are all ſuch, and we were old enough : 
But we are not all old enough to make one Witch. How like 
Jou the Vice i the Play. 


' prime Lady, the Infanra of the Mines. 


| Cen. 1, therein they abuſe an honourable Princeſs, it is 
| thoug bt. 

Mirth. By whom is it ſo thought ? or where lyes the abuſe? 

Cen. Plain mm the tiling = Infanta, and giving ber 
three Names. 

| Mirth. Take heed it lye not in the Vice of your interpreta- 
Ro ge _ Aurelia, Clara, Pecunia to do ith any 
erjon « they any move, but ex eſs the property of Mone 
which is the Daughter of Earth, js - aka x wp. A Mines 2 
Is there — ro be call d Infanta, but what is ſubjett to 
exceprion? Why not the Infanta of the Beggers ? or Infanta 
4 ” Gapſies ? as well as King of Beggers, and King of 

tpjees 7 

Cen. W:/!, and there wore no wiſer than I, I weuld ſaw 
bim ma Sack, and (end him by Sea :0 his Princes. 

Mirth. Faith, and he heard yn, Cenfure, be would. go 
near to ſtick the Aſſes Ears to your bigh dreſſing, and per- 
baps to all ours for harkening t' you. 

Tattie. By r Lady but *: ſhould not to mine, I would 
harken, an barken, and cenſure, if I ſaw cauſe, for th? 
other Princeſs jake Pokahoncas, ſarnam'd the Bleſſed, 
whom he bas a6us'd indeed (and I do cenſure him, and will 
cenſure h:1) to ſay ſhe came forth of a Tavern, was ſaid 
like a paltry Poet. 

Mirth. That's but one Goſſips Opinion, and my Gel! 
Tattle's : » ! but what [ays — here, ſhe 4 F5 a 
and ſil-a. 

Expectation. Toth I expe& therr Office, their great Of- 
fice ! the Staple, what it will be ! they bave talk't on't, but 
we ſee't nit open yet ; would Butter wou!d come in, and 
ſpread it ſelf « little to us. 

Mirth, Or the Butter-bex, Buz, the Emiſlary. 

Tattle. When it is churn'd, and diſh't, we ſhall hear of it. 

Expectation. If it be freſh and ſweet Butter ; but ſay it 
be ſowr and wheyiſh. 

Mirth. Then it is worth nothing, meer Pot Butter, fit to 
be ſpent im Suppoſitories, or greaſing Coach-whbecls, ſtale 
ſtinking Butter, and ſuch 1 fear it is, by the being barrell'd 
up ſo long. 

Expectation, Or rank Iriſh Butter. 

Cen. Have patience G(ſſip, ſay that, contrary to our ex* 
pectation, it prove right, ſea/onable, ſalt Butter, 

Mirth. Or to the teme of vear, m Lent, delicate Almond 
Butter ! I bave a ſweet T:th yet, and I will bope the beſt ; 
and fit down as quiet and ca'm as Butter 3 look as ſmooth 
and ſoft as Butter ; be merry and melt like Butter ; laugh 
and be fat like Butter : ſo Butter anſwer my Expect ation, 
and be not mad butter ; If it be : It ſhall bath July and De- 
cember /ce! 

I ſay no more, but — Dixi. 


To the Reaperks. 


N this following At, the Office is open'd, and ſhewn to 
the Prodigal, and bis Princeſs Pecunia, wherein the 
Allegory, and purpoſe of the Author bath bitherto been 
wholly miſtaken, and ſo ſiniſter an Interyretation been made, 
as if the Souls of moſt of the SpeEtators bad liv'd in the 


| Eyes and Ears of theſe — that tattle _— 
; 
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the Acts. But he prays you thes to mend it. To conſider che 
News bcre wented to be none of his News, or any reaſonab'c 
Mims ; but News made like the Times News, (4 weekly 
Cheat to draw Money) and could not be fitter reprebended, 
than in raiſing this ridiculous Office of the Staple, wherem 
the Age may ſee her ewn Folly, or bunger and thirſs after 
publiſh'd Pamphlets of News, ſer out every Saturday, but made 
all at hame, and no Syllable of truch in them ; than which there 
cannot be a greater Diſeaſe m Nature, or a fouter ſcorn put uj- 
on the Times, 4nd ſo _——_— it, you ſhall do the Au- 
thor and your en Judgment a Courteſie, and percerve the 
Trick of alluring Men-y to rhe Othce, and there coz ning the 
people. If you bave the Truth, reſt quict, and conſider that 
Ficta, voluptatis cauſa, fint proxima veris. 


AQ BL Scene L 
Fitton, Cymbal : To them, Picklock, Regiſter, Clerk, 
Tho. Barber. 


Ou hunt upon a wrong ſcent ſtill, and think 
'f The Air of things will _ *'m, but it muſt 
Bz reaſon and proportion, not fine ſounds, 

My couſin Cymball, muſt get you this Lady. 
You have entertain'd a Pettytogger here, 
Picklock, with truſt of an Emyſaries Place, 
And he is all for the young Prodigal, 
You ſee he has left us. C;ym. Come, you do not know him, 
That ſpeak thus of him. He will have a Trick, 
To open us a gap by a Trap-door, 
When they lealt dream on't. Here he comes. What news ? 
Pic. Where is my Brother Buz ? my Brother Ambler ? 
The Regirter, Examiner, and the Clerks ? 
Appear, and ler us muſter all in Pomp, 
For here will be the rich fant, preſently, 
To make her vilir. Peni-boy the Heir, 
My Patron, has got leave tor her to pla 
With all her Train, of the old Churl her Guardian. 
Now is your time to make all court unto her , 
Thar ſhe may firſt but know, then love the Place, 
And ſhew it by her frequent vihits here : 
And atrerwards get her to lojourn with you. 
She will e weary of the Frodigal quickly. 
Cym, Excellent news : 
kit. And counſel of an Oracle ! 
Cym, How ſay you Coulia Futon? 
Fit. Brother Pickleck, 
I ſhall adore thee for this parcel of Tidings, 
le will cry up the Credit of our Office 
Erernally, and make our Staple Immortal ! = 
Pic. Look your Addrefics then be tair and fit, 
And entertain her and her Creatures too, 
With all the Migniardiſe, and quaint Careſſes 
You can put on 'em. Fit. Thou ſeem'ſt bychy Lamguage, 
No les a Courtier than a Man Oo Law. 
I muſt embrace thee. Pic. Tut, I am Vertumnas, 
On every change, or chance, upon occalion, 
A true Chamelion, I can colour tort. 
I move upon my Axel like a Turn-pike, 
Fic my Face to the Parties, and become 
Sereight one of them. Cym. Sirs, up into your Desks, 
And ſpred the Rolls upon the Table, 1o. 
Is the Examiner let ? Reg. Yes, Sir. 
Cym. Ambler and Buz are both abroad now. 
Pic. We'll ſuſtain cheir Parts. 
No matter, let them ply the Afairs without, 
Let us alone within, I like char well. 

[Fitton purs on the Office Cloke,and Cymbal the Gown. 
On with the Cloke, and you with the Sraple Gown, 
And keep your State, ſtoop only to the Infanta ; 
We'll have a flight at Mortgage, Statute, Band, 

And hard, but we'll bring Wax unto che recrive : 
Each know his ſeveral Province, and diſcharge ic. 


Fit. I do admire this nimble Ingine, Pzclock. 

| Fitton « brought abeut. 
Cym. Cuz, What did I fay ? 
Fir. You have rectified my Error: 


Act II. Scene II. 


Penti-boy, jun. P. Canter, Pecunia, Statute, Band, Mortgage, 
Wax, Broker, Cuſtomers. 


Y your leave Gentlemen, what news? good,good ſtill? 
P your new Office ? Princeſs, here's the Staple ! 
This is the Governor, kifs him, noble Princeſs, 
For my fake. Thom, how is it honeſt Thom ? 
How does thy Place, and thou ? My Creature, Prince/;, 
[ He tells Pecunia of Thom. 
This is my Creature, give him your Hand to kifs, 
He was my Barber, now he writcs Clericas ! 
[ bought this Place for him, and gave ic him. 
P. Ca. He ſhould have ſpoke of that, Sir, and not you : 
Two do not do one Office well. P. jun. 'Tis true, 
But I am loth to loſe my Curteſies. 
F. Ca. So are all they that do them to vain ends, 
And yet you do loſe, when you pay your ſelves 
P, jun. No more of your Sentences,Canter, they areſtale, 
e come for Mews, remember where you are. 
I pray thee let my Princeſs hear ſome News, 
Good Maſter Cymbal. Cym. What news would ſhe hear ? 
Or of what kind, Sir ? P. jun. Any, any kind, 
S0 it be News, the neweſt that thou haſt, 
Some News of State for a Princeſs. 
Cym. Read from Rome there. far” op Rome. 
Tho. They write, the King of Spain is choſen Pope. 
P. jun, How ? 
Tho. And Emperor too, the Thirtieth of February. 
P. jun. Is the Emperor dead ? 
Cym. No, but he has refign'd, 
| News of the Emperor and Tilly. 
And trails a Pike now, under Tilly. Fit. For Penance. 
P. jwn. Thele will begert ſtrange turns in Chriſtendom | 
Tho. And Spinola is made General of the Feſwits. 
[ News of Spinola. 
P. jun. Stranger ! Fit. Sir, all are alike true and certain, 
Cym. All che pretence to the Fifth Monarchy 
' | The Fifth Monarchy uniting the Eccleſiaſtick 
and Secular Power, 
Was held but vain, until the Ecclefiaftick 
And Secular Powers were united thus, 
Both in one Perſon, Fit. *T has been long the aim 
Of che Houle of Auftris. Cym. See but Maximilian 


A Plot of the Houſe of Auſtria. 
His Letters to the Bare of ok Bw the 


Or Scheiter-buyſen. Fit. No, of Liechtenſtein, 
Lord Paul, | think. P. jun. I have heard of ſome ſuch thing. 
Don Spinola made General of the Feſwits! [ More of Spinola. 
A Prieſt ! Cy». O, no, he is diſpens'd withal, 
And the whole Society, who do now appear 
The only Engineers of Chrittendom. 
P. jwn.They have been thought (o long,and rightly too. 
Fir, Wicnels the Engine that they have preſented him, 
To wind himiclf with, up into the Moon, 
And chence make all his Diſcoveries! Cy». Read on. 
Tho. And V ttelleſcr, he that was laſt General, 
Being now turn'd Cook to the Society, 
Has drelt his Excellence ſuch a Diſh of Eggs —— 
[His Eggs. 
P. jun, What potch'd ? The. No, powder'd. 
Cym. All the Yolk is Wild-fire, 
As he ſhall need beleaguer no more Towns, 
Bur thiow his Egg i. Fiz Ic thall clear conſume 
Palace and Placc , dzm-+lith and bear down 
Ail {trengehs beto:e ic Cym. Never be extinguiſh'd, 
Till all become one ruine! Fir. And from Florence. 
Tho, I hey write was lound in Galies's Study, 


[ Galilzo's Study. 
A burn- 
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A burning Glaſs (which they have ſent him too) 
To Firs any Fleet that's out at Sea 
Cym. By Moonſhine, ist not fo ? 
Tho. Yes, Sir, i the Water. 

[ The burning Glaſs by Moon-ſhine. 
P. jun. His ſtrengths will be unreſiſtable, if this hold! 
Ha' you no News againft him on the contrary ? 
(la. Yes, Sir, they write here, one Cornelias-Son, | 
[ The Hollanders Fel. 
Hath made the Hallanders an inviſible Eel, 
To ſwim the Haven at Dunkirk, and fink all 
The Shipping there. P. jan. Why ha* not you this, Thom ? 
Cym. Becauſe be keeps the Pontificial hide. 
[ Peni-boy will have him change ſides. 
P. jun. How, change ſides, Thom. "Twas never in my 
choughe 
To put thee up againſt our ſelves. Come down, 
Quickly. Cym. Why, vir ? 
P. jun. I venter'd not my Money 
Upon thoſe Terms : If he may change, why fo. 
['|l ha' him keep his own ſide, ſure. Fiz. Why, let him, 
'Tis but writing ſo much over again. : 
P. jun, For that I'll bear the charge : There's two Pieces, 
Fit. Come, do not ſtick with the Gentleman. 
Cym. I'll cake none, Sir. 
And yet he ſhall ha' the Place. | 
P. jun. They ſhall bz Ten then, { Though be 29 for it. 
UpThom : and th' Office ſhall take 'em. Keep your tide, 7bom. 
Know your own ſide, donot forfake your tide, Thom. 
Cym. Read. Tho. They write here one Cornelims-Son, 
Hath made the Hollanders an inviſible Eel, 


To ſwim the Haven at Dunkirk, and fink all 
The ſhipping there. P. jw». But how is't done ? 
Cym. Vl thew you, vir. 
It is an Automa, runs under Water, 
With a ſnug Noſe, and has a nimble Tail 
Made like an Auger, with which Tail ſhe wrigles 
Betwixt the Coalts of a Ship, and finks it ſtreighe. 
P. jun, Whence ha' you this News. 
Fir. From a right Hand I affure you, 
The Eel Boats here, chat lye before —_—Y be, 
Came out of Holland. P. jun. A molt brave Device, 
To murder their flat bottoms. Fiz. I do grant you: 
But what if Spinola have a new Project : 
[Spinola's new Projelt ; an Army in Cork-ſhoces, 
To bring an Army over in Cork- 
And land them here at Harwich ? all his Horſe 
Are ſhod with Cork, and tourſcore Pieces of Ordinance, 
Mounted upon Cork-carriages, with Bladders 
In ſtead of Wheels to run the Paſlage over 
At a Spring-tide. P. jun. Is't true * 
Fir. As true as the reſt. 
P. jun, He'll never leave his Engines : I would hear now 
Some curious News. Cym. As what ? a 
P, jun. Magick or Alchimy, 
Or flying i the Air, I care not what. 
Cla. They write from Libtzig (Reverence to your Ears) 
The Art of drawing Farts out of dead Bodies, 
[ Extrattion of Farts. 
Is by the Brotherhood of the Roſe Croſs, 
Produc'd unto Perfe&tion, in fo ſweet 
And rich a Tin&ure— Fit. As there is no Princeſs, 
But may perfume her Chamber with th' ExtraGion. 
P. jun, There's for you, Princeſs. 
P. Ca. What, a Fart for her ? 
P. jun. I mean the Spiri. ; 
P. Ca. Beware how the reſents it. 
P. jwn. And what haſt thou, Thom ? 


Tho. The perpetual Motion, 
[The perpetual Motion, 


Is here found out by an Ale-wife in Saint Katberines, 
At the Sign o' the dancing Bears. 

P. jun. What, from her Tap ? 
Fil go ſee that, or elſe Vil ſend old Carter. 


He can make that diſcovery. P. Ca. Yes, in Ale. 

P. jun. Let me have all this News, made up, and feal'd. 

Reg. The People preſs upon us. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
Withdraw wich your fair Prince/s. There's a Room 

[ The Regiſter offirs him a Room. 

Within, Sir, to retire too. P. jun. No, good Regiſter, 
We'll ſtand it out here, and obferve your Offce ; © 

| The Office calld the Houſe of Fame. 
What News it iſſues. Reg. 'Tis the Houſe of Fame, Sir, 
Where both the Curious and the Negligent ; 
The Scrupulous and Careleſs; Wild and Stay'd ; 
The Idle and Laborious ; all do meet, 
To taſte the Corn copia of her Rumors, 
Which ſhe, the Mother of Sport, pleaſeth to ſcatter 
Among the vulgar : Baits, Sir, for the People ' 
And they will bite like Fiſhes. P. jun. Ler's fec'r. 

Dop. Ha' you in your profane Shop, any News. 

[1. Cuſt. 4 fhe Baptiſt. 
Q' the Saints at Amſterdam ? 

Reg. Yes, how much would you 2? 

Dop. Six Penny worth. 

Reg. Lay your Money down, read Thomas. 

Tho. The Saints do write, they expect a Prophet, ſhortly, 

[ Prophet Baal expefed in Holland: 
The Prophet Baal, to be ſenr over to them, 
To calculate a Time, and half a Time, 
And the whole Time, according to Naometvy 

P. jun. What's that ? 

Tho. The meaſuring of the Temple : a Cabal 
Found out bur lately, and fer our by Archre, 

| Archie mourn'd they. 
Or ſome ſuch Head, of whoſe long Coat they have heard, 
And being black, defire it. Dop. Peace be with them ! 

Reg. So there had uced, for they are itill by the Ears 
One with another. Dop. It is their Z#al, 

Reg. Moſt likely. 

Dep. Have you no other of that ſpecies? Reg. Yes, 
Bur dearer, ie will coſt you a Shilling. Dp. Verily, 
There is a Nine-pence, i will ſhed no-more. 

Reg. Not to the good of the Sams ? Dop. | am not ſure; 
That Man is good. Rey. Read, from Conſtantinople, 

Nine penny'oith. Tho. They give out here, the Grand 
S1gnior The great Turk turn'd Chriſtian, 
Is certainly turn'd Chriſtian, and to clear 
The Concroveriie *twixe the Pope and him; 
Which is the Anticbrif ; he means to viſit 
The Church at Amſterdam, this very Summer, 
And quit all Marks o' the Beaſt. Dop. Now joyful 75dings, 
Who brought in this ? Which Emiſ/ary? Rep. But. 
Your Country man. Dop. Now, vlciled be the Man, 
And his whole Family, with the Nation. 
Reg. Yes, for Amboyna, and the Juſtice there ! 
This is a Doper, a ſhe Anabarriſt | 
Seal and delves her her N-s, diſpatch. 
C. 2, Ha' you any News trom the Indies ? any 


Done in Fapan by the FJeſuites ? or in Ching ? 
Cla. No, but we hear of a Colony of Cooks 
| 4 Colony of Cocks ſent over to convert the 
Canhibals. 
To be ſet a ſhore o' che Coaſt of America, 
For the converſion of the Caniball, 
And making them good cating Chriftians. 
Here comes the Colonel that undertakes ic. 
C. 3- Who? Captain Lickfinger ? 
| 3- Cuſt. by Colonel Lickfinger. 
Lic.” News, news my Boys ! 
I am to furniſh a great Fealt to day, 
And I would have what News the Office affords. 
Cla. We were venting lome of you, of your new project. 
Reg.Atore 'twas paid tor,you'were ſomewhat too haity. 
P. jun, What Lickfinger! wilt thou convert the Caniballs, 
With Spit and Pan Divinity ? Lic. Sir, tor thac 
I will not urge, bur tor __ "_ and Zeal 
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To the true Cauſe ; thus I have undertaken : 
Wich ewo Lay-brethren, to my ſelf, no more, 
One o' che broach, th? other o the boyler, 
In one ſix Months, and by plain Cookery, 
No Magick to'r, but old Faphers Phylick, 
The Father of the European Arts, 
Yo make ſuch Sauces tor the Savages, 
And Cooks their Meats, with thoſe inticing Steems, 
As it would make our Cambal-Chriſtians 
Forbear the mutual eating one another, 
Which they do do, more cunningly, then the wild 
Ant 'w.ipophagi, that ſnatch only ſtrangers, 
Like my old Patrons Dogs there. P. jun. O, my Uncles: 
Is Dinner ready, Lickfnger? Lic. When you pleale, Sir. 
[ was-belveaking but a Parcel of News, 
To {trew out the long Meal withal, but't ſeems 
You are furnilh'd here already. P. jun. O, not half. 
Lic. What Court-news is there ? any Proclamations, 
Or Edifs to come forth ? Tho. Yes, there is on? 
That the Kings Barber has got, for aid of our Trade : 
Whereof there is a maniteſt decay. 
A Precept for the wearing of long Hair, 
[To let long Hair run to Seed, to ſow bald pates. 
To run to Seed, to iow bald Pates withal, 
And the preſerving truitful Heads, and Chins, 
To help a Myſtery almoſt antiquated. 
Such as are bald and barren beyond hope, 
Are to be ſeparated and ſer by 
For Uſhers to old Counteſſes. Lic. And Coachmen, 
To mount their Boxes reverently, and drive, 
Like Lepwings, with a Shell upo' their Heads, 
Thorow the Streets. Ha' you no News of the Stage? 
They'll ask me about new Plays at Dinner time. 
And I ſhould be c _ - a Fiſh. Tho. O! yes, 
There is a Legacy lefc to the King's Players, 
th [Spalato's Legacy to the Players. 
Both for their various ſhitting of their Scene, 
And dext'rous change of their Perſons to all ſhapes, 
And all diſguiſes : by the Right Reverend ; 
Archbiſhop ot Spalato. Lic. He is dead that play'd him: 
Tho. Then h* has loſt his (hare o* the Legacy. 
Lic. What news of Gundemer ? Tho. A iecond Fiſftula, 
[ Gundomar*s uſe of rhe Game at Chels, or Play 
ſa called. 
Or an Excoriation (at leaſt) 
For putting the poor Engliſh play, was writ of him, 
To ſuch a fordid uſe, as (is ſaid) he did, 
Of cleanſing his Pofterwr*s. Lic. Juſtice | Juſtice ! 
Tho. Since when, he lives Condemn'd to his ſhare 
at Bruxels, 
And there fits filing certain policick Hinges, 
To hang the S:ates on, h' has heav'd off the Hooks. 
Lic. What muſt you have for theſe ? 
P. jun, Thou ſhalt pay nothing, 
But reckon 'em *i the Bill. There's twenty Pieces, 
[ He gives Twenty picces to the Offfice. 
Her Grace þe{tows upon the Office, Thor : 
V Vrice thou that down for News. Reg. We may well do't, 
We have not many ſuch. P. jun. There's Twenty more, 
If you ſay fo 3 my Princeſs is a Princeſs | | Doubles it. 
And put that too, under the Office Seal. 
[ Cym.tak:s Pecunia aſide, courts and woos ber to 
the Office. 
Cym. If it will pleale your Grace to ſojourn here, 
And take my Root tor covert, you {hall know _ 
The Rites belonging to your Biood and Birth, 
Which few can apprehend : theſe fordid Servanes, 
Which rather are your Keepers, then Attendants, 
Should not come near your Picience. I would have 
You waited on by Ladies, and your Train 
Born up by Perſons of Quality and Honaur ; 
Your Meat ſhould be ferv'd in with cur.ous Dances, 
And ſer upon the Board with Virgin hands, 
Tun'd to their Voices ; not a Diſh remoy'd, 


Bur to the Muſick, nor a drop of Wine, 


Mixt with his Water, without Harmony. 
Pec. You are a Courtier, Sir, or ſomewhat more ? 
That have this tempting Language ! 
Cym. I'm your Servant, 
Excellent Prmceſs, and would ha* you appear 
That which you are. Come forth State, and wonder, 
Of theſe our Times, dazle the vulgar Eyes, 
And ſtrike the People blind with admiration. 
P. Can. Why, that's the end of Wealth ! thruſt Riches 
outward, 

And remain Beggers within : contemplate nothing 
Bur the vile ſordid things of Time, Place, Money, 
And let the Noble and the Precious go ; 
Vertue and Honeſty, hang 'em ; poor thin Membranes 
Of Honour; who ref; them? O, the Fates ! 
How hath all juſt true Reputation fall'n, 
Since Money, this baſe Money 'gan to have any ! 

[ Ficton bath been courting the Waiting-women, this 

while, and is jeered by them. 

Ban. Pitty the Gentleman is not Immortal. 

Wax. As he gives out, the Place is by deſcription. 

Fit. A very Paradiſe, if you ſaw all, Lady. 

Wax. I am the Chamber-maid, Sir, you miſtake, 

My Lady may ſee all, 

Fit. Sweet Miſtris Statute, gentle Miſtris Band, 
And Mother Mortgage, do but get her Grace 
To {ojourn here. Pic. I thank you gentle Wax. 

Mor. It it were a Chattel, pn try my Credit. 

Pic. So it is, for Term of Life, we count it ſo. 

Sta. She means Inberitance to bim and his Heirs : 

Or that he could aſſure a Srate of year: : 
I'll be his Statute-Staple, Statute- Merchant, 
Or what he pleaſe. Pic. He can expe& no more. 

Ban, His Couſin, Alderman Security, 

That he did talk of fo, e'en now —— Sta. Who is 
The very Broch o* the Bench, Gem o' the City. 

Ban. He and his Deputy, but affure his Life 
For one Seven years. Sta, And ſee what we'll do for him, 
Upon his Scarlet Motion. Ban. And old Chain, 

That draws the City-ears. Wax. When he ſays nothing, 
But ewirls it thus. Sta. A moving Oratory ! 

Ban. Dumb Rhetorick and ſilent Eloquence ! 

As the fine Peer ſays ! Fit. Come, they all ſcorn us, 
Do you not ſee't ? the Family of ſcorn ! 

Bro. Do not believe him! gentle Maſter Pickock, 
They underſtood you not : the Gentlewomen, 

They thought you would ha' my Lady ſojourn with you, 
And you deſire but now and then a Viſit ? 

Pic. Yes, if ſhe pleas'd, Sir, it would much advance 
Unto the Office her continual Reſidence ! 

(1 ſpeak but as a Member.) Bro. *Tis enough. 
I apprehend you. And it ſhall go hard, 
Bue Ill fo work, as ſome body ſhall work her ! 

Pic. *Pray you change with our Maſter, but a word 

about it. 

P. jun. Well, Lickfnger, ſee that our Meat be ready, 
Thou haſt News enough. Lic. Something of Berblem Gabor, 
And then F'm gone. Tho. We hear he has devis'd 
A Drum, to fill all Chriſtendom with the found : 

{ Bethlem Gabor's Drum. 
But that he cannot draw his Forces near it, 
To march yet, tor the violence of the noiſe. 
And therefore he is fain by a deſign, 
To carry *em in the Air, and at ſome diſtance, 
Till he be married, then they ſhall appear. 

Lic. Or never ; well, God b' wi” you(ltay, who's here?) 
A lictle of the Duke of Bavier, and then—— 

[ The Duke of Bavier. 

Cla. H' has taken a gray Habit, and is turn'd 
The Churches Miler, grinds the Catholick Griſt 
With every Wind : and Til cakes the Toll. 


| Cu/. 4. Ha' you any news 0 the Pageants to ſend down 
(4. Caſe. The Pagans 
@ 
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Into the ſeveral Counties ? All the Country 
Expe&ed from the City moſt brave Speeches, 
Now, at the Coronation. Lic. It expected 
More than it underſtood : for they ſtand mute, 
Poor innocent dumb things ; they are but Wood, 
As is the Bench and Blocks, they were wrought on; yet 
If May-dey come, and the Sun ſhine, perhaps, 
They'll ſing like Memmen's Statue, and be vocal. 
Cuſ. 5. Ha? you any Forreſt-news ? 
[ 5- Cuſt. The new Park in the Forreſt of Fools. 
Tho. None very wild, Sir, 
Some tame there is, out o' the Forreſt of Fools, 
A new Park is a making there, to ſever 
Cuckolds of Antler, from the Raskals. Such 
Whoſe Wives are dead, and have fince caſt their Heads, 
Shall remain Cuckolds-pollard. Lic. I'll ha* that news. 
Cuſ. 1. And. 2. And I. 3. And. 4 AndI. 5. And 1. 
[ Peni-boy would imoite the Maſter of the Office. 
Cym. Sir, | delire to be excus'd ; and, Madam, 
I cannot leave my Offce the firſt day. 
My Couſin Fitton here, ſhall wait upon you, 
And Emiſſary Picklock. P. jun. And Thom. Clericws ? 
Cym. I cannot ſpare him yet, but he ſhall follow you, 
When they have ordered the Rolls. Shut up th" Office, 
When you ha' done, *till two a Clock. 


A&t III. Scene IIL 
Shunfield, Almanack, Madrigal, Clerks. 


Y your leave, Clerks, 

Where ſhall we dine to day ? do you know? the 
Alm, Where's my fellow Fitton ? ( Jeerers. 
Tho. New gone torth. 

Shun. Cannot your Office tell us, what brave fellows 

Do eat together to Day, in Town, and where ? 

Tho. .. there's a Gentleman, the brave Heir, young 
Pent-boy, 

Dines in Apoll. Mad. Come, let's thither then, 

I ha' ſupt in Apollo! Alm. With the Muſes. Mad. No, 

But with two Gentlewomen, call'd the Graces. 

Alm. They* were ever three in Poetry. 

Mad. This was truth, Sir. 

Tho. Sir, Maſter Fitton's ther2 too | Shun All the better! 
Alm. We may have a jeer, perhaps. 

Shun. Yes, you'll drink, Dot#or, 

(It there be any good Meat) as much good Wine now, 

As would lay up a Dutch Ambaſſador. 

Tho. If he dine there, he's fure to have good Meat, 

For Lickfnger p:ovides the Dinner. Alm. Who? 

The glory of the Kitchin? that holds Cookery 

A Trade from Adam ? quotes his Broths and Salads ? 

And fwears he's not dead yer, but tranſlated 

In ſome immortal Cruſt, the Paſte of Almond; ? 

Mad. The fame. He holds no Man-can be a Poer, 

That is not a good Cook, to know the Palats, 

And ſeveral taites o the time. He draws all Arts 

Out of the Kircbin, but the Art of Poetry, 

Which he concludes the ſame with Cookery. 

Shun. Tur, he maintains niore — than that, 

He'll draw the Magiſterivm from a Minc'd-pye, 

And prefer Jellics, to your Fulips, Doctor. 

Alm. 1 was at an Olla Podrida of his making, 

Was a brave piece of Cookery ! at a Funeral ! 

Bur opening the Pot-lid, he made us laugh, 

Who? had wept all Day! and ſent us ſuch a tickling 

Into our Noſtrils, as the Funecal Feaſt 

Had bin a Wedding-dinner. Shun. Gi? him allowance, 

And that but moderate, he will make a Syren 

Sing i the Kettle, ſend in an Arion, 

In a brave Broth, and of a watry Green, 

Juſt the Sea-colour, mounted on the back 


Of a grown Cungey, but in luch a p_ 
As all "he Weald would take him tor a Dolphin. 


| Of the great Office. 


Mad. He's a rare Fellow, without queſtion ! but 
He holds ſome Paradoxes. Alm. I, and Pſeudeodoxes. 
Marry, for moſt, he's Orthodox i the Kitcbin. 

Mad. And knows the Clergies taite 

Alm. I, and the Laveties ! 

Shun, You think not o' your time, we'll come too lata, 
If we go not preſently. Mad. Away then. Shun. Sirs, 
You mult get o' this News, to ſtore your Office, 

Who dines and ſups & the Town? where, and with whom ? 
"Twill be beneficial : when v1 are ſtor'd, 
And as we like our fare, we ſhail reward you. 
Cla. A hungry Trade, 'twill be. 
Tho. Much like D. Humphries, 
But, now and then, as th* holeſome Proverb ſays, 
"I will ob/onare famem ambulands. 

Cla. Shut up the Office, ger.tle Brother Thomas. 

Tho. Brother Nathamel, | ha' the Wine for you. 
| _ to fee us, one Jay, Emſaries. 

Cla. Why not? 'Slid, I deſpaii not to be AZafeer ! 


A&t II. Scene TV. 
Peni-boy ſen. Broker, Cymbal, 


He is ſtarted with Broker's coming back. 


Ow now? I think I was horn under Herewles Star. 
Nothing but trouble and ti,mule ro opnrefſs me 2? 
Why come you back ? where is your charge ? 
Bro. I ha brought 
A gentleman to ſpeak with you. 
P. {en. To ſpeak with me ? 
You know 'tis death for me to ſpeak with any Man. 
What is he? ſetmea Chair. Bro. He's the Maſter 
P. [en. What? 
Bro. "The Staple of News, 
A mighty thing, they talk Six thouſand a year. 
P. ſen. Well, bring your fix in. Where ha? you left 
Pecunia ? 
Bro. Sir, in Apollo, they are ſcarce ſet. 
P. /en. Bring ſex. 
Bro. Here is the Gentleman. 
P. /en. He muſt pardon me, 
I cannot riſe, a difeas'd Man. Cym. By no means, Sir, 
ſpect your Health and Eaſe. 
P. /en. Ic is no pride in me! 
But pain, pain ; what's your Errand, Sir, to me ? 
Broker, return to your Charge, be Argw-eyed, 
} He ſends Broker back. 
Awake, to the affair you have in hand, 
Serve in Apollo, but take heed of Bacchus. 
Go on, Sir. Cym. I am cometo ſpeak with you. 
P. /en. 'Tis pain for me to ſpeak, a very death, 
Bue I will hear you: Cy. Sir, you have a Lad), 
That ſojourns with you. 
P. ſen. Ha? I am ſomewhat ſhore 
| He pretends iuformity. 
In my ſenſe too— Cym. Pecunia. P. ſen. O'that lide, 
Very imperfe&t, on— Cym. Whom 1 would draw - 
Ofrtner to a poor Office, I am Maſter of — 
P. ſen. My Hearing is very dead,you muſt ſpeak quicker. 
Cym. Or, if it pleaſe you, Sir, to let her ſojourn 
In part with me; I have a moiety, 
We will divide, half of the profies. P. /en. Ha ? 
I hear you better now, how come they in ? 
Is it a certain buſmeſs, or a caſual ? 
For I am loth to ſeek out doubtful courſes, 
Run any hazardous Paths, I love ſtrait Ways, 
A juſt and upright Man ! now all Trade rotrers. 
The Trade of Mony is tal'n ewo i” the Hundred. 
That was a certain Trade, while th' Age was thrifty, 
And Men good Husbands, look'd unto their Stocks, 
Had their Minds bounded ; now the publick Rioc 


Proſtituces all, ſcatters away in Coaches, 
In 
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In toot-mens Coats, and waiting Womens Gowns, 
1] hey muſt have Velver Hanches ( with.a Pox ) 
Now taken up, and yer not pay the Ulc ; 
Batre of the Uſe? I am mad with this times manners 
" He talks vehemently and aloud. 
C;m. You ſaid &en now,it was death for you to fpeak. 
P. ſen. 1, but an anger, a juſt anger, { as this is ) 
Purs lite in Man. Who can endure to feo 
The fury of Mens Gullers, and cheir Groins ? 
W hat Fires, what Cooks, what Kitchens might be ſpar'd ? 
[ Is mou'd more and more. 
What Stews, Ponds, Parks, Coups, Garners, Magazines ? 
Whar Velvers, Titiues, Scarts, Embroyderies, 
And Laces they might lack ? They cover things —— 
S.,verfluous ſt:]l; when it were much more honour 
They could want neceſfary ! What need hath Nature 
O: Silver Diſhes? or Gold Chamber-pots ? 
Ot pertum'd Napkins? or a numerous Family, 
To ice her eat? Poor, and wile ſhe, requires 
Meat only ; Hunger is not ambitious : 
Say, that you were the Emperor of Pleaſures, 
The great Dittator of Faſhions, for all Europe, 
And had the Pomp of all che Courts, and Kimgdoms, 
Laid torth unto the ſhew ? ro make your felt 
Gaz'd, and admir'd at? You muſt go to Bed, 
And take your natural reſt: then, all this vaniſheth. 
Your Bravery was but ſhown 3 *cwas not polleſt : 
While ic did boaſt it felt, it was then periſhing, 
Cym. This Man has healthful Lungs. 
P. /en. All that exceſs 
Appear'd as little yours, as the Spe&aters. 
Ie ſcarce fills up the expectation 
Of a tcw Hours, that entertains Mens lives. 
Cym. He has the monopoly of ſolc-ſpeaking. 
Why, good Sir? you talk all. [He is angry. 
P. /en. Why ſhould I not ? 
EE it not under mine own Roof? my Ceiling ? 
Cym. Bur I came here to talk with you. 
F. /n. Why, ar I will not 
Talk with you,Sir? you are anſwer'd; who ſent for you ? 
' Bids bim get out of bus Houſe. 
Cym. No body ſent for me—— 
Þ. /en. But you came; why then 
Go as you came, he:c's no Man holds you; There, 
There lizs your way, you fee the Door. 
Cym. This's ſtravge ! 
P. ſen. "Tis my civility, when I do not relliſh 
The Party, or his buſineſs. Pray you be gone, Sir. 
I'll ha* no venter in your Ship, the Office 
Your Bark of Six, it 'twere ſixteen, good, Sir. 
Cym. You are a Rogue. [ Cymbal rails at bim. 
Þ. ſen, | think I am Sir, truly. 
Cym. A Raſcal, and a Mony bawd. 
P. ſen, My Sirnames: 
Cym. A wretched Raſcal ! 
P. /en, You will overflow —— 
And pill all. Cym. Caterpiller, Moath, 
Horſc-leach, and Dung-worm—— 
P. ſen. Still you loſe your labour. 
IT am a broken Veſlel, all runs out : 
A ſhrunk old Dryfar. Fare you well, good Six. 


[ He jeers bim. 


The third Irtermean after the third A. 


Enſure. 4 notable tough Raſcal ; this old Peni-boy ! 
right City bred ! 

Mirth. I Silver-freet, the Region of Money, a good ſeat 
for an Uſurer. 

Tattle. He has rich ingredients in him, I warrant you, if 
they were extratted, a true receit 10 make an Alderman, an 
be were well wrought upon, according to Art. 

. Exp. I would fain ſee an Alderman in chimia ! that ® 
« Treatiſe of Aldermanity eruly written. 


Cen, To ſhew how mnch it differs from Urbanity. 

Mirth. 1, & Humanity. Ember would appear in thi 
Peni-boy, an be were rightly diſtill'd. But bow like you the 
News ? you are gone from that. 

Cen. O, they are monſtrous ! {curry ! and ſtale ! and too 
exorick ' ill cook'd ! and ill diſld ! 
= Pp. They were as good, yet, as Butter could maks 
them ! 

Tat. In a word, they were beaſtly buttered ! ſhe ſhall never 
come 0' my Bread more, nor in my Mouth, if I can belpit, 1 
bave better News 9p the Bake- bouſe, by ten thouſand parts, 
in a morning : or the Conduits is» Weſtminſter | all be News 
of "Tuctle-ſfreet, and both the Alm'ries! the two Sanctua- 
ries! long and round Wool-ſtaple | with King's-ftreet, and 
Chanon-row to boot ! 

Mirth. 7, my Geſſip Tattle knew what fine ſlips grew in 
Gardiners-lane 3; who kiſt che Butchers Wife with the Cows- 
breath; what Matches were made in the Bowling: Alley, and 
what Bets won and lott ; how much Griſt went to the Mill, 
and what beſides : who conjur' d m Tuttle-helds, and bow 
many ? when they never came there. And which Boy rod: 
upon Doctor Lamb, in rhe likeneſs of a roaring Lyon, 
that run away with him in bis Teeth , and bas not de. 
veur'd bim yet. 

Tat. Why, I had it from my maid Joan Hear-ſay : and 
ſhe bad it from a Limb o' the School, ſhe ſays, « little Limb 
of nine year old ; who told ber, the Maſter left out bas Con- 
juring-Book cne day, and be found it, and ſo the Fable came 
about. But whether it were true, or no, we Giſſips are bound 
to believe tt, an't be once out, and a foot : bow ſhould we en- 
tertain the time elſe, or find our ſelves in faſhionable diſcourſ, 
for all Companies, if we do not credit all, and make more of it, 
in the reporting ? 

Cen, For my part, I believe it : and there were no wiſer 
than I, i would have neer a cunning School-Maſter in Eng- 
land. 7 mean @ Cunning-Man, « School-Maſter ; that « 
a Conjurer, or « Poet, or that bad any acquaintance with a 
Poet. They make all their Scholars Play-boys! 1r't not 8 
fine ſight, to ſee all our Children made Enterluders? Do we 
pay our Money for thu ? we ſend them to learn their Gram- 
mar, and therr Terence, and they learn their Play-books ? 
well, they talk, we ſhall have no more Parliaments (God bleſs 
us ) but an we have, I hope, Zeal-of-che-land Buzy, and 
my Goſſip, Rabby Trouble-truch will fart wp, and ſee we 
ſhall have painful good Miniſters to kvep School, and Cate- 
chile our youth, awd not teach 'em to ſpeak Plays, and att Fa- 
bles of falſe News, mm this manner, to the ſuper-vexation of 
Town and Country, with a Wanzon. 


A& IV. Scene IL 


Peni-boy jun. Fitton, Shunfield, Almanack, Madrigal, 
Canter, Picklock. 


#-—» Gentlemen, let's breath from Healths a while. 
This Lickfmger has made us a good Dinner, 
For our Pecunia : what ſhall's do with our ſelves, 
While the Women water ? and the Fidlers eat ? 
Fit. Ler'sjeer a lictle. P. jun. Jeer ? what's that ? 
Shun. ExpeRt, Sir. 
Alm. We firlt begin with our ſelves, and then at you, 
Shun, A Game we uſe. 


Mad. We jeer all kind of Perſons 
We meet withal, of any Rank or Quality, 
And if we cannot jeer them, we jeer ourſelves. 
P. Ca. a pretty ſweet Society ! and a grateful ! 
Pic. *Pray let's fee ſome. 
Shun, Have at you then, Lawyer. 
They ſay, there was one of your Coat in Ber lem, lately, 
Alm. I wonder all his C/iemts were not there. 
Mad. They were the madder fort. 
Pic. Except, Sir, one 
Like you, and he made Verſes. 


Fit. Madrigal, 
A jeer. Mad. I know. 1.1 Wing 


Shun. But 
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Shun, But what did you do, Lawyer, 

When you made Love to Miſtris Band, at Dinner ? 
Mad. Why? of an Advocate, he grew the Clyent. 
P. jun, Well play'd, my Poer. 

Mad. And ſhew'd the Law of Nature 

Was there above the Common-Law. Shun, Quit, quit. 
P. jun. Call you this jeering ? I can play at this, 

Tis like a Ball at Temns. Fit. Very like, 

But we were not well in. Alm. *Tis indeed, Sir. 

When we do ſpeak at volley, all the ill 

We can one of another. Shun. As this morning, 

(I would you had heard us) of the Rogue your Uncle. 
Alm. That Mony-bawd. 

Mad. We call'd kim a Coat-card 

O che laſt order. P. jun. What's that ? a Knave ? 
Mad. Some readings have it fo, my manuſcript 

Doth ſpeak it, Varlet. P. Ca. And your ſelf a Foo! 

O the firſt Rank, and one ſhall have the leading 

O' che Right-hand File, under this brave Commander. 
P. jun, What {aiſt thou, Canter ? 

P.Ca. Sir, I lay this is 

A very wholſom exerciſe, and comely. 

Like Lepers, ſhewing one another their Scabs, 

Orc Flies feeding on Ulcers. 

-P. jun, What News Gentlemen ? 
Ha' you any News for after Dinner? methinks 


We ſhould not ſpend our time unprofitably. (Supper 


P. Ca. They never lye, Sir, between Meals, 'gainſt | 


You may havea Bale or two brought in. Fit. This Canter. 
Is an old envious Knave! Alm. A very Raſcal! 

Fit. I ha' mark'd him all this Meal,he has done nothing 
But mack, with ſcurvy Faces, all we faid. 

Alm, A ſupercilious Rogue! he looks as if 
He were the Patrico— Mad. Or Arch-prie#t o Canters. 

Shun, He's ſome primate metropolitan Raſcal, 
Our Shot-clog makes ſo much of him. Aim. The Law, 
And he does govern him. 

P. jun. What ſay you, Gemalemen ? 

Fit. We ſay, we wonder not, your Man o' Law 
Should be ſo gracious wi' you ; but how it comes, 
This Rogue, this Canter ! 

P. jun. O, good words. Fit. A Fellow 
That ſpeaks no Language—— 

Alm. But what gingling Gipſies 
And Pedlers trade in— Fit. And no honeſt Chriſtian 
Can underſtand— P.Cz. Why? by that argument, 
You all are Canters, you, and you, and you, 

[ He ſpeaks to all the Jeerers, 

All the whole World are Canters, I will prove ic 
In your profeſſions. P. jun. I would fain hear this : 
But ſtay, my Princeſs comes, provide the while, 
Ill call for't anon. How fares your Grace ? 


AR IV. Scene Il, 
Lickfmger, Pecunia, Statute, Band, IWax. 


To them. | 
T ee the fare was good. Pec. Yes, Lickfinger, 
And we ſhall thank 


'ou for't, and reward you. 

Mad. Nay, I'll not loſe my argument, Licking 
[ Lickfinger « chballeng'd by igal of 

an Argument. 

Before theſe Gentlemen, I affirm, 

The perfe&, and true ſtrain of Poetry, 

E rather to be given the quick Celler, 

Than the fat Kitchen. Lic. Heretick, 1 ſee 

Thou art for the vain Oracle of Naa _ 

The ſhead, Triſmegiſtms is thy Pegaſus. 

ders thy Muſes Spring, Gem that hard Hoof : 

Seduced Poer, I do ſay to thee, 

A Boyler, Range, and Dreſſer were the Fountams 

Of all the Knowledge in the Univerſe. 

And they 'are the Kitchens, where the Maſter-Cook —— 

(Thou doſt not know the Man, nor canſt thou know him, 


Till thou haſt ſerv'd ſome years in that deep School, 
That's both the Nurſe and Mcther of the Arts, 
And hear'ſt him read, interpret, and demonſtrate!) 
A Maſter Cock ! Why, he's the Man o' Men, 
For a Profeſſor ! he Deſigns, he Draws, 
He Paints, le Carves, he Builds, he Fortifies, 
Makes Ciradels of curious Fowl and Fiſh, 
Some he dri-diſhes, ſome metes round with Broths. 
Mounts Marrew-bones, Cuts fifty ang/ed Cuſtard, 
Rears Bulwark Pies, and for his outer works 
He raiſeth Ramparts of immortal Cruſt ; 
And teacheth all the Ta#icks, at one Dinner : 
What Ranks, what Files, to put his Diſhes in 3 
The whole Art Military, Then he knows 
The influence of the Srars upon his Meats, 
And all their Seaſons, Tempers, Qualitics, 
And 1o to tit his Reliſhes, and Sauces, 
He has Nature in a Pot, *bove all the Chymif#s, 
Or airy Brethren of the Roſie-croſs. 
He is an Archite&, an Ingineer, 
A Soldier, a Phyſician, a Philoſopher, 
A general Matbematician. Mad. It is granted. 
Lic. And that you may not doubt him tor a Poet— 
Alm. This fury ſhews, if there were nothing elſe! 
And *tis Divine ! I ſhall for ever hereafter, 
Admire the wiſdom of a Cock! Ban. And we, Sir! 
| Peni-doy « courting bu Prince(s all the while, 
P. jun. O, how my Princeſs draws me with her looks, 
And hales me in, as Eddies draw in Boats, 
Or ſtrong Charybds Ships, that fail roo near 
The Shelves ot Love ! The Tides of your two Eyes ! 
Wind of your Breath, are tuch as ſuck in all 
That do approach you! 
Pec. Who hath chang'd my ſervant ? (Beams ; 
P. jun. Your ſelf, who drink my Blood up with your 
As doth the Sun, the Sea ! Pecunia ſhines 
More in the World than he : and makes it Spring 
Where &'er ſhe favours ! *pleaſe her but ro ſhow 
Her melting Wriſts, or bare her Ivory Hands, 
She catches ſtill | her Smiles they are Love's Fetters ! 
Her Breaſts his Apples !. her TeatsStrawberries ! 
Where Cupid (were he preſent now) would cry, 
Fare well my Mothers Milk, here's ſweeter Near ! 
Help me to praiſe Pecunia, Gentlemen : 
She's your Princeſs, lend your wits. Fit. A Lady, 
The Graces taught to move! Alm. The Hours did nurſe. 
[ They all begin the Encomium of Pecunia. 
Fit. Whoſe Lips are the inſtructions of all Lowers ! 
Alm. Her Eyes their lights, and rivals to the Stars ! 
Fit. A Voice, as if that Harmony ſtill ſpake ! 
Alm. And poliſh'd Skin, whiter than Ven: Foot ! 
Fir, Young Hebes Neck, or Juno's Arms ! 
Alm. A Hair, 
Large as the Mernings, and her Breath as ſweet 
As Mceddows atter Rain, and but new mown ! 
Fit. Leda might yield unto her, for a Face ! 
Alm. Hermione tor Breaſts! Fit. Flors, tor Checks! 
Alm. And Helen for a Mouth! 
P. jun. Kils, kifs 'em, Princeſs. [ She Riſſeth them. 
Fit. The Pearl doth ftrive in whiteneſs with her Neck, 
Alm. Burt loſeth by it : here the Snew thaws Snow; 
One froſt relolves another | Fir. O, the has 
A Front too ſlippery to be look't upon! 
Alm. And glances that beguile the ſeer's Eyes ! 
P. jun. Kils, kiſs again; what ſays my Man o War? 
| Again. 
Shun. 1 ſay, ſhe's more than Fame can promiſe of her. 
A Theme that's overcome with her own matter ! 
Praiſe is {truck blind, and deaf, and dumb with her ! 
She doth aftoniſh Commendation / 
P. jun, Well pumpt i” faith old Sailor: kifs him too, 
[ She kiſſeth Captain Shunficld. 
Though hebe a ſlug. What ſays my Poer-/ucker 2 


He's chewing his Muſes cud, I do ze by him. 
Mad. I 
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Mad. 1 have almoſt done, I want but &en to finiſh. 
Fit. That's the *ill luck of all his works till. 
P. jun. What? 
Fit. To begin many works, but finiſh none 
P. jun. How docs he do his Miſtris work ? 
Fit. Imperfect. 
Alm. 1 cannot think he finiſheth that. 
P. jun. Let's hear. 
Mad. It is a Madrigal, 1 affe& that kind 
Of Poem, much. P. jun. And thence you ha'the name. 
Fir. Ir is his Roſe. He can make nothing elle. 
Mad. | made it to the Tunethe Fidlers play'd, 
Thar we all lik*d fo well. P. jw». Good, read it, read it. 
Mad. The Sun is Facher of all Mettals, you know, 
Silver, and Gold. P. jun. I, leave your Prolegues, ſay : 


SONG. 
Mad. S bright as is the Sun her Sire, 
A Or Earth her Mother, mm ber beſt Attire, 


Or Mint,:be Mid-wife,with ber fire, 


Comes forth ber Girac<! P, jun. That Mint 
The ſplendour of the wealthieſt <he Midwite docs 
Mines ! well. 
The ſtamp, and ſtrength of all imperial 
lines, 


Both Majeſty and Beauty ſhines, 
In ber ſweet Face ! 
Look bow aTeurch, of Taper light, 
Or of that Torches flame, a Beacon bright ; | P.jun.Good! 
Mad. Now there, | want a Line to tiniſh, Sir. 
P. jun. Or of that Beacons fire, Moon-light : 
Mad. So takes ſhe place ! | Fir. * Tis good. 
And then I 'have a Saraband-—— 
She makes good Chear, ſhe keeps full Boards, 
She holds a Fair of Knights and Lords, 
A Market of all Offices, 
And Sheps of Hencur, more or leſs. 
According to Pecunia's Grace, 
The Brid, hath Beauty, Blood, and Place ; 
The Bridegroom Veriue, Valcur, Wit, 
And Wiſdom, as be ſtands for it. 
Pic, Call in the Fidlers. Nick, the Boy ſhall ſing it, 
Sweet Princeſs, kils him ,kiſs'em all, dear Madam, 
And at the cloſe, vouchſafe to call them Couſins. 
{ He urgeth ber to kiſs them all. 
Pec. Sweet Couſin Madrigal, ow, Couſin Fitton, 
My Cenſi* Shunfield, and my learned Couſin. 
P. Ca. Al-manach, though they call him Almanack. 
P. jun, Why, here's the Prodigal proſtitutes his Adiſtris ! 
P. jun. And Picklock, he muſt be a Kinſman too. 
My Man © Law will teach us all to win, 
And keep our own. Old Found:r. 
P. Ca. Nothing, I Sir ? 
[ am a Wretch, a Begger. She the fortunate, 
Can want no Kindred; we the poor know none. 
Fit. Nor none ſhall know, by my conſent. 


Alm. Nor minc. 
[ The Boy ſings the Song. 


Fit. That'sfairly 
laid of Money. 


P. jun. Sing, Boy, ſtand here. 
P. Ca. Look, look, how all their Eyes 
Dance i* their Heads (obſerve) ſcatter'd with Luſt ! 
Ar ſight o' their brave Idol ! how they are tickl'd, 
With a light Air | the bawdy Saraband ! 
They are a kind of dancing Engines all ! 
And ſer by Nature, thus to run alone 
To every found ! All things within, without them, 
Move, bur their Brain,and that ſtands ſtill! mere Monſters 
Here, in a Chamber, ot moſt ſubril Feet ! 
And make their Legs in tune, paſling the Streets ! 
Theſe are the gallant Spirics o* the Age ! 
The Miracles o* the time! that can cry up 
And down Mens Wits ! and ſet what rate on things 
Their half-brain'd Fancics pleaſe ! Now Pox upon 'em. 
See how folicitouſly he learns the Jigg, 
As it it were a Myltery of his Faith! 


— 


Shun. A dainty ditty ! Fir. O, he's a dainty Poet ! 
When he ſets to':! P.jun. And a dainty Scholar 
| They are all firuck with admirctics, 
Alm. No, no great Scholar,he wiites like a Gentleman, 
Shun. Pox of your Scholar. 
P. Ca. Pox © your diſtinction ! 
As it a Scholay were no Gentleman. 
With theſe, to write like a Gentleman, will in time 


Become, all one, as ro write like an A/c. 


Theſe Gentlemen ? theſe Raſcals! I am ſick 

Of indignation at 'em. P. jwn, How (do you lik't, Sir? 
Fit. "Tis excellent! Alm. * Twas exccllently lung! 
Fu. A dainty Air! P. jun. What faysmy Lickfinger ? 
Lic. 1 am telling Miſtris and, and Miſtris Starute, 

Whar a brave Gentleman you are, and H{ax, here / 

How much 'ewere better, that my Ladies Grace, 

Would here take up Sir, and keep Houle with you, 
P. jun. What ſay they ? 
Sta. We could content, Sir, willingly. 
Band. I, it we knew her Grace had the leaſt liking, 
Wax. We mult obey her Graces will and pleaſure. 

P. jun. I thank you, Gentlewoman, ply *em, Lickfinger. 
Give Mother Mortgage, there 
Lic. Her doſe of Sack. 

T have it for her, and her diſtance of Hum. 
Pec. Indeed therein, I muſt contels, dear Cou/en, 
I am a moſt unfortunate Princeſs. Alm. And 
You {till will be ſo, when your Grace may help it. 
| The Gallants are all about Pecunia. 
Mad. Who'ld lie in a Room, with a Cloſe-itool, and 
Garlick, 
And kennel with his Dogs, that had a Prizce 
Like this young Peni-bey, ro ſojourn with 2 
Shun. He'il let you ha' your liberty— Alm, Go forth, 
Whither you pleaſe, and ro what Company — 
Mad. Scatter your elf amongſt us—— 
P. jun. Hope of Pernaſſus ! 
Thy Ivy ſhall not wither, nor thy Bays, 
Thou ſhalc be had into her Graces Cellar, 
And there know Sack, and Claret, all December, 
Thy Vein is rich, and we muſt cheriſh it. 
Poets and Bees ſwarm now adays, but yet 
There are not thoſe good Taverns, tor the one ſore, 
As there are Flowry Fields to feed the other, 
Though Bees be pleas'd with Dew, ask little Haz, 
Thar brings the Honey to her Ladies Hive : 
The Poet muſt have Wine. And he ſhall have ic. 


Act IV. Scene III. 
Peni-boy ſen. Peni-boy jun. Lickfinger, &Cc. 


Roker? What Broker ? 
P. jun. Who's that ? my Uncle ! 

P. ſen. | am abusd; where is my Knave? my Brcker ? 

Lic. Your Broker is laid out upon a Bench, yonder, 
Sack hath ſciz'd on him, in the ſhape of Sleep. 

Pic. He hath been dead to us almoſt this Hour. 

P. ſen. This Hour ? 

P. Ca, Why ligh you, Sir ? *cauſe he's at reſt ? 

P. ſen. It breeds my unreſt. Lic. Will you take a Cup 
And try it you can ſleep? P. ſen. No, cogging Fack, 
Thou and thy Cups too, periſh. 

[ He ſtrikes the Sack out of bis Hand. 

Shun. O, the Sack ! 


Mad. The Sack, the Sack! P. Ca.A Madrigal on Sack! 
Pic. Or rather an Elegie, for the Sack isgone. 
Pec. Why do you this, Sir ? ſpill the Wine, and rave? 
For Booker's ſleeping ? 
P. /en. What through ſleep and Sack, 
My truſt is wrong'd : but I am ſtill awake, 
To wait upon your Grace, pleaſe you to quit 
This ſtrange lew'd Company, they are not for you. 
| He would have Pecunia home, but ſhe 
refuſetb, and ber Train. 


Pee. No 
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Pec. No, Guardian, I do like them very well. 
P. ſen. Your Graces Pleaſure be obſerv'd ; but you 
Statute, and Band, and Wax, will go with me ? 
Stat. Truly we will nor. 
Ban. We will ſtay, and wait here 
Upon her Grace, and this your Noble Kinſman. 
P. ſen. Noble ! how Noble | who hath made him Noble? 
P. jun, Why, my moſt noble Money hath, or ſhall ; 
My Princeſs here : She, that had you bur kept, 
And treated kindly, would have made you noble, 
And wiſe too; nay, perhaps have done that for you, 
An A# of Parliament could not, made you honeſt. 
The eruth is, Uncle, that her Grace diſlikes 
Her Entertainment, ſpecially her Lodging. 
Pec. Nay, ſay her Jayl. Never unfortunate Princeſs 
Was us'd ſs by a Jaylor. Ask my Women, 
Band, you can tell, and Statute, how he has us'd me, 
Kept me cloſe Priſoner, under —_— Bolts— 
Stat. And forty Padlocks— Ban. All malicious Engines 
A wicked Smith could forge out of his Iron; 
As Locks and Keys, Shackles and Manacles, 
To torture a great Lady. Stat. H” has abus'd 
Your Graces Body. Pec. No, he would ha* done, 
That lay not in his power : he had the uſe 
Of our Bodies, Band, and Wax, and ſometimes Statutes : 
But once he would ha' ſmother'd me in a Cheſt, 
And ſtrangl'd me in Leather, but that you 
Came to my reſcue then, and gave me Air. 
Stat. For which he cramm'd us up in a cloſe Box, 
All three together, where we ſaw no Sun 
In one fix Months. Wax. A cruel Man he is! | 
Ban. H' has left my Fellow #ax out i the cold, 
Stat. Till he was ſtiff as any Froſt, and crumbl'd 
Away to Duſt, and almoſt loſt her Form. 
Wax. Much ado to recover me. 
P. ſen. Women Jeerers ! 
Have you leatn'd too the ſubtil Faculty ? 
Come, Ill ſhew you the way home, it Drink, 
Or too full Diet have diſguis'd you. Ban. 'Troth, 
We have not any mind, Sir, of return 
Stat. To be bound Back to Back —— 
Ban. And have our Legs 
Turn'd in, or writh'd about— 7Yax. Or elfe diſplay'd— 
Start.Be lodg'd with Duſt and Fleas,as we were wont— 
Ban. And dieted with Dogs-dung. 
P. /en. Why, you Whores, 
My Bawds, my Inſtruments, what ſhould I call you, 
Man may think baſe enough tor you ? 
P. jun. Hear you, Uncle : 
| mult not hear this of my Prenceſs Servants, 
And in Apollo, in Pecunia's Room. 
Go, get you down the Stairs ; home, to your Kennel, 
As {wiftly as you can. Confule your Dogs, 
The Lares of your Family ; or, believe it, 
The Fury of a Foot-man and a Drawer 
Hangs over you. Shun. Cudgel and Pot do threaten 
A kind of Vengeance. Mad. Barbers are at hand. 
Alm. Waſhing and Shaving will enſue. 
Fit. The Pump [ They all threaten, 
Is not far off 3 if 'twere, the Sink is near, 
Or a good Jordan. Mad. You have now no Money. 
Shun. But are a Raſcal. P. ſen. 1 am cheated, robb'd, 
Jeer'd by confederacy. Fit. No, you are kick'd, 
{ and [purn him, 
And uſed kindly, as you ſhould be. Shun. Spurn'd 
From all Commerce of Men, who are a Cur. 


P. jun. Down with him, Lickfinger. 

P. ſen. Saucy Fack, away ; 
Pecunia is a Whore. P: jun. Play him down, Fidlers, 
And drown his Noiſe. Who's this | 

Fir. O, Maſter Pied-mantle ! 


Act IV. Scene IV. 


Pyed-mantle. [ To thers? 


Y your leave, Gentlemen. [Pyed-mantle brings the 
Fit. Her Graces Herald. Lady Pecunia ber 
Alm. No Herald yet, a Heraldet. Pedigree. 
P. jun. What's that ? 
P. Ca. A Canter. 
P. j«n. O, thou faidſt thou'dſt prove us all fo ! 
P. Ca. Sir, here is one will prove himſelf fo, ſtreight ; 
So ſhall the reſt, in time. Pee. My Pedigree ? 
| tell you, Friend, he muſt be a good Scholar 
Can my Deſcent : I amof Princely Race, 
And as good Blood as any is i* the Mines 
Runs through my Veins. I am, every Limb, a Princeſs ! 
Dutcheſs o' Mines was my great Grandmother ; 
And by the Fathers fide, I come from Sol 
My Grandfather was Duke of Or, and match'd 
In the Blood-Royal of Opbyr. Pye. Here's his Coar. 
Pec. I know it, it I hear the Blazon. Pye. He bears 
In a Field Azure, a Sun proper, be 


amy, 
| Twelve of the ſecond, P. Ca. How far's this from canting ? 


P. jun. Her Grace doth underſtand it. 

P. Ca. She can cant, Sir. 

Pec. What be theſe ? Bezants ? 

Pye. Yes, an't pleaſe your Grace. 

Pec. That is our Coat too, as we come from Or. 

What Line's this? Pye. The rich Adines of Potoſi, 

The Spaniſh Mines i! the Weſt-Indies. Pec. This ? 

Pye. The Mines o' Hungary, this of Barbary. 

Pec. But this, this little Branch 2 

Pec. The Welſh Mine, that. 

Pec. I ha* Welſh Blood in me too; blaze, Sir, that Coat. 

Pye. She bears (an't pleaſe you) Argent,three Leeks wert, 

In Canton Or, and taſſel'd of the firft. 

P. Ca. Is not this Canting ? do you underſtand him ? 

P. jun. Not I ; but it ſounds well, and the whole thing 

Is rarely painted: I will have ſuch a Scroll, 

What'ere it coſt me. Pec. Well, at better leaſure 

We'll take a view of it, and fo reward you. 

P. jun. Kiſs him, ſweet Princeſs, and itile him a Couſin. 
She kiſſeth. 

Pee. I will, if you will have it. Couſm Pyed-mantle. 

P. jun. I love all Men of Vertue, from my Princeſs, 

Unto -my Begger here, old Canter ; on, 

On to thy Proof 3 whom prove you the next Canter ? 

P' Ca. The Door here, I will proceed with the Learned, 

When he diſcourſeth of D:ſe#ion, 

Or any Point of Anatomy ; that he tells you 

Of Vena cava, and of Vena porta, 

The Meſeraicks, and the Meſenterium : 

What does he elſe but cat ? Or if he run 

To his Judicial Aſtrology, 

And trowl the Trme, the Quartile, and the Sextile, 

Platick Aſpett, and Partile, with his Hyleg | 

Or Alchochoden, Capes, and Horoſcope ; 

Does not he cant ? Who here does underſtand him ? 

Alm. This is no Canter, though! 


P. Ca. Or when my Muſter-maſter 


' Kicks bim out. | Talks of his Tatticks, and his Renks and Filer, 


Alm. A ſtinking Dog in a Doublet, with toul Linnen. | 


Mad. A ſnarling Raſcal, hence. Shun. Our. 

P. ſen. Well, remember, 
| am cozen'd by my Coulin, and his Whore; 
Bane o' theſe Meetings in Apollo ! Lic. Go, vir, 
You will bs toſt like Block, in a Blanket, elle. 


One of his Dogs. . 


His Bringers-up, his Leaders-on, and Crics, 
F aces about to the Right-hand, the Leff, 


[ He exclaims. | Now, as you were; then tells you of Redoubts, 


Of Cats, and Cortines. Doth not he cant ? P. jnn. Yes, faith. 
P. Ca. My Egg-chin'd Lawreat here, when he comes 
With Dimeters, and Trimeters, Tetrameters, (forth 

Pemtameters, Hexameters, Cataleficks, 
M m m His 
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His Hyper, and his Brachy-Catalettichs, 
His P;oebicks, Epitrites, and Choriambicks. | 
What is all this, but Canting ? Mad. A rare Fellow : 
Shun. Some begging Scholar ! 
Fit. A decay*d Decor at leaſt ! ; 
P. jun. Nay, I do cheriſh Vercue, though in Rags. 
P. Ca. And you, Mas Courtrer. 
nd Now he treats of you, 


Sa rth to him fair. 
x With all your fly-blown Projects, 
And Looks out of the Politicks, your ſhut Faces, | 
And referv'd Oweftions and Anſwers,thac you game with;as 
Is't a clear Bufrneſs ? Will it manage well ? 
My Name muſt not be us'd elſe. Here *rwill daſh. 
Your Buſineſs has receiv'd a taint, give off, 
I may not proſtitute my ſelf. Tur, tut, 
That little Duft I can blew off ar pleaſure. 
Here's no ſuch Mountain, yet, i the bole Work ! 
But @ light Purſe may level. 1 will ride 
Thu Affair tor you ; give it freight, and paſſage : 
And ſuch Mint-phraſe, as *tis the worſt of Canting, 
By how much ir affe&s rhe Senſe it has nor. 
Fir. This is ſome other than he ſeems ! 
P. jun. How like you him ? MF 
Fit. This cannot be a Carter ! P. jun. But he is, Sir, 
And fhall be ſtill, and ſo ſhall you be roo: 
We'll all be Canters. Now l think of it, 
A noble Whimſie's come into my Brain : 
I'll build a C-BSedge, I and my Pecunia, 
And call it Canters Colledge : ſounds it well ? 
[ Canters Colledge begun to be erefted. 
Alm Excellent ! P.jun.And here ſtands my Father Rettor, 
And you Profeſſors, you ſhall all profeſs 
Something, and live there, with her Grace and me, 
Your Founders : I'll endow't with Lands and Means, 
And Lickfinger ſhall be my Mafter-Cook. 
What, is he gone? P.Ca. And a Profeſſor. P. jun. Yes. 
P. Ca. And read Apicins de re Culinaria 
To your brave Doexy and you ! P. jwn. You, Couſin Fitton, 
Shall (as a Cowrtier) read the Politicks ; 
Dofor Almanack he ſhall read Aſtrology ; 
Shunficld ſhall read the Military Arts. 
P.Ca. As carving, and aſſaulting the cold Cuſtard. 
P.: jan. And Horace here the Art of Poetry. [ That's Ma- 
His Lyricks, and his Madrigals, fine Songs, drigal. 
Which we will have at Dinner, ſtcept in Clarret, 
And againſt Supper, ſous'd in Sack. Mad. In troth, 
A divine Whimſre ! Shwn. And a worthy Work, 

Fir for a Chronicle  P. jun. I&'t not? Shun. To all Ages. 
P. jun. And Pied mantle ſhall give us all our Arms : 
Bur Pick/ock, what wouldſt thou be? Thou canſt cant too. 

Pic. In all the Languages m Weſtminſter-ball, 

Pleas, Bench, or Chancery. Fee-farm, Fet-T ail, 

Tenant m Dower, at Will, for Term of Life, 

By Copy of Court-Roll, Knights Service, Homage, 

Fealty, Eſcuage, Soccage, or Frank i 
Grand Sergeanty, or Burgage. P. = hou appear'ſt, 

Kal Zoylw a Canter. hou ſhalt read 

All Littleton's Temures to me, and indeed 

All my Conveyances. Pic. And make %em too, Sir ? 
Keep all your Courts, be Steward o* your Lands, 

Ler all your Leaſes, keep your Evidences : 

But fyſt, 1 muſt procure and paſs your Mort-main, 

You muſt have Licence from above, Sir. P.jun. Fear not, 
Pecunia's Friends ſhall do it. P.Ca. Bur E ſhall ſtop it. 

[ Here his Father diſcovers himſelf. 

Your Worſhips loving and obedient Father, 

Your painful Seward, and loſt Officer ! 

Who have done this, to try how you would uſe 
Pecunia, when you had her : which fince I ſee, 

I will take home the Lady to my Charge, 

And theſe her Servants, andleave you my Cloke, 
To travel in to Beggers Buſh! A Seat 
Is built already, turniſhe roo, worth twenty 
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Ot your imagin'd Structures, Canters Colledge. 
Fit. "Tis his Father | Mad. He's alive, methinks. 
Alm. 1 knew he was no Rogue! 
P. Ca. Thou, Prodigal, 
Was I fo caretul for thee, to procure 
And plot wi” my learn'd Counſel, Maſter Pickleck, 
This Noble Match for thee ? and doſt thou proſtitute, 
Scatter thy Miftr# Favours, throw away 
Her Bounties, as they were red-burning Coals, 
Too hot for thee to handle, on ſuch Raſcals, 
Who are the Scum and Excrements of Men ? 
If thou hadſt fought out good and vertuous Perſons 
Ot theſe Profeflions, I had lov'd thee, and them : 
For theſe ſhall never have that Plea 'gainſt me, 
Or colour of advantage, that I hate 
Their Callings, but their Manners and theip Vices. 
A worthy Cowrtier is the Ornament 
Of a Kings Palace, his great Maſter: Honour. 
This is a Moth, a Raſcal, a Court-Rar, 
That gnaws the Common-wealth with broking Suits, 
And eating Grievances ! So, a true Soldier, 
He is his Countries Strength, his Sovereigns Safety, 
And to ſecure his Peace, he makes himſelf 
The Heir of Danger, nay the Subje# of it, 
And runs thoſe vertuous Hazards that this Scare-crow 
Cannot endure to hear of. Shun. You are pleaſant, Sir. 

P. Ca. With you I dare be! Here is Pied-mantle, 
"Cauſe he's an 4s, do not I love a Herald ? 
Who is the pure Preſerver of Deſcents, 
The keeper fair of all Nob:/zty, 
Without which all would run into Confuſion ? 
Were he a learned Herald, | would tell him 
He can give Arms and Marks, he cannot Honowr, 
No more than Money can make Noble : It may 
Give Place, and Rank, but it can give no Vertue : 
And he would thank me for this Truth. This Dog-leach, 
You ſtile him Deer, *cauſe he can compile 
An Almanack, perhaps erect a Scheme 
For my great Madams Monkey, when't has ta'ne 
A Gliſter, and bewray'd the Epbemerides, 
Do I deſpiſe a learn'd Phyſician, 
In calling him a Quackſalver, or blaſt 
The ever-living Gbirlond, always green 
Of a good Poet ? When 1 ſay his Wreath 
Is piec'd and patch'd of dirty wither'd Flowers ? 
Away, I am impatient of theſe Ulcers, 
(That I not call you worſe.) There is no Sore 
Or Plague but you to infect the Times. I abhor 
Your very Scent. Come, Lady, ſince my Prodigal 
Knew not to entertain you to your worth, 
Pll fee if I have learn'd how to receive you | 
With more reſpe& to you, and your fair Train here. 
Farewel, my Begger in Velver, for to day ; 
To morrow you may put on that grave Robe, 

[He points him to his patch'd Cloke thrown off. 

And enter your great Work of Canters Colledge, 
Your Work, and worthy of a Chronicle. 


The fourth Intermean aker the fourth AR. 


Tattle. HY, the was the worſt of all, the Cata- 
{trophe ! | 
Cen. The Matter began to be good but now ; and he has 
ſpoi'd it all with bis Begger there ! 

Mirth. A bepgerly Jack it is, I warrant bim, and a kin 
to the Poet. 

Tat. Like enough, for be bad the chiefeſt Part in bis Play, 
if you mark it. 

Exp. Abſurdity on bim , for a buge over-grown Play- 
maker : Why ſhould be make him live agen, when they and 
we all thought bim dead? If be bad left him to his Rags, 
| there had been an end of him. 
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Tat. I, but {et a Beggar on Horſe-back, he'll never lin till 


hs be a gallop. wn 
Cen. The young Heir grew @ fine Gentleman in this laſt 


At. 

Exp. So be did, Goflip, and kept the beſt Company. 

Cen And feaſted 4 and wh Miſt % 

Tat. And ſhew'd ber to 'em all-! was not jealows ! 

Mirth. But very communicative, and liberal, and began 
to be magnificent, if the Churl bis Father would have let 

him alone. 

Cen. It was ſpitefully done o' the Poet, to make the Chuff 
take bim f in bis beight, when be was going to do all bis 
brave Deeds ! 

Exp. To found an Academy : 

Tat. Ere# a Colledge ! 

Exp. Plant bis Profeilors, and water bis Lectures ! 

Mirth. 14h Wine, Goflips, as be meant to do; and then 
to defraud bis Purpoſes ? 

Exp. Kill the Hopes of ſo many towardly young Spirits ? 

Tat. As the Doctors ? 

Cen. And the Courtiers| I proteſt, I was in love with 
Maſter Fitton ; He did wear all be had, from the Hat-band 
zo the Shoe-tie, ſo politically, and wouid ſtoop, and leer ! 

Mirth. And lie ſo in wait for @ piece of Wit, like a 
Moule-trap ! 

Exp. Indeed Goflip, ſo would the little Door ; all bis 
Behaviour was meer Gliſter! O' my Conſcience, he would 
make any Parties Phyſick © the World work, with bis Di- 
ſcourſe, 

Mirth. I wonder they would ſuffer it , a fooliſh, old, for- 
ncating Father, to raviſh away bis Son's Miltris. 

Cen. 4nd all her Women at once, as he did ! 

Tat. I would be flown in bis Giplies Face, i faith. , 

Mirth. 1: was a plain piece of political Inceſt, and wor- 
thy to be brought afore the High-Commiſſion of Wit. Sup: 
poſe we were to cenſure bim, you are the youngeſt Voice, Gol- 
lip Tactle, begin. 

Tattle. Marry, 1 would hs' the old Coney-catcher co- 
2nd of all be bas, i the young Heirs Defence, by his Lear- 
ned Counſel, My. Picklock ! 

Cen. I would rather the Courtier bad found out ſome 
Trick to beg him for his Eſtate ! 

Exp. Or the Captain had Courage enough to beat bim ! 

Cen. Or the fine Madrigal-man, in Ryme, to have run 
bim out 0 the Country, like an Iriſh Rat. 

Tat. Ne, I would have Maſter Pyed-mantle, ber Gra- 
ces Herald » to pluck down his Hatchments , reverſe bis 
Coat- Armour, and nullifie him fer no Gentleman. 

Exp. Nay, then let Maſter Doctor diſſett bim, bawve him 
open'd, and his Tripes tranſlated to Lickfinger, to make a 
Probation-diſh of. | 

Cen. Tat. Apreed ! agreed ! 

Mirth. Faith, I would have bim flat diſmberited, by a 
Decree of Court, bound to make Reſtitution of the Lady 
Pecunia, and the Uſe of her Body to his Son. 

Exp. And her Train to the Gentlemen. 

Cen. And both the Poet, and bimſelf, to ask them all 
forgroeneſs ! 

at. And ws too. 

Cen. In two large Sheets of Paper 

Exp. Or to ſtand in « Skin of Parchment, (which the 
Court pleaſe.) 

Cen. And thoſe fil d with News ! 

Mirth. And dedicated to the ſuſtaining of the Staple ! 
* Exp. Which their Poet hath let fall, moſt abruptly. 

Mirth. Bankruptly, indeed. 

Cen. You /ay wittily, Goflip ; and therefore let a Pro- 
telt go out againſt bim. . 

Mirth. 4 Mournival of Proteſts, or 4 Gleck at leaft. 

Exp. In all our Names. 

Cen. For @ decay'd Wit —— 

Exp. Broken 

Tat. Non-ſolvent ——-- 

Cen. And for ever forfeit —— 


L 


Mirth. To ſcorn of Mirth ! 

Cen. Cenſure ! 

Exp. Expectation |! 

Tat. Subſign'd, Tattle. Stay, they come again. 


A& V. Scene I. 


Peni-boy jun. To him, Tho. Barber. After, Picklock, 
He comes out in the patch'd Cloke bis Father left bim. 


N#: they ere fit, as they had been made for me; 
And I am now a thing worth looking ar ! 
The fame I faid I would be in the Morning ! 
No Rogue, at a Comitia of the Canters, 
Did ever there become his Parents Robes 
Berrer than I do theſe. Great Fool ! and Beggar ! 
Why do not all that are of thoſe Societies 
Come forth, and gratulate me one of cheirs ? 
Me thinks I ſhould be on every fide ſaluted, 
Daupbine of Beggars, Prince of Prodigals ! 
That have fo tall'a under the Ears, and Eyes, 
And _— of all, the Fable of the Time, 
Matter of Scorn, and Mark of Reprehenfion! 
I now begin to ſee my Vanity 
Shine in this Glaſs, reflected by the Foil ! 
Where is my Faſhioner? my Feather-man ? 
My Linnener, Perfumer, Barber? all 
That Tail of Riot follow'd me this Morning ? 
Not one ! but a dark Solitude about me, 
Worthy my Cloak and Patches; as I had 
The epidemical Diſcale upon me: 
And Ill fit down with it. Tbs. My Maſter ! Maker ! 
How do you ? Why do you fic thus o' the ground, vir ? 
Hear you the News ? P.jun. No, nor I care to hear none. 
Would I could here lic ftill, and flip away 
The other One and twenty, to have this 
Forgotten, and the Day raz'd out, expung'd, 
In every Ephemerides, or Almanack. 
Or if it muſt be in, that Time and Nature 
Have decreed ; ſtill let it be a Day 
Of tickling Prodigals about the Gills, 
Deluding gaping Heiry loling their Loves, 
And their Diſcretions, falling from the Favours 
Of their beſt Friends and Parent, their own Hopes, 
And entring the Society anters. 
Tho. A doletul _ it 5,"”and diſmal Times 
Arc come upon us: I am clear undone. 
P. jun. How, Thom? 
Tho. Why, broke, broke! wretchely broke! P.jun. Ha ? 
Tho. Our Staple is all to pieces, quite difloly'd ! 
P. jun. Ha' | 
The. Shiver'd, as in an Earthquake | Heard you not 
The Crack and Ruins ? We are all blown up ! 
Soon as they heard th' Infants was got from them, 
Whom they had fo devoured i' their Hopes, 
To be their Patreneſs, and ſojourn with *em, 
Our Emiſſaries, Regiſter, Examiner, 
Flew into Vapour : our grave Governour 
Into a ſubt'ler Air, and is return'd 
(As we do hear) grand Caprain of the Feerers. 
I and my Fellow melted into Butter, 
And ſpoil our Ink, and fo the Office vaniſh'd. 
The laſt Hum that it made, was, That your Father 
And Picklock are fall'n out, the Man 6 Law. 
P. jun; How ? this awakes me from my Lethargy. 
| He ſtarts up at this. 
Tho. And a great Suit is like to be berween 'em : 
Picklock denies the Feoffment, and the Truf, 
(Your Father fays) he made of che whole Eſtate 
Unto him, as reſpeRting his Mortality, 
When he firſt laid this late Device, to ery you. 
P. jun. Has Pie&lock then a Tru? * Tho. 1 cannot tell, 
M mm 2 Here 
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Here comes the worſhipful —— _ 
Pic. VVhat, my Velvet Herr 
Turn'd Begger in Mind, as Robes ? 
P. jun. You ſee what caſe 
Your, and my Fathers Plots have brought me to. 
Pic. Your Father's, you may ſay, indeed, not mine. 
He's a hard-hearted Gentleman ! 1 am ſorry 
To ſee his rigid Reſolution: 
| That any Man ſhould fo put off Aﬀection, 
And humane Nature, to deſtroy his own, 
And triumph in a Victory lo cruel ! 
He's fall'n out with me, tor being yours, 
And calls me Knave, and Traytor co his Truf, 
Says he will have me thrown over the Bar—— 
P.jun. Ha? you deſerv'd it ? Pic. O,good Heaven knows 
My Conſcience, and the filly Latitude of it ; 
A narrow-minded Man | My Thoughts do dwell 
All in a Lane, or Line indeed : No Turning, 
Nor ſcarce Obliquity in them. I ſtill look 
Right forward, to th' Intent and Scope of that 
VVhich he would go from now. 
P. jun. Had you a Truſt then? 
Pic, Sir, I had ſomewhat will keep you ſtill Lord 
Of all the Eſtate, (if I be honeſt) as 
I hope I ſhall. My tender ſcrupulous Breaſt 
VVill not permit me ſee the Her defrauded, 
And like an Alien thruſt out of the Blood. 
The Law: forbid that I ſhould give conſent 
To ſuch a civil Slaughter of a Son. 
P.jun. Where isthe Deed ? Haſt thou it with thee ? 
Pic. No, 
It is a thing of greater conſequence, 
Than to be born about in a Black Box, 
Like a Low-Ceuntry Vorleffe or Welſh Brief. 
It is at Lickfingers, under Lock and Key. 
P. jun. O, fetch it hither. Pic. I have bid him bring it, 
That you might ſee it. P.jus. Knows he what he brings ? 
Pic. No more than a Gardiners 4ſs,what Roots he car- 
P.jun. 1 was a ſending my Father, like an A/s, (ries 
A penitent Epiſtle ; but I am glad 
1 did not, now. Pic. Hang him, an auſtere Grape, 
That has no Juice, but what is Verjuice in him. 
P. jun, I'll ſhew you my Letter! | Peni-boy runs out 
Pic. Shew me a Defiance ! to fetch bus Letter. 
If I can now commit Father and Son, 
And make my Profits out of both ; commence 
A Suit with the 0/4 Man tors whole State, 
And go to Law with the Son's Credit, undo 
Both, both with their own Money, it were a piece 
Worthy my Night cap, and the Gown | wear, 
A Picklock's Name in Law. Where are you, Sir ? 
What do you do fo long? P.jwn. I cannot find 
Where T have laid it ; but I have laid it ſafe. 
Pic. No matter, Sir ; truſt you unto my Truſt, 
QTis that that ſhall ſecure you, an abſolute Deed! 
And I confeſs, it was in Tr»#, for you, 
Leſt any thing might have hapned mortal to him : 
But there muſt be a Gratitude thought on, 
And Aid, Sir, for the Charges of the Suit, 
Which will be great, *gainſt ſuch a mighty Man 
As is our Father, and a Man poſleſt 
Of ſo much Land, Pecunia and her Friends. 
I am not able to wage Law with him, 
Yer muſt maintain the thing, as my own Right, 
Still for your good, and therefore muſt be bold 
To uſe your Credit for Moneys. P.jus. What thou wilt, 
So we be ſafe, and the Truſt bear it. Pic. Fear not, 
*Tis he muſt pay Arrearages in the end. 
We'll milk him, and Pecunia, draw their Cream down, 
Bztore he get the Deed into his Hands. 
My Name is Picklock, but he'll find me a Pad/ock. 


[ Picklock enters. 


- 
= 
———_— 


A&t V. Scene II. 


Peni-boy Can. Peni-boy jun. Picklock, Tho. Barber, 
Hoes now ? conferring wi” your Learned Counſel 
Upo* the Cheat? Are you o? the Plot to cozen me? 
P. jun. What Plot ? 
P. /en. Your Counſel knows there, Mr. Picklock. 

Will you reſtore the Truſt yet ? Pic. Sir, take Patience, 

And Memory unto you, and bethink you, 

What Truſt ? where dos't appear? I have your Deed : 

Doth your Deed ſpecifie any Truſt ? Ist not 

A perte&t 44, and abſolute in Law ? 

Seal'd and deliver'd before Witneſles ? 

The Day and Date emergent. 

P.Ca. But what Conterence, 

What Oaths and Vows preceded ? 
Pic. 1 will tell you, Sir, 

Since I am urg'd of thoſe, as I remember, 

You told me you had got a grown Eſtate, 

By griping Means, liniſterly. | 
(P. Ca, How!) Pic. And were 

Ev'n weary of it; if the Parties lived, 

From whom you had wreſted it—— 

(P. Ca. Ha!) Pic. You could be glad 

To part with all, for ſatisfaction: 

But ſince they had yielded to Humanity, 

And that juſt Heaven had ſent you for a Puniſhment 

(You did acknowledge it) this riotous Herr, 

That would bring all to Beggery in the end, 

And daily fow'd Conſumption where he went —— 
P.Ca.You'ld cozen both then? your Confederate too? 
Pic, After a long, mature deliberation, 

You could not think where better how to place it—— 
P. Ca. Than on you, Raſcal? 

Pic. What you pleaſe i' your Paſſion ; 

But with your Reaſon, you will come about, 

And think a faithful and a frugal Friend 

To be preferr'd. 

P.Ca. Before a Son? Pic. A Prodigal, 

A Tub without a Bottom, as you term'd him : 

For which, I might return you a Vow or two, 

And ſeal it with an Oath of Thankfulnels, 

I not repent it, neicher have I cauſe, yet—— 

P. Ca. Forehead of Steel, and Mouth of Braſs ! hath 
Impudence 

Poliſh'd fo groſs a Lie, and dar'ſt thou vent it ? 

Engine, compos'd of all mixt Metals ! Hence, 

| will not change a Syllab with thee more, 

Till I may meet thee at a Bar in Court, 

Before thy Judges. Pic. Thither it muſt come. 

Betore I part with it to you, or you, Sir. 

P. Ca. 1 will not hear thee. 

P. jun. Sir, your Ear to me tho. |[ Hs Son entreats bim. 

Not that I fee through his perplexed Plots, 

And hidden Ends ; nor that my Parts depend 

Upon the unwinding this ſo knotted Skean, 

Do I beſeech your Patience. Unto me 

He hath conteſt the Truſt. Pic. How? I confeſs it ? 

P. jun. 1, thou, falſe Man. 

P. ſen. Stand up to him, and confront him. 

Pic. Where ? when? to whom ? 

P. jun. To me, even now, and here : 

Canſt thou deny it? Pic. Can Ieat or drink ? 

Sleep, wake, or dream? arile, fit, go, or ſtand ? 

Do any thing that's natural? P. jus. Yes, lie, 

It ſeems thou canſt, and perjure; that is natural. 

Pic.O me! what Timesare theſe,of frontleſs carriag e! 

An Egg of the ſame Neſt ! the Father's Bird ! | 

It runs in a Blood, I fee! P. jun. I'll ſtop your Mouta. 
Pic. Witch what? P. jun. With Truth. 


Pic. With Noiſe ; 1 muſt have Witneſs. 
Where is your Witneſs ? you can produce Witneſs. 
P. jun. As 
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P.jun. As if my Teſtimony were not twenty, 
Balanc'd with thine ? Pic. So fay all Prodigals, 

Sick of Self-love z but that's not Law,young Scatter-good : 
I live by Law. P. jwn. Why, if thou haſt a Conſcience, 
That is a thouſand Witneſſes. Pic. No Cour: 

Grants out a Writ of Summons for the Conſcience, 

That I know, nor Subpene, nor Attachment. 

I muſt have Witneſs, and of your producing, 

Ere this can come to hearing, and ic muſt 

Be heard on Oath and Witneſs. 

P. jun. Come forth, Thom, [ He produceth Thom. 
Speak what thou heard'ſt, the truth, and the whole cruch, 
And nothing but the truth. Wha faid this Varlec ? 

Pic. A Rat behind the Hangings! Tho. Sir, he ſaid, 

It was a Truſt ! an A#, the which your Father 
Had Will coalter ; but his tender Breaſt 
Would not permit to ſee the Heir defrauded, 
And, like an Alien, thruſt out of the Blood. 
The Laws forbid that he ſhould give conſent 
To ſuch a Civil Slaughter of a Son—— _ 

P. jun. And talk'd of a Gratuity to be given, 
And Aid unto the Charges of the Sui ; 

Which he was to maintain 'in his own Name, 
Bur for my Uſe, he faid. P. Ca. It is enough. 

Tho. And he would milk Pecwnia, and draw down 
Her Cream, before you got the Truſt again. 

P.Ca. Your Ears are in my Pocket, Knave,go ſhake 'em 
The lictle while you have them. Pic. You do cruſt 
To your great Purſe. , P. Can. I ha' you in a Purſe-net, 
Good Maſter Pickock, wi? your worming Brain, 

And wrigling Ingine-head of Maintenance, 
Which I ſhall ſee you hole with, very ſhortly. 

A fine round Head, when thoſe ewo Lugs are off, 
To trundle through a Pillory. You are ſure 

You heard him ſpeak this ? 

P. jun. 1, and The. Much more ! 

Pic. Vl prove yrs Maintenance, and Combination, 
And ſue you all. P. Cs. Do, do, my gowned Vu/rure, 
Crop in Reverſion : I ſhall ſee you Coited 
Over the Bar, as Barge-men do their Billets. 

Pic. This *tis, when Men repent of their good Deeds, 
And would ha 'em in again They are almoſt mad ! 
Bur I forgive their Lucida Interpalla. _- 

O, Lickfnger ! come hither. Where's my Writing ? 
[ Picklock pies Lickfinger, and arks bim 
aſide for the Writing. 


AR V. Scene IIL 


To them. | Lickfinger. 
Sent it you, together with your Keys, 
Pic. How ? 


Lic. By the Porter that came for it, from you, 
And by the token, you had giv'n me the Keys, 
And bad me bring it. Pic. And why did you not ? 

Lic. Why did you ſend a Countermand ? Pic. Who, I? 

Lic. You, or ſome other you, you put in truſt. 

Pic. In truſt ? 

Lic. Your Truſt's another ſelf, you know ; 

And without Truſt, and your Truſt, how ſhould he 
Take notice of your Keys, or of my Charge ? 

Pic. Know you the Man ? Lic. I know he was a Preer, 
And a Seal'd Porter ; for he bore the Badge 
On Breaſt, I am ſure. Pic. I am loſt! a Plot! I ſcent it! 

Lic. Why! and I ſent it by the Man you ſent, 


ſted. Pic. Plague of your Truſt, | 
Whom elſe I had not cru ic. Plag ) | Sivpence in ſeven Your, (Om On) 


l am tru{s'd up among you. P. jun. Or you may be. 
Pic. in mien own Halter, I have made the Nooſe. 
| Picklock goes out. 
P. jun, What was it, Lickfmger ? 
[ Towng Peni boy diſcovers it fo 
Plot of ſending for is by the Porter, 
w in poſſeſſion of the Deed. 


his Father ts be his 
and that be 


Lic. A Writing, Sir, 
He ſent for't by a Token: I was bringing it, 
Bur that he ſent a Porter, and he ſeem'd 
A Man of decent Carriage. P. Ce. "Twas good forrune | 
To cheat the Cheater, was no Cheat, bur Juſtice. 
Pur off your Rags, and bs your felt again : 
This A& of Piety and good Aﬀection 
Hath partly reconcil'd me to you. P. jun. vir. 
P.Ca. No Vows, no Promiſes : too much Proteſtationt 
Makes that ſuſpe&ed oft, we would perſuade. 
Lic. Hear you the News ? 
P. jun. The Office is down. how ſhould we ? 
Lic. But of your Uncle ? 
P. jun. No. Lic. He's run mad, Sir. 
P. Ca. How, Lickfmger ? 
Lic. Stark ſtaring mad, your Brother, 
IT has almoſt kill'd his Maid. P.Ca. Now Haven forhid. 
| Elder Peni-boy fartles at the News, 
Lic, Bur that ſhe's Cat -liv'd, and Squirrel limb'd, 
With throwing Bed-ſtaves at her : H* has ſee wide 
His outer Doors, and now keeps open Houſe 
For all the Paſſers by to fee his Juſtice. 
Firſt, he has apprehended his two Dogs, 
As being o' the Plot to cozen him ; 
And there he firs like an old Worm of the Peace, 
Wrapp'd up in Furs, at a {quare Table, fcrewing, 
Examining, and committing the poor Curs 
To two old Caſes of Cloſe-ſtools, as Priſons ; 
The one of which he calls his Lolards Tower, 
THY other his Block-bouſe, *cauſe his two Dogs Names 
Are Block and Lollard. P. jun. This would be brave Matter 
Unto the Jeerers. P. Ca. I, if fo the Subje&t 
Were not fo wretched. Lic. Sure I meer them all, 
I chink, upon that queſt. P. Cs. *Faith, like enough: 
The Vicious {till are ſwift co ſhew their Natures. 
I'll thither too, but wich another aim, 
It all ſucceed well, and my Simples take. 


A&t V. Scene IV. 


P ent boy ſen. P orter. 
He i ſeen ſitting at his Table, with Papers before him. 


Here are the Priſoners ? 
Por. They are forth-coming, Sir, 

Or coming forth at leaſt. P. ſex. The Rogue is drunk, 

Since I committed them to his charge. Come hither, 

Near me, yet nearer; breathe upon me. Wine ! | He /mells 

Wine, o* my Worſhip! Sack! C Sack! bim. 

Could not your Badge ha* been drunk wich tulſom Ale, 

Or Beer, the Porter's Element ? but Sack | 
Por. I am not drunk 3 we had, Sir, but one Pint, 

An honeſt Carrier and my ſelf. P. ſen. Who paid for' ? 
Por. Sir, I did give it him. | 
P. ſen. What ? and ſpend Six-pence ! 

A Frock ſpend Six-pence! Six-pence ! 

Por. Once in a Year, Sir. 
P. /en, In ſeven Years, Varlet! Know'ſt thou what 
thou haſt done ? 

What a conſumption thou haſt made of a State ? 

Ic might pleaſe Heaven, (a luſty Knave, and young) 

To ler thee live ſome ſeventy Years longer, 

Till thou art foxrſcore and ten, perhaps a bundred. 

Say ſeventy Years; how many times ſeven in ſeventy ? 


Why /even times ten is tex times ſeven, mark me, 
I will demonſtrate to thee on my Fingers. 


; Grows in that firſt ſeven Year to be a Twelve-pence ; 
Thar, in the next, Two ſhillmgs ; the third, Four ſhillings ; 
The fourth ſeven Year, Eight ſhillings; the fifth, Sixteen ; 


' The fixth, Two and thirty ; the ſeventh, Three pound four ; 


" The eighth, Six pound and eight ; the ninth, Twelve pound 
| And the tenth ſeven, Frue and twenty pound ( ſixteen ; 
Twelwg 
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Twelve ſhillings. This thou art fall'n from, by thy Riot: 
Should'it thou live ſeventy Years, by ſpending S:x-pence 
Once i' the ſeven : Butin a Day to waſte it! 
There is a Sum that Number cannot reach: 
Out o my Houſe, thou Peſt o' Prodigality ! 
Seed of Conſumption ! Hence : A wicked Keeper 
Is oft worſe than the Priſoners. There's thy Penny, 
Four Tokens for thee. Out, away. My Dogs 
May yet be innocent, and honeſt. If nor, 
T have an entrapping 2ueſtion or two more, 
To put unto 'em, a crols Interrogatory, 
And I ſhall catch 'em. Lollard ? Peace: 
[ He calls forth Lollard, and examines bim. 
What Whiſpering was that you had with Mortgage, 
When you laſt lick'd her Feet? The truth now. Ha ? 
Did you ſmell ſhe was going ? Put down that. And net, 
Not to return? Youare Rene ? Good. And when 
Leap'd you on Statute ? As ſhe went forth? Conſent. 
There was Conſent, as ſhe was going forth. 
'Twould have been fitter at her coming home, 
But you knew that ſhe would not ? To your Tower : 
| He commits him again. 
You are cunning, are you? I will meet your Cratr. 
Block, ſhew your Face, leave your Gareſles, tell me, 
| [Calls forth Block, and examines him. 
And tell me truly, what Afﬀronts do you know 
Were done Pecunia, that ſhe left my Houle ? 
None, ſay you ſo ? not that you know ? or will know *? 
I fear me, I ſhall find you an obſtinate Cur. 
Why did your fellow Lelard cry this morning ? 
"Cauſe Broker kicks bim ? Why did Broker kick him ? 
Becauſe he pift againſt my Ladies Gown ? 
Why, that was was no affront? no ? no diſtaſte ? 
You knew 0 none. Yoare a diſſembling Tyke, | Commits bim. 
To your Hole again, your Block-bouſe. Lollard, arile, 
{Lollard x call'd again. 
Where did you lift your Leg up laſt ? *gainſt what ? 
Are you ſtruck Dummerer now, and whine for Mercy ? 
Whoſe Kirtle was'2 you gnaw'd too ? Miſtris Band's ? 
And Wax's Stockins ? Who did ? Block beſcumber 
Statute's white Suit, wi the Parchment Lace there ? 
And Broker's Sattin Doublet ? All will our. 
They had offence, offence enough to quit me. 
Appear Block : Fough ! *tis maniteſt ; he ſhews it, 
[ Block is ſammon'd the ſecond time. 
Should he forſwear't, make all the Afidawits 
Againſt it, that he could afore the Bench, 
And twenty Furies, he would be convinc'd. 
He bears an Air about him doth confeſs ir. 
To Priſon again, cloſe Priſon. { He is remanded. 
Not you, Lollard ; { Lollard has the liberty of the Houſe, 
You may enjoy the liberty of the Houle : | 
And yet there 1s a Quirk come in my Head, 
For which I muſt commit you too, and cloſe. 
Do not repine, it will be better tor you. 


A& V. Scene II. 


'Enter the Teerers. 


Cymbal, Fitton, Shunfield, Almanack, Madrigal, 
Pent-boy ſen. Lickfinger. 


His is enough to make the Dogs mad too : 
Let's in upon him. 
P. ſen. How now ? what's the matter ? 
Come you to force the Priſoners? make a Reſcue ? 
Fit. We come to bail your Dogs. 
P. {en. They are not bailable, 
They ſtand committed without Baz! or Mainpriſe, 
Your Bail cannot be taken. Sh. Then the truth is, 
We come to vex you. 
Alm. Jer you. Mad. Bate you rather. 
Cm. A baited Ulurer will be good Fleſh, 


Fit. And tender, we are told, 

P. /en. Who is the Butcher, 
Amonglt you, that is come to cut my Throat? (Oxes, 

Shun. You would dic a Calves death fain ; but *tis an 
Is meant you. Fir, To be fairly knock'd o' the Head. 

Shun. With a good Jeer or two. 

P. ſen. And from your Jaw-bone, 
Den Aſmget Cym. Shunfield, a Jeer, you have it. 

Shun, | do contels,,a waſhing Blow ; but Snarl, 
You that might play che third Dog, for your Teeth, 
You ha' no Money now ? Fit. No, nor no Morigape. 

Alm, Nor Band. Mad. Nor Statute. 

Cym. No, nor bluſhet Wax. 

P. ſen. Nor you no Office, as | take it. Shun. Cymbal, 
A mighty Jeer. Fit. Pox o' theſe true Jeſts, I ſay. 

Mad. He will turn the better Jecrer. 

Alm. Let's upon him, 
And if we cannot jeer him down in Wit—— 

Mad. Let's do't in Noiſe. 

Shun. Content. Mad. Charge, Man o War, 

Alm. Lay him aboard, 

Shun. We'll gi? him a Broad-fide firſt. 

Fir. Where's your Veniſon now ? 

Cym. Your Red-deer Pies ? 

Shun. Wi' your bak'd Turkeys ? 

Alm. And your Partridyes ? 

Mad. Your Pheaſants, and fat Swans ? 

P. ſen. Like you, turn'd Geeſe. 

Mad. But fuch as will not keep your Capirel. 

Shun. You were wont to ha' your Breams — 

Alm. And Trouts ſent in ? 

Cym. Fat Carps and Salmons ? Fit. T,and now and then 
An Emblem © your ſelf, an o're grown Pike ? 
 P. ſen, You are a Fack, Sir. Fit. You ha' made a ſhift 
To ſwallow twenty ſuch poor Facks ere now. 

Alm. It he ſhould come to feed upon poor Feobn ? 

Mad. Or turn pure Fack-a lent after all this ? 

Fir. Tut, he'll live like a Graſhopper— Mad. On Dew, 

Shun. Or like a Bear, with licking his own Claws. 

Cym. I, if his Dogs were away. 

Alm. He'll eat them firſt, 
While they are fat. Fir. Faith, and when they are gone, 
Here's nothing to be ſeen beyond. Cym. Except 
His Kindred, Spiders, Natives o' the Soil. 

Alm. Duſt, he will ha' enough, to breed Fleas. 

Mad. But by that time he'll ha? no Blood to rear 'em. 

Shun. He will be as thin as a Lantern, we ſhall ſee 

thorow him. 

Alm. And his Gut Colon tell his Intetina—— 

P. ſen. Rogues, Raſcals, (Baw, waw.) { His Dogs bark. 

Fit. He calls his Dogs to his aid. 

Alm. O! they but riſe at mention of his Tripes. 

Cym. Let them alone, they do it not for him. 

Mad. They bark ſe defendendo. Shun. Or for cuſtom, 
As commonly Curs do one for another. 

Lic. Arm, arm you, Gentlemen Jeerers, th* old Canter 
Is coming in upon you, with his Forces, 
The Gentleman that was the Canter. Shun. Hence. 
Fit, Away. Cym. What is he ? 
Alm. Stay not to ask Queſtions. 
Fit. He's a Flame. 
Shun. A Furnace. Alm. A Conſumption, 
Kilk where he goes. [ They all run away. 

Lic. See | the whole Covey is ſcatter'd ; 
"Ware, *ware the Hawks, I love to ſee him fly. 


A&t V. Scene VI. 


Peni-boy Ca. Peni-boy ſen. Peni-boy jun. Pecunia, Train. 


You ſee by this amazement and diſtraction, 
What your Companions were, a poor, afrighted, 


And guilty Race of Men, that dare to ſtand 
No Breath of Truth ; but conſcious to themſelves 


Ot 


T he Staple of News. 


455 


—_—  — 


Of their no-wit, or Honeſty, ran routed 
At every Pannick Terror themſelves bred. 
Where elſe, as confident as founding Braſs, 
Their tinkling Capraim, Cymbal, and the reſt, 
Dare put on any Viſor, to deride 
The wretched, or with Buffon Licence jeſt 
At whatſoe're is ſerious, it nor ſacred. 
P. ſen. Who's this? my Brother ! and reſtor'd to Life! 
[ Peni-boy ſen. acknowledgeth bis elder Brother. 
P. Ca. Yes, and ſent hither to reſtore your Wits, 
If your ſhort Madneſs be not more than Anger, 
Conceived for your Loſs | which I return you. 
See here, your Mortgage, Statute, Band, and Wax, 
Without your Broker, come to abide with you, 
And vindicate the Prodigal from ſtealing 
Away the Lady. Nay, Pecunia her fclf 
Is come to free him fairly, and diſcharge 
All Ties, but thoſe of Love, unto her Perſon, 
To uſe her like a Friend, not like a Slave, 
Or like an 1do/. Superſtition 
Doth violace the Deity ir worſhips, 
No leſs than Scorn doth. And believe it, Brother, 
The Uſe of things is all, and not the Store : 
Surfeit and Fulnets have kill'd more than Famine. 
The Sparrow, with his lictle Plumage, flies, 
While the proud Peacock, overcharg'd with Pens, 
I fain to ſweep the Ground with his grown Train, 
And load of Feathers. P. ſen. Wiſe and honour'd Brother ! 
None but a Brother, and ſent from the Dead, 
As you are to me, could have altered me : 
I thank my Deſtiny, that is ſo gracious. 
Are there no Pains, no Penalties decreed 
From whence you come, to us that ſmother Money 
In Cheſts, and ag her in Bags? F. Ca. O, mighty, 
Intolerable Fines, and Muldts impog'd ! 
(Of which I come to warn you) Forfeitures 
Of whole Eſtates, if they be known, and taken ! 
P. ſen. I thank you, Brother, for the light you have 
ae wy Il. Firſt fi Dogs 
I will prevent *em all. Firlt free m b 
Leſt what I ha* done to them and againſt Law) 
Be a Premunire ; for by Magna Charts 


They could not be commirted, as cloſe Priſoners, 
My Learned Counſel tells me here, my Cook; 
And yet he ſhew'd me the way fuſt. Lic. Who did 21? 
[ erench che Liberty o* the Subjects ? P. Ca. Peace, 
Pick/ock, your Gueſt, that Stentor, hath infe&ted you, 
Whom I have fafe enough in a wooden Collar. 
P. ſen. Next, I reſtore theſe Servants to their Lady, 
With Freedom, Heart of chear, and Countenance ; 
Ic is their Year and Day of Fupilee. 
Tra. We thank you, Sir. | Her Train thanks him. 
P. ſen. And laſtly, to my Nephew 
I give my Houſe, Goods, Lands, all but my Vices, 
And thoſe 1 go to cleanſe; kifling this Lady, 
Whom I do give him too, and join their Hands. 
P.Ca. If the SpeRators will join theirs, we thank 'em. 
P. ;«n. And wiſh they may, as I, enjoy Pecunia. 
Pec. And fo Pecunia her ſelf doth with, 
Thar ſhe may ſtill be Aid unto their Uſes, 
Not Slave unto their Pleaſures, or a Tyrant 
Over their fair Deſires ; but teach them all 
The Golden Mean; the Prodigal, how to live ; 
The ſordid, and the coveteas, how to die : 
Thar, with found Mind 3 this, ſafe Frugalicy. 


The EPILOGUE. 


Hmws bave you ſeen the Makers double Scope, 
To profit, and delight 3 where our Hope 
Is, though the Clout we do not always hit, 
It will not be imputed to bus Wit : 
A Tree ſo try d, and bent, as "twill not ſtart. 
Nor doth be often crack a String of Art, 
Though there may other Accidents as ſtrange 
Happen, the Weather of your Looks may change, 
Or ſome high Wind of Miſconceit ariſe, 
To cauſe an Alteration in our Skies : 
IF fo, w' are ſorry, that have ſo miſs-[pent 
Our Time and Tackle; yet be's confident, 
And wows, the next fair Day bell bave us ſhoot 
The ſame Match o're for bim, if you | come tt, 
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THE 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


'HE Devil is an Aſs: That is, to day,. 
| The Name of what you are met for, a new Play, 
Tet, Grandee's, would you were not come to grace 
Our matter, with allowing, us no place. 
Though you preſume, Satan, a ſubtle thing, 
And may have heard he's worn in a thumbrmg ; 
Do not on theſe Preſumptions, force us aft, 
In compaſs of a Chetſe-trencher, This tratk 
VP ll ne re admit our Vice, becauſe of yours. 
Anon, who worſe than you, the fault endures. 
That your ſelves make } when you will thruſt and ſpurn, 
And knock us o the Elbows; and bid, turn ; 
As if, when we had ſpoke, we muſt be gone, 
Or, till we ſpeak, muſt allrun in, to one, 
Like the young Adders, at the old ones month ? 
Would we could ſtand due North ; or had no South; 
If that offend : or were Muſcovy Glaſs, | 
That you might look our Scenes through as they paſs. 
We know not how to affe&t you. Tf you'll come 
To ſee new Plays, pray you afford us room, 
And ſhew this he the ſame face you have done 
Your dear delight, the Devil of Edmunton. 
Or, if, for want of room it muſt miſcarry, 
"Twill be but Juſtice that your Cenſure tarry, 
Tull you give ſome. And when ſix times you ha' ſeen't, 
If this Play dd not like, the Devil is it. 
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Act I, Scene I, 
Devil, Pug, Iniquity- 


Oh, hoh, hoh, hoh, hoh, hoh, hoh, hoh, &c. 
To Earth? and why to Earth, thou fooliſh 
Spirit? 
What would thou do on Earth ? 
Pug. For that, great Chiet ! 
As time ſhall work. I do but ask my month. 
Which every petty pu;'ny Devil has ; 
Within that term the Court of Hell will hear 
Something may gain a longer grant, perhaps. 
Sat. For what? the laming a poor Cow, or two? 
Entring a Sow, to make her caſt her Farrow ? 
Or crofling of a Market-womans Mare, 
*['wixt this and Totnam ? theſe were wont to be 
Your main atchievements, Pug, You have fome plot now, 
Upon a tonning of Ale, to ſtale the Yeſt, 
Or keep the Churn ſo, that the Butter come not, 
*Spight o* the Houſewives Cord, or her hot Spit ? 
Or tome good Ribibe, about Kentiſh Town, 
Or Hogſden, you would hang now, for a Witch, 
Becaule ſhe will not let you play round Robbm; 
And you'll go ſowre the Citizens Cream *gainſt Sunday ? 
That ſhe may be accus'd tor'r, and condemn'd, 
By a Middle/ex Jury, to the ſatisfaction 
Of their offended Friends, the Londoners Wives, 
Whoſe teeth were ſeron edge with it? Fooliſh Fiend, 
Say i your place, know your own ſtrength, and pur not 
Beyond the Sphere of your Activity. 
You are too dull a Devil to be eruſted 
Forth in thoſe parts, Pug, upon any affair 
That may concern our Name on Earth. Ir is not 
Every ones work. The State of Hell muſt care 
Whom it imploys, in point of Reputation, 
Here about London. - You would make, I think, 
An Agent to be lent for Lancaſhire, 
Proper enough ; or ſome parts of Northumberland, 
S0 Yo had good Inſtructions, Pug. 
Pug. O Chief ! 
You do not know, dear Chief, what there is in me. 
Prove me but for a fortnight, for a wezk, 
And lend me but a Ve, to carry with me, 
To practice there with any play-tellow, 
And you will fee, there will come more upon, 
Then you'll imagine, precious Chief. 


C 


Sat. What Vice ? 

What kind wouldſt th? have it of ? 
Pug. Why, any Fraud, 

Or Groeteaſucl or Lady Vanity, 

Or old Iniquity : I'll call him hither. 

Ini, What is he calls upon me, and would ſeem to 
lack a Vice ? 

Ere his words be half ſpoken, I am with him in a trice; 
ere, _ and every where, as the Cat is with the 

ice: 
e vetws Iniquitas. Lack'(t thou Cards, friend, or Dice ? 
ill teach thee cheat, Child, to cog, lie and ſwagger, 
ever and anon to be drawing forth thy Dagger : 

To ſwear by Gogs-nowns, like a luſty Fuventas, 

In a Cloak to thy Heel and a Hat like a Penthouſe. 

Thy Breeches of three Fingers,and chy Double all Belly, 

With 6 _ that ſhall feed thee, wich Cock-Stones and 
Pug. Is ont excellent, Chief? how nimble he is! 

Ins. Child of Hell, this is nothing! I will fetch thee a 
leap 

From the top of Pau/”s Steeple to the Standard in Cheap : 

And lead che a daunce through the Streets, wichour fail, 

Like a Needle of Spain, with a Thread at my tail. 

We will ſurvey the Suburbs, and make forth our Sallies, 

Down Petticoat-lane, and up the Smock- Allies, 

To Shoreditch, White-Chappel, and fo to Saint Katherns. 

Todrink with the Dutch there, and take forth their Pat- 

eerns : 

From thence, we will put in at Cuftom-bou/e Key there, 

And ſee how the Factors, and Prentices play there, 

| Falſe with their Maſters 3 and gueld many a full Pack, 

; To ſpend ir in Pies, at the Dagger and the WWool- Sack. 
Pug. Brave, brave, Iniquity ! will not this do, Chief ? 
Ini. Nay, boy, I will bring thee tothe Bawds, and the 

Royſters, 
At Billings gate, feaſting with Claret-wine and Oyſters 3 
From thence ſhoot the Bridge, Child, to the Cranes i' the 
Vintry, 

And ſe then the Gimblets, how they make their entry ! 

Or if chou hadſt rather to the Strand down to fall, 

'Gainſt the Lawyers come dabled trom Weſftmimnſter-Hall, 

And mark how they cling, with their Clients together, 

Like Ivy to Oak, fo Velvet to Leather : 

Ha, boy, I would ſhew thee. 

Pug. Rare, rare! Dev. Peace, Dotard, 
And thou more ignorant thing, that fo admir'ſt, 
Art thou the Spirit thou ſeenr'it * fo poor? to chuſe 
Nnn 2: This 
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This for a Vice, © advance the Cauſe of Hell, 
Now, as Vice ſtands this preſent Year ? Remember 
What number it is, Six Hundred and Sixteen. 
Had it but been Five Hundred, though ſome Sixty 
Above ; that's Fifty years agone, and Six, 7 
(When every Great Man had his Vice ſtand by him, 
In his long Coat, ſhaking his wooden Dagger) 
I could conſerit, that then _—_ grave choice 
Might have done that, with his'Lord Chief, the which 
Moſt of his Chamber can do now. But Pug, 
As the times are, who is it will receive you ? 
What Company will you go to? or whom mix with ? 
Where canſt thou carry him, except to Taverns ? 
To mount up on a Joynt-Stool, with a Fews trump, 
To put down Cokeley, and that muſt be to Citizens? 
He ne're will be admitted there, where Vennor comes. 
He may perchance, in rail of a Sheriffs Dinner, 
Skip with a Rime o'the Table, or New-notbing, 
And take his A/main-leap into a Cuſtard, 
Shall make my Lady Mayerefs, and her Siſters, 
Laugh all their Hoods over their Shoulders. Bat 
This is not that will do, they are other things 
That are receiv'd now upon Earth, for Vices ; 
Stranger and newer: and chang'd every hour. 
ride *em like their Horſes off their Legs, 
And here they come to Hell, whole Legions of *em, 
Every week tyr'd. We till ſtrive to breed, 
And rear 'em up new ones; but they do not ſtand, 
When they come there : they turn *em on our hands. 
And it is tear'd they have a Stud of their own 
Will pur down ours. Both our Breed and Trade 
VVill ſuddenly decay, if we prevent not. 
Unleſs it be a Vice of Quality, 
\' Faſhion _ hey _ _—— us. g_— 
re got into the yellow Starch, and C himney-ſweepers 
To their Tobacco and Strong-waters, Hum, 
Meath, and Obarni. V Ve muſt therefore aim 
At extraordinary ſubtle ones now, 
VVhen we do ſend to keep us up in credit. 
Not old Iniquities. Get you een back, Sir, 
To making of your Rope of Sand again. 
You are not for the Manners, nor the Times: 
They have their Vices there, moſt like to Vertwes ; 
You cannot know 'em apart by any difference : 
They wear the ſame Clothes, eat the ſame Meat, 
Sleep i the ſel-ſame beds, ride i' choſe Coaches. ; 
Or very like, Four Horſes in a Coach, 
As the beſt Men and VVomen. Tiſſue Gowns, 
Garters and Roſes, Fourſcore pound a pair, 
Embroidred Stockings, Cut-work Smocks and Shirts, 
More certain Marks of Lechery now and Pride, 
Than e're they were of true Nobility ! 
But, Pup, ſince you do burn with ſuch deſire 
To do the Commonwealth of Hell ſome ſervice ; 
I am content, aſſuming of a body, 
You go to earth, and vilit Men _ 
But you muſt take a body ready made, Pug, 
I can create you none : nor ſhall you form 
Your ſelf an airy one, but become ſubject 
To all impreſſion of the Fleſh you take, 
So far as humane frailty. So, this morning, 
There'is a handſome Cut-purſe hang'd at Tyburn, 
VVhoſe Spirit departed, you may enter his body : 
For Clothes, imp oy your credit with the Hang-man, 
Or ler our tribe of Brokers furniſh you. 
And look how far your Subtilty can work 
Thorough thoſe Organs, with that body, ſpy 
dhncagh Mankind. (you cannot there want Vices, 
And thereforethe leſs need to carry 'em wi” you) 
But as you make your foon at nights relation, 
And we ſhall find it merits from che State , 
You ſhall have both truſt from us, and imployment. 
Pug. Moſt gracious Chief ! 
Dev. Only thus more I bind you, 


To ſerve the firſt man that you meet; and him 
Ill ſhew you now : Obſerve him. Yor' is he, 
[ He ſbews Fitz-dottrel to him, coming forth, 

You ſhall ſee firſt atter your clothing. Follow him : 
But once engag'd, there you muſt ſtay and fix ; 
Not ſhift, until the midnights Cock do-crow, 

Pug. Any Condielons to be gone. 

Dev. Away, then: 


A& I. Scene IT. 
Fir%-Dottrel. 


þ they do now, name Bretner, as before, 

They talk'd of Greſham, and of Doctor Fore-man, 
Franklin, and Fizke, and Savory (he was in too) 3 
Bur there's not one of theſe that ever could 

Yet ſhew a man the Dewil in true ſort. 

They have their Chryſtals, I do know, and Rings, 
And Virgin-Parchment, and their dead mens Sculls, 
Their Ravens V Vinps, their Lights, and Pentacles, 
VVith CheraFers ; I ha' ſeen all theſe. Bur = 
VVouldI might ſec the Devil. I would give 

A hundred o' theſe Pictures to ſee him 

Once out of Pifture. May I prove a Cuckold, 
(And that's the one main mortal thing I tear) 

If I begin notnow to think, the Painters 

Have only made him. *Slight, he would be ſeen, 
One time or other elſe. He would not ler 

An ancient Gentleman, of a good Houſe 


As moſt are now in England, the Ferz,-duttre!'s, 
Run wild, and call upon him thus in vain, 
AST ha' done this twelve month. If he be not 
Ar all, why are there Conjurers ? If they be not, 
VVhy are there Laws againſt 'em ? The beſt Arts 
Of Cambridge, Oxford, Middleſex and London, 
Eſſex and Kent, I have had in pay to raiſe him, 
Theſe fiſty weeks, and yer h' appears not. *Sdeath, 
I ſhall ſuſpe& they can make Circles only | 
Shortly, and know but his hard names. They do ſay, 
H' will meet a man(of himſelf) that has a mind to him: 
If he would fo, I have a mind and a half for him : 
He ſhould not be long abſent. Pray thee come, 
I long for thee. An' I were with Child by him, 
And my wife too ; I could not more. Come yet, 
{ He expreſſeth @ longing to ſee the Devil, 


| Good Beelzebub. V Vere he a kind Devil, 


And had humanity in him, he would come, but 

To ſave ones longing. I ſhould uſe him well, 

I ſwear, and with re (would he would try me) 

Not as the Conjurers do, when they ha' rais'd him, 

Get him in Bonds, and ſend him Poſt on Errands 

A thouſand Miles: it is prepoſterdus, that : 

And I behieve, is the true Cauſe he comes nor, 

And he has reaſon. VVho would be engag'd, 

That might live freely, as he may do ? 1 ſwear, 

They are wrong all. "The burne Child dreads the fire, 

They do not know to entertain the Devil, 

I would fo welcome him, obſerve his Diet, 

Get him his Chamber hung with Arras, ewo of 'em, 

P my ow houſe ; lend him my VVives wrought Pil- 
ows : 

And as I am an honeſt Man, I think, 

It hehad a mind to her too; I ſhould grant him, 

To make our Friendſhip perfect. So 1 would not 

To every man. If he but hear me now ! 

And ſhould come to me in a brave young ſhape, 

And take me at my word ? ha! VVho is this? 


Act 


— 
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ACt I. Scene IIL 


Pug, Fitz-dottrel. 


IR, your good pardon, that I thus preſume 
Upon your Privacy. I am born a Gentleman, 
A younger brother, bur in ſome diſgrace, 
Now with my Friends: and want ſome little means 
To keep me upright, while things be reconcil'd. 
Pleaſe you to ler my Service be of uſe to you, Sir. 

Fit. Service? *fore Hell, my heart was at my mouth, 
Till I had view'd his Shooes well: for thoſe Roſes 
VVere big enough to hide a cloven foot. 

| He looks and ſurveys bis Feet ove? and over. 
No, Friend, my number's fall. I have one Servant 
VVho is my all indeed ; and from the Broom 
Unto the Bruſh : tor juſt fo far I truſt him. 
He is my V Vardrobe-man, my Cater, Cook, 
Butler and Steward; looks unto my Horſe ; 
And helps to watch my V Vife. H'has all the places, 
That I can think on, from the Garret downward, 
Een to the Manger, and the Curry-comb. 

Pug. Sir, I ſhall put your V Vorſhip: to no charge, 

More than my Meat, and that but very little; 
Ill ſerve you for your Love. 
Fit, Ha! withoue VVages ? 
Il hearken o' that Ear, were I at leiſure. 
But now I'm bufie. *Prythe, Friend, forbear me, 
And” thou haſt been a Devil, I ſhoald fay 
Somewhat more to thee, Thou doſt hinder now 
My Meditations. Pug. Sir, I am a Devil. 
Fit, How ! Pug. A true Devil, Sir. 
Fit. Nay, now you lie : 
Under your favour, Friend, for FIl not quarrel. 
I look'd of your feet afore, you cannot cozen me, 
Your Shooe's not cloven, Sir, you are whole hoof'd. 
[ He views bis Feet agagn. 
Pg. Sir, that's a popular Error, deceives many : 
Bur I am thar I tell you. 

Fit. What's your Name? 

Pug. My Naine is Devil, Sir. 

Fit. Say'ſt thou erue. Pug. Indeed, Sir. 

Fir. *Slid! there's ſome Omeni' this! what Countryman? 

Pug. Of Derby ſhire, Sir, about the Peak. 

Fit. That Hole 
Belong'd ro your Anceſtors ? 

Pug. Yes, Devil's Arſe, Sir. 

Fit, T'll entertain him for the Name fake. Ha ? 

And turn away my t'other Man ? and fave 

Four Pound a year by that? there's luck and thrift coo ! 
The very Devil may come hereafter as well. 

Friend, I receive you: but (withal) I acquaint you 
Aforchand, if yo' offend me, I muſt beat you. 

It is a kind of Exerciſe I uſe; 

And cannot be without, Pug. Yes, if I do not 
Offend, you can ſure. Fir. Faith, Devil, very hardly : 
Ill call you by your Surname, 'cauſe 1 loveir. 


A& I. Scene IV. 
Ingine, Wittipol, Manly, Fitz-dottrel, Pug. 


Y Onder he walks, Sir, I'll go lift him for you. 

Wit. To him, good Ingine, raiſe him up by degrees, 
Gently, and hold him there roo, you can do 
Shew your ſelf now a Mathematical Broker. 

Ing. I'll warrant you for half a piece. 

Wit. *Tis done, Sir. 

Man. Is poflible there ſhould be ſuch a Man! 

Wit. You ſhall be your own Witneſs, Pll not labour 
To tempt you paſt your faith. Afar. And is his Wite 
So very handſome, ſay you ? ; 

Wit. | ha' not ſeen her 


it. 


—_— 


| 


Since I came home from travel: and they ſay, 
She is not alter'd. Then, before I went, 
I faw her once ; but ſo, as ſhe hath ſtuck 
Still my view, no Obje& hath remov'd her. 
Mas. *Tis a fair Gueſt, Friend, Beauty: and once lodg'd 
Deep in the Eyes, ſhe hardly leaves the Inn. 
How do's he keep her ? 
Wit. Very brave. However, 
Himſelf be ſordid, he is ſenſual that way. 
In every drefling, he do's ſtudy her. 
Man. And furniſh forth himſelf fo from the Broker 7 
Wit. Yes, that's a hir'd Suit he now has on, 
To ſee the Dewil is an Aſs, to day, in. 
(This Ingine gets three or four pound a week by him), 
He dares not miſs a new Play, or a Feaſt, 
What Rate ſoever Clothes be at ; and thinks 
Himſelf ftill new, in other Mens old. 
Man. But ſtay, 
Do's he love Meat fo ? 
Wit. Faith, he do's not hate it. 
Bur that's not it. His Belly and his Palate 
Would be com ed with tor Reaſon. Marry, 
A Wit he has, of that ſtr Credit with him, 
'Gainſt all Mankind 3 as it doth make him do 
Juſt what ic liſt : ic raviſhes him forth, 
Whither it pleaſe, ro any Aſſembly or Place, 
And would conclude him ruin'd, ſhould he fcape 
One publick Meeting, out of the belief 
He has of his own great, and Catholick ftrengths, 
In arguing and Diſcourſe. It takes, I ſee : 


H” has got the Cloak upon him. 
Cingine bath won Fitz-dottrel, to */ay on the Cloak. 
Fit. A fair Garment, 
By my Faith, Ingine ! . It was never made, Sir, 
For threeſcore pound, I allure you : *Twill yield thirty. 
The Pluſh, Sir, coſt three ten ſhillings a yard ! 


And then the Lace and Velver. Fir. 1 ſhall, Ingize, 
Be look'd at, prettily, in it ! Art thou fure 
The Play is play' ro = ? 

the Bill, Sir. 


Ing. O here's 
[He gives bim the Play-B:l. 
P had forgot to gi't you. 
Fit. Ha ? the Devil ! 
I will not loſe you, Sirrah ! But, Ingine, think you, 
The Gallant is fo furious in his folly ? 
So mad upon the Marrer, that he'll part 
With's Cloak upo' theſe terms ? 
Ing. Truſt not your Ingine, 
Break me to pieces elſe, as you would do 
A rotten Cain, or an old ruſty Jack, (him. 
That has not one true Wheel in him. Do but talk with 
Fit. 1 ſhall do that, to fatisfie you, Ingine, 
And my ſelf roo. With your leave, Gentlemen. 
{ He turns to Wittipol. 
Which of you is it is ſo meer Idolater 
To my Wives Beauty, and fo very prodigal 
Unto my patience, that, for the thore Parley ? 
Of one ſwift hours quarter, with my Wite, 
He will depart with (let me ſee) this Cloak here, 
The price of Folly? Sir, are you the Man ? 
Wit. I am that vent'rer, Sir, 
Fit. Good time ! your Name 
Is Wittipel? VVit. The ſame, Sir. 
Fit. And 'tis told me, 
Yo! have travell'd lately ? 
VVit. That I have, Sir. Fir. Truly, ; 
Your Travels may have alter'd your Complexion ; 
But fare, your Wie ſtood till. 
VVit. It may well be, Sir. 
All Heads ha? not like growth. 
Fit. The good Man's Gravity, 
That left you Land, your Father never taught you 
Theſe pleafant Matches ? 
VVit. No, nor can his Mirth, 


With 
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With whom I make 'em put me off. Fiz. You are 
Relolv'd then? VV, Yes, Sir. 
Fit. Beauty 1s the Sant, 

You'll {acrifice your {elf into the Shirt too? (dom ? 
VVit. So 1 may {till cloth, and keep warm your Wil- 
F:t. You lade me, vir! 

VVit. 1 know what you will bear, Sir. 
Fit. Well, to the Point. *Tis only, Sir, you fay, 
To ſpeak unto my Wite * 
VVit. Only to ſpeak to her. 
Fit. And in my preſence? 
VV:it. In your very preſence. 
Fit. And in my hearing? VVir. In your hearing: fo 

You interrupt us not. Fir. For the ſhort ſpace 

You do demand, the fourth part pt an hour, 

I think I ſhall, with ſome convenient ſtudy, 

And this good help to boot, bring my felt cot. 

' He ſbrugs bimſelf up m the Cloak, 
VVit. 1 ask no more. 
Fit, Pleale you, walk to'ard my houſe, 

Speak what you liſt ; that time is yours: My Right 

I have departed with, But not beyond 

A Minute, or a Second, look tor. Length, 

And drawing out, ma' advance much to theſe Matches, 

And 1 except all kifling. Kitles are 

Silent Petitions ſtill with willing Levers. 

VVit. Lovers? How falls that o' your phantlie ? 
Fit. Sir, 

I do know ſomewhat, I forbid all Lip-work. 
VVit. I am not cager at forbidden Dainries. 

Who covets unfit things, denies himſelf. 

Fit. You ſay well, Sir, "Twas prettily ſaid, that ſame. 

He do's indeed. Þll have no touches theretore, 

Nor takings by the Armes, nor tender Circles 

Caſt 'bout the Waſt, but all be done at diſtance. 

Love is brought up with thoſe ſoft migniard handlings : 

His pulſe lies in his palm 3 and I detend 

All melting joynts and fingers, (that's my bargain) 

I do defend 'tm, any thing like Aion. 

Bur talk, Sir, what you will. Ute all the Tropes 

And Schemes, that Prince Quintilian can afford you : 

And mnch good do your Rhetoricks heart. 

You arc welcome, Sir. | 

Ingine, God b* w' you. Ht. Sir, I muſt condition } 

To have chis Gentleman by, a Witneſs. Fi. Well, 

] am contenc, ſo he be filent. Men. Yes, Sir. 

Fit. Come, Dew), Vil make you room ſtraight. But 
I'll ſhew you 

Firſt, to your Miſtris, who's no common one, 

You mult conceive, that brings this gain ro ſec her. 

I hope thou'lt brought me good luck. 

Pug. I ſhall do't, Sir. 


A& I. Scene V. 
IWittipol, Manly. 


T' me, you hope o' your half piece ? 'Tis there, Sir, 
; gone. Fiiend Manly, who's within here? fixed ? 
{ Wittipol knocks bis Friend & the Breaſt. 
Man. I am directly in a fit of wonder 
Whar'll be the iſſue of this Conference ! 
Vi/;e. For that ne'er vex your \clt till the Event. 
How like yo him ? 
Man. 1 would fain ſee more of him. 
Vit. What think you of this ? 
Man, I am paſt degrees of thinking. 
Old AFick, and the new America, 
With all their Fruit of Monſters cannot ſhew 
S0 juſt a Prodigy. 
Vit, Could you have believ'd, 
Wichout your ſight, a nnd fo fordid inward, 
Should be fo ſpecious, and laid torth abroad, 
To all the ſhew that ever Shop or Waite was ? 


Man. I believe any thing now, chough I confeſs 
His Vices are the moſt Extremities 
[ ever knew in Nature. But why loves he 
The Devil 1o? YVir. O Sir ! for hidden Treaſure, 
He hopes to find : and has propos'd himſelf 
So infinite a Mals, as to recover, 
He cares not what he parts with, of the preſent, 
To his Men of Art, who are the Race, may coyn him. 
Promiſe Gold Mountains, and the coverous 
Are ſtill moſt prodigal. 

Man. But ha' you faith, 
Thar he will hold his Bargain ? 

VVit. O dear, Sir! 
He will not off on't. Fear him not. I know him. 
One baſeneſs ſtill accompanies another. 
See ! he is here already, and his Wite too. 

Man. A wondrous handſome creature, as I live ! 


Act I. Scene VI. 
Fitz, dottrel, Miſtris Fitz-dottrel, VV ttipel, Manly. 


Ome, Wite, this is the Gentleman. Nay, bluſh not. 
Mrs. Fit, Why, what do you mcan, Sir 7 ha you 
your Reaſon? Fir. Wite, 
| do not know that I have lent ie torch 
To any one; at leaſt, without a Pawn, Wite : 
Or that have cat or drunk the thing, of late, 
That ſhould corrupt it, Wherefore, gentle Wile, 
Obey, it is thy Vertue: hold no acts 
Of Diſputation, Ars. Fir. Are you not enough 
The talk of Feaſts and Meetings, but you'll {till 
Make argument for freſh ? 
Fit, Why, caretul Wedlock, 

If I have a longing to have one tale more 
Go of me, what is that to thee, dear heart ? 
Why. ſhouldſt thou envy my delight ? or croſs it ? 
By being folicitous, when it not concerns thee ? 


RR — 


Mrs, Fit. Yes, | have ſhare in this. The ſcorn » || (:!l 
As bitterly on me, where both are laughe ar. 
Fit. Laughe at, ſweet Bird? is that the 1c: 1ple ? 


Come, come, 
Thou art a Niaiſe. Which of your great Houi-s, 
{A Niaiſe is a young Hawk, tane 
crying out of the Nett. 
(1 will not mean at home here, but abroad) 
Your Families in France, Wite, ſend nor forth 
Something within the ſeven year, may be laugh at ? 
| do not ſay ſeven months, nor ſeven weeks, 
Nor ſeven days, nor hours : but ſeven year, Wife. 
| give *em time. Once within ſeven year, 
I chink they may do ſomething may be laught at. 
In France, 1 keep me there ſtill, Wheretore, Wife, 
Let them that liſt, laugh ſtill, rather than weep 
For me. Here is a Cloak coſt fifry pound, Wife, 
Which I can fell for thirty, when I ha' ſeen 
All.London in't, and London has fcen me. 
To day I go to the Blacks Friers Play-bouſe, 
Sit the view, ſalute all my acquaintance, 
Riſe up between the As, let tall my Cloak, 
Publiſh a handſome Man, and a rich Suit 
(As that's a ſpecial end, why we go thither, 
All chat pretend to ſtand for't o' the Stage) 
The Ladies ask, who's that ? (For they do come 
To fee us, Love, as we Lo to fee them) 
Now I ſhall loſe all this, tor the falſe tear 
Or being laught at? Yes, wuſle. Let 'em laugh, Wife, 
Let me have fuch another Cloak to morrow 
And let *em laugh again, Wife, and again, 
And then grow tar with laughing, and then fatter : 
All my young Gallants, let 'em bring their Friends too : 
Shall I forbid 'em ? INo, let Heaven torbid em: 
Or Wir,it'c have any charge on 'em.Come,thy Ear, Wiſe, 


Is ail, Ill borrow ot thee. Ser your Watch, Sir ; 
Thou 
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Thou only art to hear, not ſpeak a word, Dove, 
Toought he ſays. That I do gi' you in precepr, 
No leis than Council, on your Wive-hood, Wite, 
Not though he flatter you, or make Court, or Love, 
(As you muſt look for theſe) or fay, he rail; 
V Vhate're his Arts be, V Vite, I will have thee 
Delude 'em with a trick, thy obſtinate flence ; 
I know advantages ; and I love to bir 
Theſe pragmatick young men at their own weapons. 
{s your V Vatch ready ? Here my Sail bears for you: 
Tack toward him, ſweet Pimnace, where's your VVatch? 
{ He diſpoſes bis VV ife to his place, 
and ſets his V/atch. 
Vie. VN ſet it, Sir, with yours. 
Mrs. Fit. I mult obey. 
Man. Her Modeſty ſeems to ſuffer with her Beauty, 
And fo as if his Folly were away, 
It were worth pity. 
Fit, Now th art right, begin, Sir. 
But firſt, let me repeat the Contract briefly. 
[ He repeats bis Contratt again, 
I am, Sir, to enjoy this Cloak 1 ſtand in, 
Freely, and as your Gift ; upon condition 
You may as freely ſpeak here to my Spoule, 
Your quarter of an hour, always keeping 
The meaſur'd diſtance of your yard, or more, 
From my faid Spouſe : and in my fight and hearing. 
This is your Covenant ? VV. Yes, but you'll allow 
For this time ſpent now? Fit. Ser 'em ſo much back. 
VVie. I think I ſhall not need it. 


Fit, VVell, begin, Sir, 
There is your bound, Sir. Not 
VVit. It you interrupt me, vir, 


ond that Ruſh. 
ſhall diſcloak you. 
[ VVittipol begins. 
The time I have _—_— Lady, is but ſhort; 
And therefore if I imploy it chriftily, 
{ hope I ſtand the nearer to my pardon. 
I am not here to tell you, you are fair, 
Or lovely, or how well you dreſs You, Lady; 
I'll fave my felf chat Eloquence of your Glas, 
Which can ſpeak theſe things better to you than I. 
And 'tis a Knowledge wherein Fools may be 
As wiſe as a Court-Parliament. Nor come I 
With any prejudice or doubt, that you 
Should, to the notice of your own worth, need 
Leaſt Revelation. She's a ſimple Woman, 
Knows not her good : (whoever knows her ill) 
And at all charatts. That you are the Wife 
To fo much blaſted Fleſh as ſcarce hath foul, 
Inſtead of falt, to keep ir ſweet: I think, 
Will ask no Witneſſes to prove. The cold 
Sheers that you lic in, with the watching Candle, 
That ſees, how dull ro any thaw of Beauty, 
Pieces and quarters, half and whole nights ſometimes, 
The Devil-given E/fne Squire, your Husband, 
Doth leave you, quitting here his proper Circle, 
For a much worſe, i' the Walks of Lincolns- Im, 
Under tho Elms, t expect the Fiend in vain, there 
VVill confeſs for you. Fir. I did look for thisGeer. 
VViz. And what a Daughter of Darkneſs he does 
make you, 
Lock'd up from all Society, or Objet ; 
Your Eye not let to look upon a Face, 
Under a Conjurers (or fome Mould for one, 
Hollow and lean, like his) but by great means, 
As I now make ; your own too ſenſible ſufferings, 
VVithout the extraordinary aids 
Of Spells, or Spirits , may aflure you, Lady. 
For my part, I proteſt 'gainlt all ſuch practice, 
| work by no falſe Arts, Medicines, or Charms, 
To be ſaid forward and backward. 
Fit. No, I except. 


Fit. Mum. 


V Vit. Sir, 1 ſhall caſe you. 


| He offers to diſcloak him. 


Vit. Nor have I Ends, Lady, 
Upon you, more than this : to tell you how Love, 
Beauties good Angel, he that waits upon her 
At all occations, and no lefs than Fortune, 
Helps th' adventrous, in me makes that profer, 
VVhich never fair one was fo fond to loſe, 
VVho could bur reach a hand forth to her freedom. 
On the firit ſight I lov'd you : fince which time, 
Tho I have travell'd, I have been in travel 
More for this ſecond blefling of your Eyes, 
VVhich now I have purchas'd, than for all aims elſe. 
Think of it, Lady, be your Mind as active 
As is your Beauty : view your Object well. 
Examine both my faſhion and my years; 
Things that are like, are ſoon familiar : 
And Nature joys ſtill in Equality. 
Lect not the ſign o* the Husband fright you, Lady. 
Bur e're your Spring be gone, enjoy it. Flowe:s, 
Tho fair, are oft bur of one Morning. Think, 
All Beauty doth not laſt until the Autumn. 
You grow old while I tell you this. And ſuch 
As cannot uſe the preſent, are not wile. 
It Love and Fortune will cake care of us, 
VVhy ſhould our will be wanting This is all. 
V Vhat do you anſwer, Lady ? | She ſtands mute, 
Fir, Now tho ſpore comes. 
Let him ſtill wait, wait, wait : while the watch goes, 
And the time runs, wite | 
Vit, How! not any word ? 
Nay, then I caſte a Trick in't. V Vorthy Lady, 
I cannot be fo falſe ro mine own thoughts 
Of your preſumed Goodneſs to conceive 
This, as your Rudeneſfs, which I fee's impos'd. 
Yet, ſince your cautelous Faylor here ſtands by you, 
And yo are deny'd the Liberty o' the Houlc, 
Let me take warrant, Lady, from your lilence, 
(VVhich ever is interpreted Conſent) 
To make your an{wer for you : which ſhall be 
To as good purpole as I can imagine, 
And what I think you'ld ſpeak. 
Fit. No, no, no, no. 
Vi. 1 ſhall reſume, Sir. 
Mean. vir, what do you mean? 
[ He ſets Mr. Manly, bis Friend, m her place, 
VVit, One interruption more, vir, and you go 
Into your Hoſe and Doublet, nothing faves you. 
And theretore hearken. This is for your V Vite. 
Man. You mult play fair, Sir. | 4nd ſpeaks for ber, 
VVit. Stand for me, good Friend. 
roth, Sir, *tis more than true that you have uttred 
Of my unequal and fo fordid Match here, 
V Vith all che Circumſtances of my Bondage. 
[ have a Husband, and a two-legg'd one, 
But ſuch a Moonling, as no wit of Man 
Or Roſes can redeem from being an Als. 
H' is grown too much the ſtory of Mens Mouthes, 
To ſcape hislading: Should I make't my ſtudy, 
And lay all ways, yea, call Mankind to help 
To take his burden off ; why, this one act 
Of his, to let his VVite out to be courted, - 
And at a price, proclaims his Aſinine Nature 
So loud, as am weary of my Title to him. 
Bur, Sir, you ſeem a Gentleman of Vertue, 
No lefs than Blood 3 and one that every way 
Looks as he were of too good Quality, 
To intrap a credulous V Voman, or betray her : 
Since you have paid thus dear, Sir, tor a V ilie, 
And made ſuch venture on your V Vic and Chargz 
Meerly to ſee me, or at moſt, ro {peak to mz, 
I were too ſtupid; or (whliat's worlz) ingrate 
Not to return your venture. "Think buc how 
| may with ſafety do it, [| ſhall erulſt 
My Love and Honour to you, and preſume, 


Yeul 
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You'll ever husband both, againſt this Husband ; 
Who, if we chance to change his liberal Ears, 
To other Enfigns, and with labour make 

A new Beaſt of him, as he ſhall deſerve, 

Cannot complain, he is —_— dealt with. 

This day he is to go to a new Play, ir, 

From whence no Fear, no, nor Authority, 

Scarcely the Kings Command, Sir, will reſtrain him, 
Now you have fitted him with a Stage-garment, 
For the meer names fake, were there no things elle ; 
And many more ſuch Journeys he will make. 

Which, it they now, or any time hereatter, 

Offer us opportunity, you hear, Sir, 

Who'll be as glad, and forward to embrace, 

Mect, and enjoy it chearfully as you. 

I humbly thank you, Lady. 

Fit, Keep your ground, Sir. 

Wit. Will you be lighened ? 

Fit. Mum. VVu. And butI am, 

By the ſad Contract, thus to take my leave of you 
Act this ſo envious diſtance, I had taught 

OurLips e're this, to ſeal che happy mixture 

Made of our Souls. But we muſt both now yield 
To the neceflity. Do not think yet, Lady, 
But I can kiſs, and touch, and laugh, and whiſper, 
And do thoſe Crowning Courtſhips too, for which 
Day, and the Publick, have allow'd no Name; 
But now my Bargain binds me. *T were rude Injury 
T' importune more, or urge a Noble Nature, 

To what of its own Bounty it 1s prone to : 

Flle I ſhould ſpeak But, Lady, I love fo well, 
As 1 will hope you'll do ſo too. I have done, Sir. 

Fit. Well, then, I ha' won ? 

VVit. Sir, and I may win too. 

F;t. O yes! nodoubt on'e. Pl take careful Order, 
That ſhe ſhall hang forth Enſigns at the Window, 

To tell you when I am abſent. Or Pll keep 

"Three or Four Foot-men, ready till of purpoſe, 

To run and fetch you at her Longings, vir. 

Fll go beſpeak me ſtraight a gilt Caroch, 

For her and you to take the Air in: yes, 

Into Hide-Park, and thence into Black: Fryers, 

Viſit the Painters, where you may ſee Pictures, 

And note the propereſt Limbs, and how to make em. 
Or what do you bs unto a midling Goſlip ? 

To bring you aye together, at her lodging ? 

Under pretext of teaching o' my Wite 

Some rare Receipt of drawing Almond Milk ? ha? 
It ſhall be a part of my care. Good Sir, God b* w' you. 
I ha' kept the Contract, and the Cloak is mine own. 

VV;t. Why, much good do't you Sir ; it may fall out, 
That you ha* hought it dear, though I ha' not fold it. 

Fit. A pretty Riddle! Fare you well, good Sir. 

Wite, your Face this way, look on me, and think 
Ya' have had a wicked Dream, Wife, and torget it. 
| He turns his Wife about. 

Alan. This is the ſtrangeſt Motion I e're ſaw. 

Fit, Now, Wife, fits this fair Cloak the worſe upon me 
For my great ſufferings, or your little patience ? ha ? 
They laugh, you think ? 

Mrs. Fit. Why, Sir, and you might ſee'c. 

What thought they have of you, may be ſoon colleted 
By the Young Gentleman's Speech. 

Fit. Young Gentleman * 

Death ! you are in love with him, are you ? Could he not 
Be nam'd the Gentleman, without the Young ? 
Up to your Cabbin again. 

Mrs. Fit. My Cage, yo were beſt 
To callit? Fu. Yes, fing there. You'ld fain be making 
Blanck Manger with him at your Mothers! I know you, 
Go, get you up. How now! what ſay you, Devil? 


| 


| 
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A&t I. Scene VIL 


Pug, Fitz: Dottrel, Ingine. 


HE is one Ingine, Sir, deſires to ſpeak with you. 
3 Fir. I thought he brought ſome news of a Bro- 
ker! Well, 
Let him come in, good Devil ; fetch him elſe 
O, my fine Ingine! what's th' affair ? More Cheats ? 
Ing. No, Sir, the Wit, the Brain, the great Projet{or, 
I told you of, is newly come to Town. 
Fir. Where, Ingine * 
Ing. 1 ha* brought him (H' is without) 
E're he pull'd off his Boots, Sir, but ſo follow, 
For buſineſſes. Fir. But what is a Projettor 7 
| would conceive. Ig. Why, one, Sir, that projets 
Ways to enrich Men, or to make em great, 
By Suits, by Marriages, by Undertakings : 
According as he fees they humour it. 
Fit. Can he not conjure at all 7 
Ing. I think he can, Sir, 
(To cell you true.) But you do know, of late, 
The State hath cane ſuch note of 'em, and compell'd'em 
To enter ſuch great Bonds, they dare not practice. 
Fit. *Tis true, and I lic fallow for't the while ! 
Ing. O, Sir! you'll grow the richer tor the relt. 
Fi, | hope I ſhall : but, Igine, you do talk 
Somewhat too much o* my Courſes. My Cloak-Cu- 
ſtomer 
Could tell me ſtrange particulars. 
Ing. By my mcans : 
Fit. How ſhould he have 'em ellc ? 
Iag. You do not know, Sir, 
Whar he has: and by what Arts! A money'd Man, Sir, 
And isas great with your Almanack- Men as you ate! 
Fit, That Gallant ? 
Ing You make the other wait too long here : 
And he isextream pun&tual. Fir. Is he Gallant? 
Ing. Sir, you ſhall ſee: He? is in his Riding Suit, 
As he comes now from Court, But hear him ſpeak: 
Miniſter Matter co him, and then cell me. 


Act II. Scene I. 
Meer-craft, Futz-dottrel, Ingine, Trains, Pug. 


S IR, Money's a Whore, a Bawd, a Drudge ; 

Fit torun out on Errands: Let her go. 

Via Pecumia! when ſhe's run and gone, 

And tled, and dead; chen will 1 terch her again 

With Aqua-Vite, out of an Old Hogs head | 

While there are Lees of Wine, or Dregs of Beer, 

PII never want her! Coyn her out of Cobwebs, 

Duſt, but III have her ! Raiſe Wooll upon Egg-ſhells, 

Sir, and make Grafs giow out o' Marrow-bones, 

To make her come. (Commend me to your Miſtris. 

| To a Waiter, 

Say, letthe Thouſand Pound but be had ready, 

And it is done) I would but fee the Creature 

(Ot Heth and Blood) the Man, the Prince indeed, 

That could imploy fo many Millions 

As I would help him co. Fir. How talks he? Millions? 
Mer. (Fl give you an account of this to morrow.) 

Yes, I will talk no lefs, and do it too ; [ To another. 

If they were Myriades : and without the Dew, 

By direct means, it ſhall be good in Law. Tng. Sir. 
Mer. Tell Mr. Woodcock, I'll not fail co mece him 

Upon th' Exchange at night. Pray him to have 

The Writings there, and we'll diſpatch it : Sir, 

You are a Gentleman of a good Preſence, 

A handſom Man, (I have conſidered you) 

As a fic Stock to gratt Honours upon ; 


I have 
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| have a Proje& to make you a Duke now. 

That you nuuſt be one, within ſo many Months, 

As 1 fer down, out of true Reaſon of State, 

You ſha? not avoid ir. But you muſt harken then. 

Ing. Harken ? why Sir, do you doubt his Ears ? Alas: 
You do not know Maſter Fitz-dottrel. 

Fit. He do's not know me indeed. I thank you, Igine, 
For reQifying him. Mer. Good ! Why, Ingine, then 
[Il tell it you. (I ſce you ha' Credit, here, 
And, that you can keep counſel, I'll not queſtion.) 
He ſhall but be an undertaker with me, 
In a moſt feaſible Buſineſs. It ſhall coſt him 
Nothing. Ing. Good, Sir. 

Mer. Except he pleaſe, but's Countenance ; 
(That I will have) tappear in't, to great Men, 
For which I'll make him one. He ſhall not draw 
A String of's Purſe. I'll drive his Patrent for him. 
We'll cake in Citizens, Commoners, and Aldermen, 
To bear the charge, and blow *em off again, 
Like ſo many dead Flyes, when 'tis carried. 
The thing is for recovery of drown'd Land, 
Whereof the Crown's to have a Moiety, 
If ir be Owner ; Elſe the Crown and Owners 
To ſhare that Moiety, and the Recoverers 
Tenjoy the t'other Moiety for their charge. ; 

Ing. Throughout England ? Mer. Yes, which will ariſe 

To Lighteen Millions, Szven the firſt year : 

[ have computed all, and made my Survey 

Unto my Acre : Ill begin at the Pan, 

Not at the Skirts ; as ſome ha? done, and loſt 

All that they wrought, their Timber-work, their Trench, 
Their Banks, all born away, or elſe fill'd up 

By the next Winter. Tut, they never went 

The way : Pll have it all. Ig. A Gallant Tra&t 

Of Land it is! Aer. 'Twill yield a Pound an Acre. 
We muſt let cheap, ever at firſt. But Sir, 

This looks too large for you, I ſee. Come hither, 
We'll have a lefs. Here's a plain Fellow, you ſce him, 
Has his black Bag of Papers there, in Buckram, 

W!' not be ſold for th' Eacldom of Pancridge: Draw, 
Gi' me out one by chance. Proje& z four Dogs Skins ? 
Twelve thouſand Pound ! the very worſt at firſt, 

Fit. Pray you let's ſee'r,Sir. Mey. *Tis a Toy, a Trifle ! 

Fit, Trifle | Twelve thouſand Pound for Dogs Skins? 

Mer Yes, but, by my way of drefling, you muſt 

know, Sir, 
And med'cining the Leather, to a height 
Or improv'd Ware, like your Borachio 
Of Spain, Sir, I can fetch Nine thouſand for't—— 

Ing. Of the Kings Glover ? 

Mer. Yes, how heard you that ? 

Ing. Sir, I do know you can. 

Mer. Within this Hour : 

And reſerve half my Secret. Pluck another 
See if thou haſt a happier Hand : I chought {o. 
[ He plucks out the 2. Bottle-ale. 
The very next worſe to it ! Bottle-ale. 
Yer, this is Two and twenty thouſand ? 

Mer. Yes, Sir, it's caſt to Penny -hal'penny-farthing, 

O' che back-ſide, there you may ſee it, read, 

1 will not bate a Harrington o* the Sum» 

I'll win it ' my Water, and my Malt, 

My Furnaces, and hanging o' my Coppers, 

The tonning, and the ſubtility of my Yeſt; 

And, then the Earth of my Bortles, which I dig, 
Turn up, and ſteep, and work, and neal, my ſelf, 
To a degree of Porclane. You will wonder, 

At my Proportions, what 1 will put up 

In S:ven years! ſor ſolong time I ask 

For my Invention. I will fave in Cork, 

In my more ſtop'ling, 'bove Three thouſand Pound 
Within that Term : by googing of *em out 

Juſt co the ſize of my Bottles, and not flicing. 
There's infinite loſs 1' that. What haſt thou there 7 
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| O' making Wine of Raiſins : this is in hand now, 
[ He draws out another. Raiſins. 

Ing. Is not that ſtrange, Sir,to make Wine of Raiſins ? 

Mer. Yes, and as true a Wine as th* Wines of France, 
Or Spain, or Italy: Look of what Grape 
My Railin is, that Wine I'll render perfe, 

As of the Muſcatell Grape, I'll render Muſcatel ; 
Of the Canary his ; the Claret his ; 

So of all kinds : and bate you of the Prices 

Of Wine throughout the Kingdom half in half. 

Ing. But, how, Sir, if you raile the other Commodity, 
Raitins? Mer. Why, then I'll make it out of Black-berriess 
And ic ſhall do the ſams. *Tis but more Art, 

And the Chargelefs. Take out another, Fir. No, good Sir, 
Save you the trouble, I'll not look, nor hear 

Of any, but your firſt, there ; the Drown'd land : 

It'c will do, as you ſay. Mer. Sir, there's noc Place 

To gi you demonſtration of thele things, 

They ace a little to ſubtile. Bur, I could ſhew you- 
Such a neceſlity in't, as you mult be, 

Bue what you pleaſe : againſt the receiv'd Hereſie, 
That England bears no Dukes. Keep you the Land, Sir, 
The greatneſs of th' Eſtate ſhall throw'r upon you. 

It - like better turning it to Money, 

VVhat may not you, Sir, purchaſe with that wealth ? 
Say you ſhould part with two o* your Millions, 

To be the thing you would, who would not do't ? 

As I proteſt, 1 will, our of my Divident, 

Lay, for ſome petty Principality, 

In Ialy, from the Church : Now, you perhaps, 

Fancy the Smoak of England, rather ? Bur— 

Ha* you no private Room, Sir, to draw to, 

T* enlarge our ſelves more upon? Fit. O yes, Divel ! 

Aer. "Theſe, Sir, are Buſineſles, ask to be carried 
With caution, and in Cloud. Fi. I apprehead, 

They do fo, Sir. Dive}, which way is your Miſtris ? 

Pug. Above, Sir, in her Chamber. Fit. O chat's well. 

Then, this way, good Sir. 

Aer. 1 ſhall follow you ; Trains, 

Gi” me the Bag, and go you preſently, 

Commend my Service to my Lady Tailbuſþ. 

Telt her 1 am come from Court this Morning ; ſay, 

I have got our bufineſs mov'd, and well: Intreac her, 

That ſhe give you the Four-ſcore Angels, and fee 'em 

Diſpos'd of to my Council, Sir Poul Eitberſide. 

Sometime, to day, Fll wait upon her Ladithip, 

With the Relation. Ing. Sir,- of what diſpatch, 

Hz is | Do you mark ? Mer. Ingine, when did you ſee 

My Coutin Ever-:!/? keeps he 1till your Quarter 

P the Bermudas ? Ing. Yes, Sir, he was writing 

This — very hard. Mer. Be not yoa known to 
_ 

That I am come to Town: 1 have effected 

A Bulineſs for him, but I would have ic take him, 

Betore he thinks tor't. Ing. Is ic paſt ? Mer. Not yer. 

'Tis well o the way. Ing. O Sir! your Worſhip takes 

Infiaite pains. Mer. I love Friends, to be active : 

A Qluggiſh Nature puts off Man, and kind. 

Ing. And ſuch a Blefling follows ic. Aer. I thank 
My Fate. Pray you let's be private, Sir. Fir. In, here. 

Mer. Where none may interrupt us. 

Fit. You hear, Divel, 

Lock the Sereet-doors fait, and let no one in 
_— they be this Genclemans Followers) 

o trouble me. Do you mark ? Yo have heard and fcen 
Something to day ; and, by it, you may gather 
Your Miſtris is a Fruir, thac's worth the ſtealing, 

And therefore worth the watching: Be you ſure, now, 

Yo! haveall your Eyes about you ; and let in 

No Lace-woman ; nor Bawd, that brings French-Masks, 

And Cut-works. See you? Nor old Croans, with 
Waters, 

To convey Letters. Nor no youths, diſguis'd 


Like Country-wives, with Cream,and Marrow-puddings. 
Ooo Much 
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The Devil s an Aſs. 


Much Knavery may be vented in a Pudding, _ 
Much bawdy Intelligence : They? are ſhrewd Siphers. 
Nor turn the Key to any Neighbours need ; 
Be't but to kindle Fire, or beg a little, 
Put ir out, rather : all out, to an Aſh, Nite 
That they may fee no Smoak. Or Water, ſpill it; 
Knock o the empty Tubs, that by the ſound | 
They may be forbid entry. Say, we are robb d, 
If any come to borrow a Spoon, or fo. 
| wi? not have good Fortune, or Gods Blefling 
Let in, while I am buſie. Pug. Tl take care, Sir. 
They ſha* not trouble you if they would. 

Fit. Wcll, do fo. 


A& IL, Scene II. 
Pug, Miſtris Fitz-dootrell. 


Have no ſingular Service of this now ? 
I Nor no ſuperlative Maſter ? I (hall wiſh 
To be in Hell again at leiſure ? Bring 
A Vice from thence ? That had been ſuch a fubtilty, 
As to bring Broad-clothes hither ; or tranſport 
Freſh Oranges into Spain. I find it now ; 
My Chief was ? the right. Can any Fiend 
Boaſt of a better Y:ce, then here by Nature 
And Artth' are owners of * Hell ne'er own me, 
But I am taken ! the fine Tract of it 
Pulls me along ! To hear Men ſuch Profeſſors 
Grown in our ſubtleſt Sciences | My firſt 4, now, 
Shall be, to make this Maſter of mine Cuckold : 
The Primitive work of darkneſs, I will Practiſe ! 
T will deſerve fo well of my fair Miltris 
By my Diſcoveries firlt ; my Counſels after ; 
And keeping counſel, after that - as who, 
So ever is one, I'll be another ſure, 
I'll ha' my. ſhare... Moſt delicate damn'd Fleſh ! 
She will be! O'! that I could ſtay time, now, 
Midnight will come too faſt upon me, 1 fear, 
To cut my Pleaſlure—Ar.. Fir. Look at the Back-door, 
|| She ſends Devil out. 
One knocks, ſee who it is. Pug. Dainty She-Dewl ! 
Mrs. Fit. 1 cannot get this venture of the Cloke, 
Out of my fancy ; nor the Gentlemans way 
He took, which though 'twere {trange, yet *twas handſom, 
And had a Grace withal, beyond the newneſs. 
Sure he will think me that dull ſtupid Creature, 
He ſaid, and may conclude it; it I find not 
Some thought to thank th' attempt. He did preſume, 
By all the Carriage of it, on my Brain, 
For anſwer ; and will ſwear 'tis very Barren, 
If it can yield him no return. Whois it ? 
| Devil returns. 
Pug. Miſtris, ic is, but firſt, let me aſſure 
The Excellence of Miltreſles, I am, 
Although my Maſters Man, my Miſtris Slave, 
The Servant of her Secrets, and {weet Turns, 
And kaow, what fitly will conduce to either. 
Mrs. Fit. What's this? I pray you come to your (elf, 
and think 
What your part is; to make an anſwer. Tell, 
— Who is at the Door ? Pug. The Gentleman, Miſtris, 
Who was at the Cloak-charge to ſpeak with you, 
This Morning, who expects only to take 
Some tmall Command'ments from you, what you pleaſe, 
Worthy your Form, he ſays, and gentleſt Manners. 
Mrs. Fit. O | you'll anon prove his hir'd man, I fear, 
Whart has he giv'n you, for this Meſlage ? Sir, 
Bid him put off his hopes of Straw, and leave . 
To ſpread his Nets, in view, thus. Though they take 
Maſter Fitz dottere/, I am no ſuch toul 
Nor fair one, tell kim, will be had with ſtalking 
And wiſh him to torbear his acting to me, 
At the GenticmansChamber- window inLincelns- bm there, 
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That opens to my Gallery ; elſe I ſwear 
T* acquaint my Husband with his Folly, and leave him 
To the juſt rage of his offended Jealouhie. 
Or it your Maſters Senſe be not ſo quick 
To right me, tell him, I ſhall find a Friend 
That will repair me. Say, I will be quiet. 
In mine own Houſe? Pray you,in thole words give it him, 
Pug. This is fome Fool turn'd ! 
Mrs. Fit. If he be the Maſter, | He poes out. 
Now, ot chat State and Wit which I allow him; 
Sure, he will underſtand me : I durſt not 
Be more dire& ; For this officious Fellow, 
My Husbands new Groom, is a Spy upon me, 
I find already, Yet, if he but tell him 
This in my words, he cannot but conceive 
Himſelf both apprehended and requited. 
I would not have him think he met a Statue 3 
Or ſpoke to one, not there, though 1 were ſilent. 
How now ? ha” you told him ? Pug. Ycs. 
Mrs. Fir. And what ſays he? 
Pug. Says he ? That which my ſelf would fay to you, 
it 1 durſit, 
That you are proud, ſweet Miſtrifs ? and withal, 
A little Ignorant, to entzi rain 
The Good that's proffer'd ; and (by your Beauties leave) 
Not all ſo wiſe, as ſome true Politick Wite 
Would be ; who having match'd with ſuch a Nup/on 
(I _ it with my Maſters Peace) whoſe Face 
Hath lelt Caccuſe him, now, for't doth contels him, 
What you can make him 3 will yet (out of Scruple, 
And a fſpic'd Conſcience) defraud the poor Gentleman, 
Ar leaſt delay him in the thing he longs tor, 
And makes it his whole Study, how to compals 
Only a Title. Could but he write Cuck-/d, 
He had his ends. For, look you— Mrs. Fiz. This can be 
None but my Husbands Wit. Pug. My precious Miſtris. 
M:s. Fiz. It creaks his Ingime : The Groom never durſt 
Be elſe fo ſawcy—— Pug. If it were not clearly, 
His worſhipful Ambition ; and the top of it; 
The very torked top too : why ſhould he 
Keep you thus mur'd up in a back Room, Miſtris, 
Allow you ne'er a Caſement to the Street, 
Fear of engendering by the Eyes, with Gallants, 
Forbid you Paper, Pen and Ink, like Rats-bane, 
Search your halt Pint of AMuſcatel, leſt a Letter 
Be ſunck i' the Pot: and hold your new-laid Egg 
Againſt the Fire, leſt any charm be writ there * 
Will you make benefit of Truth, dear Miſtris, 
If I do cell it you : I do't not often : 
I am fer over you, imploy'd indeed 
To watch your Steps, your Looks, your very Breathings, 
And to report them to him. Now, if you 
Will be a true, right delicate ſweet Miſtris, 
Why, we will make a Cokes of this Wiſe Maſter, 
We will, my Miſtris, an abſolute fine Cokes, 
And mock, to air, all the deep Diligences 
Of ſuch a folemn and effeual Als, 
An Afs to ſo good purpoſe as we'll uſe him. 
| will contrive it fo, that you ſhall go 
To Plays, to Masks, to Meetings, and to Feaſts. 
For, why is all this Rigging, and fine Tackle, Miftris, 
It you neat handſom Vellels, of good fail, 
Pur not forth ever and anon with your Nets 
Abroad into the World. It is your fiſhing, 
There, you ſhall chooſe your Friends, your Servants,Lady, 
Your Squires of Honour ; Fll convey your Letters, 
Fetch Anſwers, do you all the Othces 
That can belong to your Blood and Beauty. And, 
For the variety at my times, although 
I am not in due Symmetry, the Man 
Or thar Proportion z or in Rule 
Ot Phyſcck, of the juſt Complexion ; 
Or of that 'Truth of Pard:!l, in Clothes, 
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I know, to do my turns, ſweere Miſtris. Come, kils— 

Mrs. Fit. How now | 

Pug. Dear delicate Miſtris, I am your Slave, 
Your little Worm, that loves you : your fine Monkey ; 
Your Dog, your fack, your Pug, that longs to be 
Stil'd o' your Plealures. 

Mrs. F:t. Hear you all this ? Sir, pray you, 
Come from your ſtanding, do, a little, ſpare 

| She thinks ber Husband watches. 

Your ſelf, Sir, from your watch, © applaud your Squire, 
That fo well follows your Inſtructions ! 


Act II. 
Fitz, dotterel, Miſtris Fitz-dutterel, Pug. 


Scene III. 


Ow now, {ſweet Heart ? what's the matter. 
Mrs. Fit. Good ! 
You are a ſtranger to the Plot ! you ſet not 
Your ſawcy Devil, here to tempt your Witte, 
With all the inſolent uncivil Language, 
Or Action, he could vent ? Fiz. Did you fo, Dewil ? 
Mrs. Fit. Not you? you were not planted i” your 
Hole to hear him, 
Upo? the Stairs ? or here, behind the Hangings ? 
] do not know your Qualities ? he durſt do it, 
And you not give Directions ? Fit. You ſhall ſee Wike, 
Whether he durſt or no ; and what it was I did direct. 
[ Her Husband goes out, and enters preſently 
with a Cudgel upon him. 
Pug. Sweet Miſtris, are you mad ? 
Fit. You molt meer Rogue | you open manifeſt Villain! 
You Fiend apparent you ! you declar'd Helhound ! 
Pug. Good Sir. Fit. Good Knave, good Raſcal, and 
good 'T raitor. 
Now, I do find you parcel Dew! indeed. 
Upo? the Point of Truſt ? I your firſt Charge ? 
The very day o' your Probation ? 
To tempt your Miſtris? You do ſee, good Wedlock, 
How I directed him. Mrs. Fit. Why, where Sir,were you 7 
Fit. Nay, there is one blow more for Exerciſe: 
| After a pauſe, be frikes bim again. 
I cold you, I ſhould do it. Pug. Would you had done, Sir. 
Fit. O Wife, the rareſt man ! yet there's another 
To put you in mind o' the laſt, ſuch a brave man, Wife! 
Within, he has his Projects, and does vent *em, 
| and again. 
The gallanteſt ! where you rentiginous ? ha ? 
Would you be acting of the Incubas ? 
Did her Silks ruſtling move you ? Pug. Gentle Sir. 
Fit. Out of my fight. It thy Name were not Devil, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not ſtay a Minute with me. In, 
Go, yet ſtay : yet go too. I am refolv'd 
What 1 will do : and you ſhall know't atore-hand. 
Soon as the Gentleman is gone, do you hear ? 
I'll help your lifping. Wife, fuch a Man Wite: 
| Devil goes out. 
He has ſuch Plots ! He will make me a Dake | 
No lefs by Heaven ! Six Mares to your Coach, VVite ! 
That's your Proportion ! And your Coach-man bald, 
Becauſe he ſhall be bare enough. Do not you laugh, 
VVe are a looking for a Place, and all i the Map 
VVhat to be of. Have faith, be not an Infidel. 
You know 1 am not eafie to be gull'd. 
I ſwear, when I have my Millions, elſe Pll make 
Another Dutcheſs if you ha not Faith. 
Mrs.Fit. You'll ha* coo much,l tear,in theſe falle Spirits, 
Fit. Spirits ? O, no ſuch thing ! V Vite! wit, mcer wit ! 
This MaYf defies the Dewi/ and all his V Vorks! 
He dos't by Þgine, and deviſes, he : 
He has his winged Ploughs, that go with Sails, 
VVill plough you Forty Acres, at once / and Mills 
V Vill {pour you Water ten miles off | All Crow/and 
Is ours VVite ; and the Fens, from us, in Norfolk, 
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Tothe utmoſt bounds of Lincolz-ſhire | we have view'd it, 
And meafur'd it within all; by the Scale ! 

The richeſt Tract of Land, Love, i” the Kingdom ! 
There will be made Seventeen or eighteen Mi/l:ons 3 

Or more, as't may be handled ! wherefore think, 
Sweet heart, if th” haſt a fancy to one Place 

More than another, tro be Dutcheſs of ; 

Now, name it : I will ha't whar ere ir coſt, 

(It'r will be had for Money) either here, 

Or'in France,or Italy. Mrs. Fir. You ha' flrange Phantaſics! 


Act II. Scene IV. 
Merecraft, Fitz-dottrell, Ingine. 


rn are you, Sir 2 Fit. I fee thou haſt no 77/-»e 
This way, V Vife. Up to thy Gallery ; do Chuck, 
Leave us to talk of ir, who underſtand ic. 

Mer. I think we ha* found a Place to fic you, now, Sir. 
Glocetter, Fit. O, no, I'll none ' 

Mer. V Vhy, Sir ? Fi. 'Tis fatal. 

Mer. That you fay right in. Spen/er, I think the younger, 
Had his laſt Honour thence. But, he was bur Favl. 

Fit. I know not that, Sir. But Thomas of Woodſtock, 
I'm fure, was Duke, and he was made away 
Ar Calice, as Duke Humphery was at Bury: 

And Richardthe Third, you know what end he came too. 
Mer. By m' faith you are cunning i' the Chronicle, Sir. 
Fir. No, I confeſs I ha't from the Play books, 

And think they'are more Authentick. 

Ing. That's ſure, Sir. 

Mer. V'Vhat ſay you (to this then) 

Fit. No, a noble Houſe. | He whiſpers bim of a Place. 
Pretends to that. I will do no Man wrong. 

Mer. 'Then take one Propoſition more, and hear ir 
As paſt exception. + Fir. What's that ? Mer. To be 
Duke ot thoſe Lands, you ſhall recover : take 
Your Title thence, Sir, Dake of the Drown'd Lands, 
Or Drown'd land. Fit. Ha? that laſt has a good ſound ! 
[ like it well. The Duke of Drown'd-land ? Ing. cs 
It goes like Green land, Sir, if you mark it. Ar. I, 
And drawing thus your honour from the work, 

You make the Reputation of that, greater ; 

And ſtay't the longer i your Name. Fi. *Tis true. 

Drown'd-lands will live in Drown'd-land ' 

Mer. Yes, when you 
Ha' no foot left ; as that mult be, Sir, one day. 

And, though it tarry in your Heirs, ſome Forty, 

Fifty Deſcents, the longer liver, at laſt, yet, 

Muſt thruſt *em out on't : if no Quirk in Law, 

Or odd Vice of their own not do it firſt. 

We ſce thoſe changes, daily : the fair Lands, 

That were the Chents, are the Lawyers, now : 

And thoſe rich Mannors, there, of Good-man Taylors, 

Had once more Wood upon 'em, then the Yard, 

By which th' were meaſur'd out tor the laſt Purchaſe. 

Nature hath theſe vicifhitudes, She makes 

No man a ſtate of Perpetuery, Sir. 

Fit. Yo are” che right. Let's in then, and conclude. 

| He ſpies Devil, 

I my fight, again? Pl calk wich you anon. 


Act IL. Scene V. 
Pug. 


_ he will geld me if 1 ſtay : or worſe, 

Pluck out my Tongue, one o' the two. This Fool, 
There is no eruſting of him: and to quit him, 

Were a contempt againſt my Chief, palt pardon. 

It was a ſhrewd diſhcartning this, at firſt ' 

Who would ha' thoughe a Woman fo well harnefs'd, 


1 Or rather well-caparifon'd, indeed, 


That 
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That wears ſuch Petticoats, and Lace to her Smocks, 
Broad Seaming Laces (as I ſee *em hang there) 
And Garters which are loſt, if ſhe can ſhew 'em, 
Could ha' done this ? Hel! | why is ſhe fo brave 7 

It cannot be to pleaſe Duke Dcrrerel, ſure, 

Nor the dull Pictures in her Gallery, 

Nor her own dear Refle&tion in her Glaſs; 

Yet that may be : I have known many of em 

Begin their Pleaſure, but none end it there : 

(That I conſider, as I go along with it) 

They may, for want ot better Company, 

Or that they think the better, ſpend an hour ; 

Two. three, or four, diſcouriing with cheic Shaddow : 
But fure they have a farther Speculation. 

No Woman dreſt with ſo much care, and ſtudy, 

Doth dreſs her felf in vain. I'll vex this Problem, 

A little more, before I leave it ſure. 


A& I. Scene VI. 


Wittipol, Manly, Miſtris Fitz-dottrel, Pug. 


His was a Fortune, happy above Thought, 
That this ſhould prove thy Chamber ; which I fear d 
Would be my greateſt trouble ! this muſt be 
The very Window, and that the Room. Man. Ir is. 
I now remember, I have otten fſ:cn there 
A Woman, but I never mark'd her much. 
Wit. Where was your ſoul, Friend ? 
Man. Faith, but now and then, 
Awake unto thoſe Obje&ts. it. You pretend fo. 
Let me not live, if I am not in love 
More with her wit, tor this dire&tion now, 
Then with her Form, though I ha' prais'd that prettily, 
Since I'fſaw her and you today. Read thoſe. 
[ He ow: bim a Paper, wherein is the Copy of 
a . 
They'll go unto the Air you love ſo well. 
Try *em unto the Note, may be the Muſick 
Will call her ſooner 3 light, ſhe's here ! Sing quickly, 
Mrs. Fit. Either he underſtood him not : or elle, 
The Fellow was not faithiul in delivery 
Of what I bad. And, I am juſtly pay'd, 
That niight have made my Profit of his Service, 
Bur by miſtaking, havg drawn on his Envy, 
And done the worſe defzat upon my elf. 
{Manly ſings, Pug enters perceives it. 
How ! Muſick ? then he may be there: and is ſure. 
Pug. O! Isic fo ? Is there the Enter-view ? 
Have I drawn to you, at laſt, my cunning Lady ? 
The Devil is an A/s | fool'd off ! and beaten ' 
Nay, made an Inſtrument ! and could not ſent it! 
Well, ſince yo' have ſhewn the malice of a VVoman, 
No lef5 then her rue V Vit and Learning, Miſtris, 
Ill ery, it lietle Pug have che malignicy 
To recompence it, and fo fave his danger. 
'Tis not the Pain, but the Diſcredie of it, 
The Dewi/ ſhould not keep a Body intire. 
Wit. Away, fall back, ſhe comes. 
Men. I'll leave you, vir, 
The Maſter of my Chamber. I have buſineſs. 
Wit. Miſtris ! Mrs. Fit. You make me Paint, Sir. 
It. The? are fair Colours Lady, and natural !I did re- 
Some Commands from you, lately, gentle Lady, (ceive 
{ Thus SCENE is atted at 1wo Windows, as out of 
120 contig wons —_ 
But ſo perplex'd, and wrap'd in the Delivery, 
As I may tear to have mit-incerpreted: 
Bur muſt make ſuir ſtill, ro be neer your Grace. 
Mrs. Fit., Who is there with you, Sir ? 
Wit. None but my felt. 
It falls out, Lady, to be a dear Friends Lodging. 
Wherein there's ſome Conſpiracy of Fortune 
Wich your poor Seryants bleſt Attections. 
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Mrs. Fir. Who was it ſung ? 

IWit. He, Lady, but he's gone, 
Upon my Enctreaty of him, ſeeing you 
Approach the Window. Neither need you doubt him, 
li he were here. le is too much a Gentleman. 

Mrs. Fiz. Sir, if you judge me by this ſimple ARion, 
And by the outward Habit, and Complexion 
Of calinefs, ir hath, co your detign ; 

You may with Juſtice, ſay. I am a Woman : 
And a ſtrange Woman. But when you tha!l pleaſe, 
To bring but that concurrence of my Fortune 
To Memory, which to day your ſelf did urge : 
Ic may beget ſome favour like exculz, 
Though none like Reaſon. ir. No,my tune-full Miſtcis? 
Then, ſurely, Love hath none ; nor Beauty any ; 
Nor Nature violenced in both theſe : 
Wirh all whoſe gentle Tongues you ſpeak, at once. 
| cho::ghe I had enough remov'd alrcady 
That >cruple tiom your Breaſt, and letc yo” all Reaſon; 
When, through my Mornings Perſpective I ſhew'd you 
A Man fo above Excuſe, as he is the Caulc, 
Why any thing is to be done upon him ; 
And nothing call'd an Injury mil-plac'd, 
F rather, now had hope, to ſhew you how Love 
By his Acceſfſes grows more Natural : 
And, what was done this Morning with ſuch force, 
Was but devis'd to ferveghe preſent, then. 
That fince Leve hath the Honour to approach 
| He grows more familiar in bis Courtſhip, 

Theſe Siſter-ſwelling Breaſts ; and touch this ſoft 
And roſfic Hand ; he hath the skill to draw 
Their Ne#ar forth, with kifling; and could make 
More wanton falts, from this brave Promontory, 
Down to this Valley, chen the nimble Koe ; 

{ Plays with ber Pays, kiſſeth ber hands, &&+c, 
Could play the hopping Sparrow 'bour thele Nets ; 
And ſporting Squrel in theſe criſped Groves ; 
Bury himſclt in every Sk worms Kell, 
Is here unravell'd ; run into the Snare, 
Which every Hair is, caſt into a Curl, 
To catch a Cupid flying : Bathe himlelf 
In Milk and Roſcs here, and dry him there ; 
Warm his cold Hands, to play with this ſmooth, round, 
And well torn'd Chin, as with the Billyard- ball ; 
Rowl on theſe Lips, the Banks of Love, and there 
Ar once both plant and gather Kiſles. Lady, 
Shall I, with what I have made to day here, call 
All Senſe to Wonder, and all Faith to fign 
The Mylteries revealed in your Form ? 
And will Love pardon me the Blaſphemy 
| utter'd, when 1 ſaid, a Glaſs could ſpeak 
This Beauty, or that Fools had Power to judge it ? 


Ds but look on her Eyes ! They do light —— 
Ali that Love's World comprizeth ! 
Do but look on ber Hair: it is bright, 
As Love's Star, when ut ri{eth ! 
Do but mark, her Fire head's ſmoother, 
Then words that ſooth her | 
And from her arched Brows, ſuch a Grace 
Sheds it ſelf through the Face , 
As alone, there Truumphs to the Life, 
All the Gain, all the Good, of the Elements ſtrife ! 


Have you ſeen but a bright Lilly grow, 
Before rude hands have touch'd it ?! 

Have you mark'd but the fall of the Snow, 
Before the Soy! hath ſmuch'd it ? 

Have you felt the Wooll & the Beer ? oP 
Or Swans Down, ever * 

Or, bave [melt o the Bud & the Bryer ? 
Or the Nard i the Fire? 

Or, have taſted the Bag © the Bee ? 


O, ſo white! O, /o joft !O, ſo ſweet is ſhe? 


The Devil is an Als. 


A&t IL, Scene VII. 
Fitz-dottrel, Wittipol, Pug. 


Her Husband appears at her Back. 


$ ſhe ſo, Sir? and I will keep her fo, 
If I know how, or can : that wit of Man 
Will do'e, I'll go no farther. Ar this Windo' 
Ghe ſhall no more be b«zd at. Take your leave on't. 
If you be ſweet Meats, Wedlock, or ſweet Fleſh, 
All's one : I do not love this 4um about you. 
A Fly-blown Wite is not fo proper, in: 
For you, Sir, look to hear from me. 
[ He ſpeaks out of bis Wroes Window. 
IWit. So, I do, Sir. 
Fit. No, but in other terms. 
This to my Wite, but pays for't. 
Wit. That have I, vir. 
Fit. Nay, then, I tell you, you are. 
IWit. What am I, Sir ? 
Fir. Why, that I'll think on, when I ha' cut your 
Throat. 
IWit. Go, you are an Aſs. 
Fit. I am refolv'd or't, Sir. 
IWit. 1 think you are. 
Fit. To call you to a reckoning. 
Wit. Away you Brokers Block, you Property. 
Fit. "Slight, if you ſtrike me, I'll ſtrike your Miſtris, 
{ He ſtrikes bus Wife. 
IWit. O! Icould ſhoot mine Eyes at him, tor that,now ; 
Or leave my Teeth in him, were they Cuckolds bane 
Enough to kill him. What prodigious, 
Blind, and moſt wicked change of Fortune's this? 
I ha*no Air of Patience : all my Veins 
Swell, and my Sinews ſtart at iniquity of it. 
I ſhall break, break. The Devil ſpeaks below. 
Pug. This for the Malice of it, 
And my Revenge may paſs | But, now, my Conſcience 
Tells me, I have profited the Cauſe of Hell 
Bur lictle, in the breaking off their Loves. 
Which, it ſome other act of mine repair not, 
I ſhall hear ill of in my account. 
| Firz-dottrel enters with bis IWife 
as come down. 


There's no Man offers 


Fit. O, Bird ! 
Could you do this ? 'gainſt me? and at this time, now ? 
VVhen I was fo imploy'd, wholly for you, 
Drown'd i” my care ( more than the Land, I ſwear, 
I have hope to win) to make you peer-lefs ? ſtudying, 
For Footmen for you, fine pac'd Huithers, Pages, 
To ſerve you o' the Knee 3 with what Knights Wife, 
To bear your Train, and fit with your tour Women 
In Council, and receive Intelligences, 
From Foreign parts, to dreſs you at all Pieces! 
Y* have (a'molt) eurn'd my good AﬀeRion to you 3 
Sowr'd my ſweet Thoughts; all my pure Purpoles : 
| could now find (i my very Heart) to make 
Another Lady Dutcheſs, and depoſe you. 
VVell, go your ways in. Dev, you have redeem'd all. 
I do forgive you. And I'll do you good. 


A& IL. Scene VIIL 
Mere-craft, Fitz: duttrel, Ingine, Trains. 


wW Hy ha' you theſe Excurſions ? where ha' you been, 
Sir ? 
Fit. VVhere I ha? been vex'd a little, with a Toy ! 
Mer. O Sir | no Toys mult crouble your grave Head, 
Now it is growing to be great. You muſt 
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The Man, Sir. Ig. He ſays true. ; 
Mer. You muſt do nothing 


| As you ha* done it heretofore; not know, 


Or ſalute any Man. 
The other Month. 
Mer. The other Month ? the Week. 
Thou doſt not know the Priviledges, Ingine, 
Follow that Title ; nor how {witt: To day. 
When he has put on his Lord's Face once, then—- 
Fit. Sir, for theſe things I ſhall do well enough, 
There is no fear of me. But then, my Wife is 
Such an untoward thing | ſhe'll never learn 
How to comport with ic! I am out of all 
Conceit, on her behalf. 
Mer. Beſt have her taught, Sir. 
Fit. Where? Are there any Schools for Ladies ? 
[5 there 
An {\cademy for Women ? I do know, 
For Men, there was: 1 learn'd in it my {clf, 
To make my Legs, and do my Poſtures. Ing. Sir, 
Do you remember the conceir you had 
O* the Spaniſh Gown, at home ? 
| Ingine whiſpers Merecraft : Merecrafe 
turns to Firz-dottrel. 
Merc. Ha! I do thank thee, 
With all my Heart, dear Inzine. Sir, there is 
A certain Lady, here about the Town, 
An Enghſh Widow, who hath lately travel'd, 
Bur ſhe's call'd the Spaniard, cauſe ſhe came 
Lateſt from thence :. and keeps the Spar:ſh habit. 
Such a rare woman! all our women here, 
That are of ſpirit and taſhion, flock unto her, 
Asto their Preſident; their Law, their Canon; 
More than they ever did to Oracle-Foreman. 
Such rare Receits ſhe bas, Sir, for the Face ; 
Such Ozls, ſuch Tindures, fuch Pomatum”s, 
Such Perfumes, Medicines, Quinteſſences, &C. 
And ſuch a Miſtris of behaviour, 
She knows from the Dukes Daughter, to the Doxev, 
VVhar is their due juſt: and no more! Ft. O Sir! 
You pleaſe me i this, more than mine own greatnels. 
V Vhere is ſhe ? Let us have her. 
Mer. By your patience, 
VVe muſt ute means ; caſt how to be acquainted— 
Fit. Good, Sir, about it. 
Mer. We muſt think how, firſt. 
I do not love to tarry for a thing, 
VVhenlI have a mind to't. You do not know me, 
If you do offer it. Aer. Your Wife mult fend 
Some pretty token to her, with a complement, 
And pray to be receiv in her good Graces, 
All che great Ladies do't. Fit. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall, 
VVhat were it belt co be? Aer. Some little Toy, 
[| would not have it any great matter, vir : 
A Diamcnd Ring, of forty or fifty Pound, 
V Vould do it handſomly : and be a gitt 
Fic tor your Wite co fend, and her to take. 
Fit. I'll go, and cell my V Vite owe, f{traight. 
_ Firz-dortrel goes cur. 


Ing. That was your Bedicllow, 


Fit. O'! 


Mer. V Vhy this 
Is well: 'Ihe Clothes we? have now; But, where's this 
Lad) ? 
If we could get a witty Boy now, gine 3 
That were an cxcellene crack. I could inſtruct him, 
To the erue height. For any thing takes chiis Dorevel. 
hig. Why, Sir. your beſt will be one & the Players ! 
Mer. No, there's no truſting them. They'll ralk ore, 
And cell their Peers. Ig. Whac it they do? the Joit 
Will brook the Stage. tur, there be fome of 'em 
Are very honeſt Lads. There's Dic& Ribim/on 
A very pretty Feilow, and comes oiten 
To a Gentleman's Chamber, a Friends of mine. We had 


Be above all thoſe things. Fir. Nay, nay, fo I will. 
Mere. Now you are to'ard the Lord, you muſt put off 


The merrieſt Supper of ic there, one night, 
The Gentleman s Landlady inviced him 
To 
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That we may have him * 
Img. Sir, the young Gentleman : 
I exll you of, can command him. Shall I attempt it ? 
_ Enters again. 
Mer. Yes, do it. Fit. *Slight, I cannot get my Wite 
To part with a Ring, on any terms: and yet 
The ſullen Mecnkey has ewo. 
Mer. It were *gainl(t Reaſon, : 
That you ſhould urge ir ; Sir, ſend to a Goldſmith, 
Let not her loſe by't. Fit. How do's ſhe loſe by*t? 
Is'r not for her? Mer, Make it your own bounty, 
Ic will ha* the better {uccels ; what is a matter 
Of fifty Pound to you, Sir. Fir. Þ have but a hundred 
Pieces, to ſhew here; that I would not break— 
Mer. Y ou ſball ha' credit, Sir. I'll ſend a Ticket 
Untomy Goldſmich. Here, my Man comes too, 
To carry it fitly. How now, Trains ? V Vhat Birds? 
[ Trains enters, 
Tra. Your Couſin Ever-ilf met me, and has beat me, 
Becauſe I would not tell him where You were : 
I think he has dog'd me to the Houſe roo. Fir. Well— 
You ſhall go out at the back-door then, Trams. 
You muſt get Guilt-bead hither, by ſome mcans. 
Tra. *Tis impotlible ! 
Fir. Tell him, we have Veniſon, 
Fil gf him a piece, and ſend his Wife a Pheaſant. 
Tra. A forreſt moves not, till that ferry Pound, 
Yo! had of him laſt be paid. He keeps more ſtir 
For that ſame petty ſurnam, than tor your Bond ; 
Of Six; and Statute of Eight hundred! Fit, Tell him 
VVelll hedge in that. Cry up Fuz-dettrel to him, 
Double his price : Make him a Man ot merttal. | 
Tra. That will not need, his Bond is currant enough. 


— 
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Scene IL. 


Guilt-bead, Plutarchs. 


L1 this is to make you a Gentleman : 
I'll have you learn, Son. Wherefore havel plac'd 


'OU 
VVith Sir Poul Either-ſide, but have ſo much Law 
To keep your own ? Beſides, he is a Tuſtice, 
Here i' the Town ; and dwelling, Son, with him, 
You ſhall learn that in a Year, ſhall be worth twenty 
Of having ſtaid you at Oxford, or at Cambridge, 
Qr ſending you to the Inns of Court, or France, 
I am call'd tor now in haſte, by Maſter Mere-craft 
To cruſt Maſter Fitz duttrel, a good Man; 
PF have inquir'd him eighteen hundred a Year, 
(His name is currant) tor a Diamond Ring 
Of torty, ſhall not be worth thirty ( that's gain'd ) 
And this is to make you a Gentleman ! 
Plu. O, but good Father, you truſt too much ! 
Gui. Boy, by, 
VVe live by hading Fools out to be truſted. 
Our Shop books are our Paſtures, our Corn-grounds, 
VVe lay *em op'n, tor them to come into: 
And when we have *em there, we drive *em up 
In r one of our Pounds, the Comprers, {traight, 
An this 15 tro make you a Gentleman! 


For, if our Debtors pay, we cozen them ; 
And it they do not, then we cozen our ſclvres. 
Bur that's a hazard every one muſt run, 
That hopes to make his Son a Gentleman ! 
Ply, 1 do not wiſh to be one, truly Father. 
In a deſcent, or ewo, we come to be 
Juſt *i their State, fic to be cozen'd, like *em. 
And I had rather ha'* carried i* your Trade : 
For, lince the Gentry {corn the City fo much, 
Methinks we ſhould incime, holding together, 
And matching in our own Tribes, as they ſay, 
Have got an A# of Common Councel tor it, 
That we might cozen them out of rerum natura. 
Gui. I, it we had an A4# firſt to forbid 
The marrying of our wealthy Heirs unto 'em : 
And Daughters, with ſuch laviſh Portions, 
That contounds all, 
Plu, And makes a Mungril breed, Father. 
And when they have your Money, then they laugh 
at you: 
Or kick 4 6 down the Stairs. I cannot abide 'em, 
I would tain have *em cozen'd, but nor truſted. 


Act III. 
Mere- crpft, Guilt-bead, Fitz-dettrel, Plutarchus. 
'O] Is he come! I knew he would not fail me. 
Welcome, good Guilr-head, I muſt ha' you do 
A noble Gentleman a courtclic, here , 
In a meer toy (ſome pretty Ring, or Jewel ) 
Of fifty, or threeſcore Pound. (Make it a hundred, 
And hedge in the laſt torty, that I owe you, 
And your own price for the Ring.) He's a good Man,Sir, 
And you may hap' ſee him a great one ! He, 
Is likely to beſtow hundreds, and thouſands, 
Wi you it you can humour him. A great Prince 
He will be ſhortly. VVhat do you ſay ? 
Guz. In truth, Sic, 
I cannot. 'T has been a long vacation with us. 
Fit. Of what, I pray thee? of Wit? or Honeſty ? 
Thoſe are your Citizens long vacations. 
Plu. Good Father do not truſt 'eni. 
Mer. Nay, Thom. Guilt bead, 
He will not buy a courtclie and beg it : 
He'll rather pay than pray. If you do for him, 
You muſt do cheerfully, His credit, Sir, 
Is not yet proſtitute | V Vho's this? thy Son? 
| A pretty Youth, what's his name ? Plu. Plutarchns, Sir. 
Mer. Plutarchus ! How came that about ? 
Gui. That Year, Sir, 
That I begot him, I bought Platarch's Lives, 
And fell 1” in love with che Book, as I call'd my Son 
By "his name, in hope he ſhould be like him : 
And write the Lives of our great Men! Mer. i' the City ? 
And you do breed him, there? Gui. His mind, Sir, lies 
Much to that way. 
Mer. V Vhy, then he is i' the right way. 
Gui. But, now, I had rather get him a good VVife, 
And plane him i' the Country ; there to uſe 
The blefling I ſhall leave him. Aer. Our upon't ! 
And loſe the laudable means, thou haſt at home, here, 
T advance, and make him a young Alderman ? 
Buy him a Captains place, for ſhame ; and let him 
Into the World early, and with his Plume, 
And Scarfs, march through Cheapide, or along Cornbill ; 
And by the vertue' of thoſe, draw down a V Vite 
There trom a Windo)?, worth ten thouſand Pound ' 
Get him the poſture Book, and's Leaden Men, 
To ſet upon a Table, 'gainſt his Miftris 
Chance to come by, that he may draw her in, 
And ſhew her Finsbnry Battels. Gui. I have plac'd him 
With Juſtice Either/ide, to get fo much Law. — 


Scene II. 


\ Ve Cirizens never truſt, but we do cozen ; 


M-r. 


" 


——— IN 
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Mer. As thou haſt Conſcience. Come, come, thou 
doſt wrong 
Pretty Plutarchus, who had not his name, 
For nothing : but was born to train the Youth 
Of London in the Military truth 
That way his Genjzs lies. My Couſin Everill ! 


ACEt ITE. Scene III. 
Everill, Plutarchus, Guilt bead, Mere-craft, Fitz, dattrel. 


, Arc you here, Sir ? *pray you let us whiſper. 
Pls. Father, dear Father,truſt him it you love me. 
Gui. Why, 1 do mean it, Boy ; but, what I do, 
Muſt not come eaſily from me : We muſt deal 
With Courtiers, Boy, as Courtiers deal witch us. 
If I have a Buſineſs there, with any of them, 
Why, I muſt wait, 'am ſure on't, Son : and though 
My Lord diſpatch me, yet his worſhiptul Man-—— 
Will keep me for his ſport, a Month, or two, 
To ſhew me with my tellow Citizens. 
I muſt make his Train long, and full, one quarter; 
And help the ſpectacle of his greatneſs. There, 
Nothing is done at once, but injuries, Boy : 
And they come head-long! all their good turns move not, 
Or very ſlowly. Plu. Yet ſweet Father, truſt him. 
Gui. Well, I will think. 
Ever. Come, you muſt do't, Sir. 
Fam undone elſe, and your Lady Tail buſh. 
Has ſent for me to dinner, and my Cloaths 
Are all at pawn. 1 had ſent out this morning, 
Before I heard you were come to Town, fome twenty 
Of my Epiltles, and no one return— 
| Mere-cratt tells bim of bus faults. 
Mer. Why, I ha' told you of this. This comes of 
wearin 
Scarlet, Gold-lace, and Cut-works! your fine Gartring! 
With your blown Roſes, Coutin ! and your eating 
Pheaſant, and Gedwit, here in London! haunting 
The Globes, and Mermaides ! wedging in with Lords, 
Still at the Table! and atfeAting Lechery, 
In Velvet! where could you ha” contented your ſelf 
Wirh Cheeſe, falt Butter, and a pickled Herring, 
T the Low-countries; there worn Cloth, and Fuſtian ! 
Been fatished with a leap of your Hoſt's Daugheer, 
In Garifon, a Wench ot a Storer ! or, 
Your Sutlers Wite, i the Leaguer, of two Blanks ! 
You ncver then had run upon this flat, 
To write your Letters mifhve, and fend out 
Your privy Seals, that thus have frighted off 
All your acquaimance; that they ſhun you at diſtance, 
Worſe than you do the Bailies! Ever. Pox upon you, 
I come not to you for Counſel, I lack Money. 
[ He vepines. 
Mer. You do not think, what you owe me alrcady. 
Ever. 1? 
They owe you, that mean to pay you. Fl beſworn 
{ never meant it. Come, you will project, 
| ſhall undo your practice, tor this Monch elle : 
You know me. | find threatens bm. 
Mer. I, yo? are a right ſweet nature ! 
Ever, Well, that's all one ! 
Mer. You'll leave this Empire one day ? 
You will not ever have this Tribute paid, 
Your Scepter o' the Sword ? Ever. Tie up your wit, 
Do, and provoke me not—— 
Mer. Wal you, Sir, help 
To what I ſhall provoke another for you ? 
Ever. I cannot tell; ery me : I chink I am not 
So utterly, of an ore un-to-be-melted, Z 
But I can do my felt good, on occations. | They join, 
Mer. Strike in then, tor your part, Mr. Fitz-dottrel, 
If Itranſgrefs in point of Manners, afford me 
Your beſt conſtruction ; I muſt beg my treedom 


| 


From your affairs, this day. Fit. How, Sir. Mer. It i 
In ſuccour of this Gentlemans occations, 
My Kinſman —— ( Mere-craft pretends byfinels. 
Fic. You'll not do me that affront, Sir. 
Mer. I am forry you ſhould fo incerprect iz, 
Bur, Sir, it ſtands upon his being inveſted 
In a new Offce, he has {tood tor, long : 
| Mere-craft d:/cr:bes the Office of De» 
pendancy. 
Maſter of the Dependances ! A place 
Of my projc&ion too, Sir, and hath met 
Much oppofition ; bur the State, now, 1ce's 
That great neceſlity of ir, as after ali 
Their writing, and their ſpeaking, againft Due/s, 
They have erected it. His Book is drawn —— 
For, ſince, there will be differences daily, 
Twixe Gentlemen; and that tiic roaring manner 
Is grown offenſive 3 that thoſe tew, we call 
The civil Men of the Sword, abhor the Vapours ; 
They ſhall reter now, hicher, for cheir Proceſs ; 
And fuch as treſpaſs 'gainſt the Rule of Court, 
Are to be fin'd— Fit. In troth, a pretty place ! 
Mer. A kind of Arbitrary Cour: 'twill be, Sir. 
Fit. I thall have mater tor it, I believe, 
Ere it be long : I had a diſtaſte. Mc. Bur now, Sir, 
My learned Counſel, they mwſt have a teeling, 
They'll part, Sir, with no Books, without the Hand-gout 
Be oil'd ; and I muſt furniſh. If 't be Money, 
To me ſtraight. I am Mine, Mint and Exchequer, 
To ſupply all. What is'r? a hundred Pound ? 
Ever. No, th' Harpey, now,ſtands on a hundred Pieces. 
Mer. Why, he muſt have'em, if he will. To mor- 
— row, vir, 
Will equally ferve your occaſion's, 
And theretore, let me obtain, that you will yield 
To timing a poor Gentlemans diſtreſſes, 
In terms of hazard. — Fit. By no means! Mer. I mult 
Get him this Money, and will — 
Fi. Sir, I m— 


] Pd rather ſtand engag'd for it my ſelf; 


Then you ſhould leave me. 
Mer. O good Sir, do you think 
So courſly of our manners, that we would, 
For any need of ours, be preſt to take it : 
Though you be pleas'd to offer it. Fit. Why, by Heaven, 
I mcan it! Afer. I can never believe lcfs. 
But we, Sir, muſt preſerve our Dignity, 


| As you do publiſh yours. By your tair leave, Sir. 


[ He offers to be gone» 
Fit. As I ama Gentleman, if you do offer 
To leave me now, or if you do retuſe me, 
[ will not think you love me. Mer. Sir, I honour you. 
And with juſt reaſon, tor theſe noble Notes, 
Of the Nobility, you pretend too ! But, Sir — 
I would know, why ? a motive ( he a ſtranger ) 
You ſhould do this ? 
( Ever. You'll mar all with your finencſs ) 
Fit, Why, that's all one, if 'twere,Sir, but my fancy. 
But have a Buſme/s,that perhaps I'd have 
Brought to his Office. Mer. O, Sir! I have done, then ; 
If he can be made profitable to you. 
Fit. Yes, and it (hall be one of my ambitions 
To have it the firſt Zuſineſs ? May I not ? 
Ever. So you do mcan to make'ta periet Buſineſs. 
Fit. Nay, I'll do that, atlure you: thew me once. 
Mer. Sir, it concerns, the tirſt be a perie& Buſme/s, 
For his own Honour! Ever. {, and c Repuration 
Too, of my Place. 
Fit, Why, why do I cake this courſe, clle ? 
[ am not altogether an A4/s, goud Gentlemen, 
Wheretore ſhould I contule vou ? do you think, ! 
To make a Song on't? How $ your manner: tell us. 
Mer. Do, latishc tim: give him the whole coule. 
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Ever. Firſt, by requeſt, or otherwiſe, you offer 
Your Buſineſs to the Court wherein you crave; 
The judgment of the Maſter and the 4/iſtants. 
Fit. Well, that's done, now, what do you upon it ? 
Ever. We ſtraight, Sir, have recourſe to the Spring- 
head; 
Viſit the Ground ; and, ſo diſcloſe the nature : 
If it will carry, or no. If we do find, 
By our proportions, it is like to prove 
A ſullen, and black Bus neſs, that it be 
Incorrigible, and out of treaty ; then, 
We file it. a Dependance! Fit. So *tis fil'd. 
What follows ? I do love the order of theſe things. 
Ever. We then adviſe the party, if he be 
A Man of Means, and Havings, that forth-with 
He ſettle his Eſtate : if not, at leaft 
That he pretend it. For, by that, the World 
Takes notice, that it now is a Dependance. 
And this we call, Sir, Publication. 
Fit. Very \ufficient ! After Publication, now ? 
Ever. Then we grant out our Proceſs, which is divers; 
Either by Charte!, Sir, or Ore-tenzs, 
Wherein the Challenger, and Challengee, 
Or (with your Spaniard) your Provecador, 
And Provocado, have their ſeveral courſes — 
Fit. 1 have enough on't! for an hundred Pieces ? 
Yes, for two hundred, under-write me, do. 
Your Man will take my Bond? Aer. That he will,ſure ; 
Bur, theſe ſame Citizens, they are ſuch ſharks! 
There's an old Debt of forty, I ga' my word 
For one is run away, to the Bermudas, 
And he will hook in that, or he wi” not do. 
| He whiſpers Fitz-dottrel aſide. 
Fit. Why, let him. That and the Ring, and a hun- 
dred Pieces, 
Will all but make ewo hundred ? 
M:r. No, no more, Sir. 
What ready Arithmetick you have? do you hear ? 
| And then Guilt-head. 
A pretty mornings work for you, this! Do it, 
You ſhall ha* ewenty Pound on't. Gui. Twenty Pieces? 
( Plu. Good Father, do't. ) 
Alter. You will hook ſtill ? well, 
Shew us your Ring. You could not ha' done this, now 
With gentleneſs, at firſt, we might ha? thank'd you 
But groan, and ha* your courteſies come from you 
Like a hard ſtool, and ſtink. A Man may draw 
Your Teeth out eaſier than your Money. Come, 
Were little Guilr-bead here, no better a nature, 
I ſhould ne'r love him, that could pull his Lips off, now ! 
{ He pulls Plutarchus by the Lips, 
Was not thy Mother a Gentlewoman ? Pls. Yes, Sir. 
Mer. And went to the Court at Chriſtmas,and St.Georges- 
tide ? 
And lent the Lords-men Chains! 
Plu. Of Gold and Pearl, Sir. 
Mer, 1 knew thou muſt take after ſome body ! 
Thou could'ſt not be elſe. This was no Shop Ls : 
I'll ha* thee Captain Guilr-bead, and march up, 
And take in Pimlico, and kill the Buſh 
Atevery Tavern! Thou ſhalt have a Wife, 
If Smocks will mount, Boy. How now? you ha' there 
* now 
Some Briſto-ſtene, or Corniſh counterfeit 
- You'ld put upon us. [ He turns to old Guilt-head. 
Gui. No, Sir, I afſure you. 
Look on his luſter! he will ſpeak himſelf! 
Il gi” you leave to put him Y che Mill, 
H is no great, large Stone, but a true Paragon, 
I has all his Corners, view him well. 
Mer. W is yellow. 
Gui. Upo? my faith, Sir, of the right black-water, 


And very deep! Hi'is ſet without a toil, too. | 


Here's one of the Yellow-water, Ill ſell cheap. 


— 


Mer. And what do you value this at? thirty Pound ? 

Gui. No, Sir, he coſt me forty, ere he was ſer. 

Mer. Turnings, you mean ? I know your Equiveck: ; 
You'are grown the better Fathers of *em of late. 

Well, where't muſt go, twill be judg'd, and therefore, 

Look you't be right. You ſhall have fifty Pound fort. 
[ Now to Fitz-dottrel. 

Not a Deneer more ! And becauſe you would 

Have things diſpatch'd, Sir, I] go preſently, 

Inquire out this Lady. If you think good, Sir. 

Having an hundred Pieces rcady, you may 

Part with thoſe now, to ſerve my na turns, 

That he may wait upon you anon, the freer ; 

And take *em when you ha' ſcal'd again, of Gui/r-berad. 

Fit. I care not if I do! Mer. Anddiſpatch all 
Together. Fit. There, th'are juſt; a hundred Pieces! 

I ha* cold 'em over twice a day theſe ewo Months. 
[ He turns *em out together : And Evetill 
and be fall to ſhare. 

Mer. Well, go and ſeal then, Sir, make your return 
As ſpeedy as = can. Ever. Come, gi' me. 

Mer. Soft, Sir. 

Ever. Marry, and fair too, then, 

Mer. But you will hear ? 

Ever. Yes, when I have my Divident. 

Mer. There's forty Pieces tor you. 

Ever, What is this for ? 

Mer. Your half. You know, that Guilt-bead muſt ha? 

ewenty. 

Ever. An 

o* that? 

Mer. O, that's to be given to a Lady ! 

Ever. Istlo? Mer. By that good light, it is. 

Ever. Come, gr me 
Ten Pieces more, then. Mer. Why ? 

Ever. For Guilt-bead? Sir, | 
Do? you think, VIl allow him any ſuch ſhare? 

Mer. You mult, 

Ever, Muſt I ? Do your muſts, Sir, I'll do mine ; 
You wi' not part with the whole, Sir, will you ? Go too. 
Gr me ten Pieces! Aer. By what Law do you this ? 

Ever. Een Lyon-law, Sir, I muſt roar elſe. 

Mer. Good ! 

Ever, Yo' have heard how th* 4/5 made his diviſions 

wiſely ? 

Mer. And I am he: I thank you. 

Ever, Much good do you, Sir. 

Mer. I ſhall be rid of this Tyranny one day. 

Ever. Not 
While you do eat, and lie about the Town here, 
And cozen i' your Bullions 3 and I ſtand 
Your name of Credit, and compound your buſineſs 3 
Adjourn your beatings every Term, and make 
New Parties for your projects. I have now 
A pretty task of it, to hold you in 
W1' your Lady Tail buſh : but the toy will be, 
How we ſhall both come off ? 

Mer. Leave you your doubting, 
And do your portion, what's aflign'd you : 1 
Never fail'd yet. Eve. With reference to your aids ? 
You'll ſtill be unthankful. Where ſhall I meet you,anon ? 
You ha'* ſome feat to do alone, now, I ſee; 
You wiſh me gone, well, I will find you out, 
And bring you after to the Audit. Mer. "Slight ! 
There's Ingme's ſhare too, I had forgot | This Reign 
Is to0-too-unſupportable ! I muſt 
Quit my ſelf of this Vaſlalage! Ingine ! welcome. 


Ill nodelaying, Sir. 


what's your Ring there ? ſhall I ha' none 


Act 
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A&t II. Scene IV. 
Mere-craft, Ingine, Wittipol. 


Ow goes the Cry ? I=g. Excellent well ! 

Mer. WilPe do? 

Where's Robinſon ? Ing. Here is the Gentleman, Sir, 
Will undertake *t himſelf. I have acquainted him. 

Mer. Why did you ſo? 

Ing. Why, Robinſon would ha' told him, 

You know. And he's a pleaſant Wit ! will hurt 
Nothing you purpoſe. Then, he's of Opinion, 

That Robinſon might want audacity, 

She being ſuch a Gallant. Now, he has been 

In Spain, and knows the Faſhions there ; and can 
Diſcourſe ; and being bur mirth (he ſays) leave much 
To his care. Mer. But he is too tall ! | He excepts at 

Ing. For that, his Stature. 
He has the braveſt Device (you'll love him for't) 

To ſay, he wears Cioppines : and they do 10 
In Spain. And Robinſon's as tall as he. 

Mer. Is heſo? Ing. Every jot. Mer. Nay, I had rather 
To truſt a Gentleman with ic o' the ewo. 

Ing. Pray you goto him then, Sir, and ſalute him. 

Mer. Sir, my Friend Inge has acquainted you 
With a ſtrange buſineſs, here. Wit. A merry one, Sir. 
The Duke of Drown'd Land, and his Dutcheſs? Mer. Yes, 
Now, that the Conjurers ha' laid him by, (Sir. 
I ha' made bold to borrow him a while. 

Wit. With purpoſe, yer, to put him out I hope 
To his beſt uſe. Aer. Yes, Sir. iz. For that ſmall part, 
That I ameruſted with, put off your care: 

I would not loſe todo it, for the mirth 
Will follow of it; and well, I have a fancy. 

Mer. Sir, that will make it well. 

Wit. You will report it fo. 

Where muſt I have my drefling 2 Þ»g. At my Houſe, Sir. 

Mer. You ſhall have caution, Sir, for what he yields, 
To fix Pence. Wit. You ſhall pardon me. I will ſhare, Sir, 
P your Sports, only : nothing i” your purchace. 

Bue you muſt furniſh me with Complements, 
Toth' manner of Spain; my Coach, my guards duenna's ; 

Mer. Ingine's your Pro'vedor, But, Sir, I muſt 
(Now I have entred truſt wi” you, thus far) 

Secure ſtill i your Quality, acquaint you 

With ſomewhat beyond this. The Place defign'd 
To be the Scene, for this our merry Matter, 
Becauſe ic muſt have countenance of Women, 
To draw diſcourſe, and otter ir, is here by, 

At the Lady-Tailbuſhes. Wit. 1 know her, Sir, 
And her Gentleman buiſher. Mer. Mr. Ambler ? 

Wit. Yes, Sir. 

Mer. Sir, It ſhall be no ſhame to me, to confeſs 
To you, that we poor Gentlemen, that want Acres, 
Muſt for our needs, turn Fools up, and plough Ladies 
Sometime, to try what gleb they are : and this 
Is no unfruitful Piece. She and I now 
Are on a Proje&, for the Fact, and venting 
Of a new kind of Fucus (paint for Laaies) 

To ſerve the Kingdom : wherein ſhe her felt 

Hath travaill'd, ſpecially, by way of Service 

Unto her Sex, and hopes to ger the Monopoly, 
As the Reward of her Invencion. 

Wit. What is her end in this? Ev. Merely Ambition, 
Sir, to grow great, and court it with the Secret; 
Though the pretend ſome other. For, ſhe's dealing, 
Already, upon caution tor the ſhares, 

And Mr. Ambler, is he nam'd Examiner 

For the Ingredients 3 and the Regiſter 

Of what is vented ; and ſhall keep the Office. 

Now, if ſhe break with you, of this (as | 

Muſt make the leading Thred to your acquaintance, 
That, how Expericnce gotten i” your Being 


| 


Abroad, will help our ButineG) think of ſome 
Pretty Additions, bur ro keep her floating : 
Ie may be ſhe will offer you a Part, 
Any ſtrange Names of ——#/::.Sir,{ have my Inſtructions. 
Is it not high time to be making ready ? 

Mer. Yes, Sir. Ig. The Fool's ia light, Dot:re!. 

Mer. Away, they. 


A&t II. Scene V. 


Mere-craft, Fitz-dottre!, Pugs. 


— Fir. Yes, here's the Ring : I ha? 
leal'd. 

Bue there's not ſo much Gold in all the Row, he ſays 
TilFe come fro? the Mine. 'Tistane up tor the Gamelters. 

Mer. There's a Shop-ſhitc! plague on'em. 

Fit. He do's fwear it. 

Aer. He'll ſwear and forſwear too, it is his Trade, 
You ſhould nor have left him. Fir. 'Slid, I can go back, 
And beat him yet. Arr. No, now let him ato':. 

Fit. I was fo earneft, after the main Z8uſine/s, 

To have this Ring gone. Mr. True, an ts time. 
T have learn'd, Sir, >in' you wenr, her La-!yſlyp cats 
With the Lady Tail-buſherehard by. Fit.l che Lane here ? 

Mer. Yes, if you had a Servant, now vt Preſence, 
Well cloath'd, and of an airy voluble Tongue, 

Neither coo big or little for his Mouth, 

That could deliver your Wives Complement 3 

To ſend along withal. F:7. I have one Sir, 

A very handions Gentleman like-lellow, 

That I do mean ro make my Dutcheſs Uſher — 

I entertain'd him but this Morning too : 

PII call him to you. The worſt of him is his Name! 

Mer. She'll take no note of thar, bur of his Mzfſge. 

| He ſhews him bis Pug. 

Fit. Devil ! How like you him, Sir. Pace, go a little, 
Let's ſee you move. Aer. He'll ſerve, Sir, give ic him : 
And ler him go along with me, Pll help 
To preſent him and it. - Fit. Look you do Sirrah, 
Diſcharge this well, as you expect your Place. 

D*'you hear, go on, come off wich all your Honours.. 
| Gives bim Inſtructions, 
I would fain ſez him do it. Mer. Truſt him with it. 

Fit. Remember kifling of your Hand, and an{wering 
Witch the French time, in flexure of your Body. 

1 could now fo inſtru him—— and tor his words — 

Mer. I'll put them in his Mouth. 

Fir. O, but I have %em; 

O' the very Academies. Mer. Sir, you'll have uſe for *em 

Anon your fzlf, | warrant you, after Dinner 

When you are call'd. F;z.'Slighe,chac'll be juſt Play-cime. 
[ He longs to ſee the Play. 

le cannot be, I muſt not loſe the Play ! 

Mer. Sir, but you muſt, it ſhe appoint co fir. 

And ſhe's Preſident. Fit. *>lid, it is the Dewi! ! 
| Becauſe it is the Devil. 

Mer. And, *ewere his Damm too, you muſt now apply 
Your ſelf, Sir, to this wholly ; or loſe all. 

Fit. It 1 could but fee a Piece—— 

Mer. Sir, Never think on't. 

Fit. Come but to one Act, and 1 did not cars—— 
Burt to be ſeen to riſe and go away, | 
To vex the Players, and to punith cheir Poet —— 

Keep him in awe! Aer. But fay that he be one 
Wi not be aw'd ! but laugh at you. How then ? 

Fit. Thathe ſhall pay tor 's Dinner limfſclt. 

Mer. Perhaps, 

He would do that ewice, rather than thank you. 
Come ger the Dewi wut of your Head, my Lord, 
(VII call you fo in piivate (E;I) and take 

Your Lordſhip i” your mind, You were, ſweet Lord, 


| He puts bam 1t! 1m. : f bis C:; Tr. 4 


In ealk co brivg a #/ine/s ro the Office, Fit. Yes. 
Ppp Bl.r. Wh 
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Mer. Why ſhould not you, Sir, carry it o' your felt, 
Betore the Office be up ? and ſhew the World, 
You had no need of any mans direction; 
In Point, Sir, of ſufficiency ? I ſpeak 
Againſt a Kinſman, but as one that tenders 
Your Graces good. Fit. I thank you; to proceed —— 
M:r. To Publications : ha* your Deed drawn preſently. 
And leave me a blank to put in your Feoffees, 
One, two, or more, as you ſee cauſe—F. | thank you 
Heartily, I do thank you. Not a word more, 
I pray you, as you love me. Let me alone. 
That 1 could not think o? this as well as he ? 
O, 1 could beat my infinite Block-head— ! 


[ He is angry with himſelf. | 


Mer. Come, we muſt this way. 

Pug. How tar is't? Mer. Hard by here, 
Over the way. Now, to atchieve this Ring 
From this ſame Fellow, that isco aflure ir, 

[ He thinks how to cozen the Bearer of the 
Rong. 
Before he give it. Though my Spaniſh Lady, 
Be a young Gentleman of means, and ſcorn 
To ſhare, as he doth ſay, I do not know 
How ſuch a Toy may tempt his Ladiſbip : 
And therefore, I think beſt it be affur'd. 

Pug. Sir, be the Ladies brave we go unto ? 

Mer. O, yes. Pug. And ſhall I ſee 'em, and ſpeak 

to 'em* 

Mer. What elſe? ha* you your Falſe-beard about 

you, Trains ? [ Queſtions bis man. 

Tra. Yes. Mer, And is this one of your double 

Clokes ? 
Trs. The beſt of em. 
Mer. Be ready then. Sweet Pitfall ! 
A& Ill. Scene VI. 
Mere-creft, Pitfall, Pug, Trains. 
Ome, I muſt buſs——P:#. Away. [ Offers to kiſs, 
Mer, VII ſet thee up again. 
Never fear that : canſt thou get ne'er a Bird ? 
No Thruſbes hungry ? Stay till cold Weather come, 
I'll help thee to an Ouſel or a I. . 
Who's within with Madam ? Pit. Pll cell you ſtraight. 
[ She runs in in baſte+; be follows. 

Mer. Pleaſe you ſtay here a while, Sir, Pll go in. 

Pug. I do folong to have a little Venery, 

While I am in this Body ! I would taſte 
Of every Sin a lictle, if it might be, 
After the manner of Man ! Sweet-heart ! 

Pit. What would you, Sir ? 

[ Pug leaps at Pitfall's coming mm. 

Pug. Nothing but fall in, to you, be your Black-bird, 
My pretty Pit (as the Gentleman ſaid) your Throftle : 
Lye tame and taken with you; here is Gold 
To buy you fo much new Stuffs from the Shop, 

As I may take the old up Tra. You muſt fend, Sir, 
The Gentleman the Ring. Pug. There *tis. Nay look, 
| Train's in his falſe Cloak, brings a falſe 
Meſſage, and gets the Ring. 
Will you be fooliſh, P;r? Pir. This is ſtrange rudenef.. 

Pug. Dear Pit. Pir. VII call, I ſwear. 

Mer. Where are you, Sir? 

Is your Ring ready ? Go with me. Pug. I ſent it you. 
[Mere-craft follows preſently, and asks for it. 
Mer. Me? When? by whom ? 

Pug. A Fellow here, c'en now, 

Came for it i* your Name. Mer. I ſent none, ſure. 
My meaning ever was, you ſhonld deliver ir 
Your {clt ; So was your Maſters charge, you know. 

| Ent. Trains as' bimſe!f again. 
What Fellow was it, do you know him ? Pug. Here, 
But now, hc had it. Mer. Saw you any, Trams f 
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Tra. Not I. Pug. The Gentleman ſaw him. 
Aer. Enquire. 
Pug. I was fo _ _— her, I mark'd not ! 
The Devil confeſſeth bimſelf coten't. 
My devilliſh Chef has put me oe Flew. 7 
To ſhame me ! This dull Body I am in, 
I perceive nothing wich ! I offer at nothing | 
That will ſucceed ! 778. Sir, ſhe ſaw none, ſhe favs. 
Pug. Satan himfclf has tane a ſhape t' abuſe me. * 
Ie could not be "Y Mer. 'T his is above ſtrange ! 
Mere-craft accuſeth him of neglipence. 
That you ſhould be fo retchlefs. Whart'll 4 r 4 Lie? 
How you will anſwer this, when you are queſtion'd ? 
Pug. Run from my Fleſh, if 1 could : put off Mankind ! 
This's ſuch a ſcorn ! and will be a new Exerciſe 
For my Arch-Duke ! Woe to the ſeveral Cudgels, 
Muſt ſuffer on this back ! Can you no Succours, Sir ? 
| He aiketh aid. 
| Mer. Alas! the uſe of it is ſo preſent. Pug. 1 ask, 
Sir, Credie for another, but till to morrow. 
Mer. "There is not fo much time, Sir. But however, 
The Lady is a noble Lady, and will 
(To fave a —— check) be intreated 
Mere-Ccratt promiſeth famtly, yet comforts him, 
To fay, ſhe has receivd it. Pug, Do you Tex k lo? 
Will ſhe be won ? Mer. No doubt, to luch an Office, 
It will be a Ladies Bravery and her Pride. 
Pug. And not be known on't after, unto him ? 
Mer. That were a Treachery ! Upon my word, 
Be confident. Return unto your Maſter, 
My Lady Preſident ſits this Afternoon, 
Has cane the Ring, commends her Services 
Unto your Lady-Dutcheſs. You may ſay 
dhe's a Civil Lady, and does give her 
All her reſpeRts already : Bad you tell her, 
She lives but to receive her wiſh'd Commandments, 
And have the honour here to kiſs her Hands : 
For which ſhe'll ſtay this hour yet. Haſten you 
Your Prince, away. Pug. And Sir, you will take care 
TH excuſe be perte&t ? Aer. You confeſs your fears. 
[ The Devil « doubtful. 
Too much. Pug.The Shame is more,F ll quit you of cicher, 


Act IV. Scene I. 
Taile-buſh, Mere-craft, Manly. 


A Pox upo* referring to Commiſſioners, 

P had rather hear that it were palt the Scals: 

You Courtiers move {o Snail-like i your Buſmeſs. 

Would I had not begun wi” you. Mer. We muſt more, 
Madam, in order, by degrees : not jump. 

Tay. Why, there was Sir fFobn Monie-man could jump 
A Buſineſs quickly. Mer. True, he had great Friends, 
But, becauſe fome, ſweet Madam, can leap Ditches, 
We muſt not all ſhun to go over Bridges. 

The harder Parts, I make account are done, 

[ He flatters her. 
Now 'tis referr'd. You are infinicly bound 
Unto the Ladies, they ha' fo cri'd it up ! 

Tay. Do they like it then ? 

Mer. They ha? ſent the Spaniſh Lady, 

To graculace with you— Tay. I mult od *em thanks, 
And tome Remembrances. 

Mn. nicyou muſt, and viſit 'em. Where's Ambler ! 

Tay. Lt, 40 day, we cannot hear of him. 

Mer. Nor. Madam * 

Tay. No it; go0d taith. They ſay he lay not 
Art kwine ro nigh... And here has fall'n a Buſmeſs 
Berween your <C1fin, and Maſter Manly, has 
Unquietes us ali. Aer. SO 1 hear, Madam. 


Pray you how Wwa+.tf Tay. Troth, it but appears 8 
| 


n'd, 
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Il 0? your Kinſmans part. You may have heard, 
That Manly is a Sutor to me, I doubt nor. 
, Mer. 1 guelsd it, Madam. 
Tay. And it ſeems, he truſted 
Your Coulin to let fall ſome fair reports ; 
Of him unto me, Mer. Which he did ! Tay. So far 
From it, as he came in, and took him rayling 
Againſt him. Mer. How ! And what ſaid Manly to him ? 
Tay. Enough, I do aſſure you : and with that ſcorn 
Of him, and the Injury, as I do wonder 
How Ewveril bore it ! But chat guile undoes 
Many Mens Valours. Mer. Here comes Man!y. 
Man. Madam, Il take my leave——— 
[ Manly offers to be gone. 
Tay. You ſha' not go, i faith. 
Il ha? you ſtay, and fee this Spaniſh Miracle, 
Of our Engliſh Lady. Man. Let me pray your Ladiſhip, 
Lay your Commands on me ſome other time. 
Tay. Now, | proteſt : and I will have all piec'd 
And Friends again. Man. It will be but ill folder'd! 
Tay. You are too much affected with ir. Man. | cannot 
Madam, but think on't for th* Injuſtice. Tay. Sir, 
His Kinſman here is forry. Aer. Not I, Madam, 
I am no kin to him, we w call Coutins ; 
| Merecraft denies him. 
And if we were, Sir, I have no relation 
Unto his Crimes. Man. You are not urged with 'em. 
I can accuſe, Sir, none but mine own Judgment, 
For though it were his Crime, fo to betray me, 
P am ſure, *rtwas more mine own, at all to truſt him: 
But he therein, did uſe but his old Manners, 
And ſavour ſtrongly what he was betore. 
Tay. Come, he will change. 
Man. Faith, I muſt never chink it. 
Nor were it reaſon in me to expect, 
That for my ſake, he ſhould pur off a Nature 
He ſuck'd in with his Milk. Jt-may be Madam, 
Deceiving truſt, is all he has to trult to : 
If fo, I ſhall be loth, that any hope 
Of mine, ſhould bate him ot his means. 
Tay. Yo' are ſharp, Sir. 
This A& may make him honeſt ! Man. If he were 
To be made honeſt by an AR of Parliament, 
| ſhould not alter i' my faith of him. Tay. Either/ide | 
Welcom, dear Either/ide | how haſt thou done, good 
Wench 2? | She (pies the Lady Eitherlide. 
Thow haſt been a ſtranger! 1 ha? not ſeen thee this Week. 


A& IV. Scene II. 


To them. | Eitherſide. 


Ver your Servant, Madam. 
Tay. Where haſt thou been ? 
I did fo long to ſee thee. Eir. Vilicing, and fo ty1d: 
I proteſt, Madam, 'cis a monſtrous trouble ! 

Tay. And fo it is. I fwear I muſt co morrow, 
Begin my Viſits (would they were over) at Courr, 
le cortures me, to think on *em. Ez. 1 do hear 
You ha' cauſe, Madam, your Suit goes on. 

Tay. Who told thee ? 

Eit. One that can tell : Mr. Eitherſides 

Tay. O, thy Husband 
Yes faith, there's Life in't, now: lt is referr'd. 

It we once fee it under the Seals Wench, then, 

Have with *em for the great Carroch, Six Horſes, | 
And the two Coachmen, with my Ambler, bare, 

And my three Women ; we will live i faith, 

The Examples o' the Town, and govern it. 


| And they ſhall follow us. 


Thou ſhale, I f{wear, 
Wear every Month a new Gown out ot it. 
E:t. Thank you, good Madan. 
Tay. Pray thee call me Tail-buſh, 
As 1 thee Eitherſide ; | not love this, Madam. 
Er, Then l proteſt to you, Tail-buſb, 1am glad 
Your Buſmeſs fo ſucceeds. 
Tay. "Thank thee, good Either ſide. 
E;t. But Maſter Eitherſide tells me, that he likes 
Your other Buſineſs betrer. Tay. Which ? 
Kit. © the Tooth-picks. 
Tay. | never heard on't. Eit. Ask Mr. Merecraft. 
Mer. Madam? H'is one, in a word, Fll eruſt his Malice, 
With any man's Credit, I would have abus'd ! 
[ Merecraft hath whiſper'd with him the while. 
Mean. Sir, if you think you do pleaſe me, in this, 
You are deceiv'd ! Mer. No, but becauſe my Lady 
Nam'd him my Kinſman ; I would fatistie you 
Whar I chink of him : and pray you upon it 
To judge me! Mar. So I do: that ill mens Friendſhip, 
Is as untaithful as themſelves. Tay. Do you hear ? 
Ha" you a Buſimeſs about Tooth-picks. 
Mer. Yes, Madam. 
Did I ne'r tell't you ? I meant to have offer'd ic 
Your Ladiſbip, on the per tecting the Patenc. 
Tay. How is't ! Mer. For ſerving the whole State 
with Tooth-picks; | The Project for Tooth-picks. 
(Somewhat an intricat2 Buſineſs to diſcourſe) bur— 
| ſhow how much the Subje is abus'd, 
Firſt, in that one Commodity ? then what Diſeaſes 
And PutrefaQtions in the Gums are bred, 
By thoſe are made of adulcrate and falſe Wood ? 
y Plot, for Reformation of theſe follows. 
To have all Toothpicks brought unto an Offce, 
There ſeal'd ; and ſuch as counterfeit 'em muldted. 
And laſt, for venting 'em, to have a Book 
Printed, to teach their uſe, which every Child 
Shall have throughout the Kingdom that can read, 
And learn to pick his Teeth by. Which beginning 
Early to Practice, with ſome other Rules, 
Ot never ſleeping with the Mouth open, chawing 
Some Grains of Maſtick, will preſerve the Breath 
Pure and fo free from taint——ha? whatis'r, ſai'ſt thou ? 
| Trains his Man whiſpers bim. 
Tay. Good faith, it ſounds a very pretty Buſmeſ/s ! 
Eit. So Mr. Eitherfide lays, Madam. 
Mer. The Lady is come. 
Tay. Is ſhe? Good, wait upon herin. My Ambler 
Was never fo ill abſent. Either/ide, 
How do I look to day ? Am l not dreſt, 
[ She hooks in her Glaſs. 
Spruntly ? Fir. Yes verily, Madam. 
Tay. Pox o' Madam, 
Will you not leave that ? 
Eit. Yes, good Tailbuſh. Tay. So ? 
Sounds not that better ? What vile Fucws is this 
Thou haſt got on? Eir. 'Tis Pearl. 
Tay. Pearl 4 Oyſter ſhells : 
As I breath Either/ide I know't. Here comes 
(They fay) a wonder, Sirrah, has been in Spain ! 
Will teach us all ! ſhe's ſent to me from Court, 
To gratulate with me ! Prythee ler's obſerve her, 
What faults ſhe has, that we may laugh at 'em, 
When ſhe is gone. Eit. That we will heartily, Tail-byſb. 
Wittipol enters. 
Tay. O, me! the very Infants of the Giants ! 


I'll lead che Faſhion ſtill. Eir. You do that now, 


Sweet Madam. Tay. O, but then, I'll every da 
Bring up ſome new Device. Thou and I, Eitberſide, | 
Will firſt be in it, 1 will give it thee; 
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A& IV. Scene III. 
Merecraft, Wirtipol, 
Wittipol, dreſ# like a Spaniſh Lady. 


(To them. 


Er. Here is a noble Lady, Madam, come, 
From your great Friends, at Cowrr, to ſee your 
Ladiſhip : ; 

And have the Honour of your Acquaintance. Tay. Sir. 

She do's us Honour. Fir. Pray you, ſay to her Ladiſbip, 

It is the manner of Spain to imbrace only, 

Never to kiſs. She will excuſe the Cuſtom ! 

{ Excuſes bimſelf for not Kiſſing. 

Tay. Your uſe of it is Law. Pleaſe you ſweet Madam, 
To take a Seat. Wit. Yes, Madam. TÞ havehad 
The favour, through a World of fair report 
To know your Vertues, Madam; and in that 
Name, have defir'd the happineſs of preſenting 
My Service to your Ladiſhip | Tay. Your Love, Madam, 
I muſt not own it elſe. tr. Both are due, Madam, 
To your great Undertakings. 

Tay. Great? In troth, Madam, 

They are my Friends, that think 'em any thing : 

If I can do my Scx (by 'em) any Service, 

P have my ends, Madam. It. And they are noble ones, 

That make a Mulcicude beholden, Madam : 

The Commonwealth of Ladies, muſt acknowledge from 
Eit. Except ſome envious, Madam. (you. 
IWit. Yo are right in that, Madam, 

Of which Race, I encountred ſome but lately. 

Who (t ſeems) have ſtudyed Reaſons to diſcredit 

Your Buſineſs. Tay. How, ſweet Madam. 

IWit. Nay, the Parties | 
WY not be worth your pauſe—— Moſt ruinous things, 

Madam, 

That have put off all hope of being recover'd 

To a degree of handſomneſs. 

Tay. But their Reaſons, Madam ? 

1 would fain hear. Wit. Some Madam, I remember. 

They ſay, that painting quite deſtroys the Face—— 
Et. My that's an old one, Madam, 

Wit. There are new ones, too. 

Corrupts the Breath ; hath left fo little ſweetneſs 

In kifing, as *ctis now us'd but for Faſhion : 

And ſhortly will be taken for a Puniſhment. 

: Decays the Fore-teeth that ſhould guard the Tongue ; 

And ſuffers that run Riot everlaſting ! 

And (which is worſe) ſome Ladies when they meet 

Cannot be merry and laugh, but chey do tpic 

In one anothers Faces ! Man. I ſhould know 

This Voyce and Face too : 

[ Manly begins to know him. 

IWVit. Then, they ſay, 'tis dangerous 
To all the faln, yet well diſpos'd Mad-dams, 

That are induſtrious, and detlire to carn 

Their Living with their Sweat ! For any Diſtemper 

Of hcat and motion, may diſplace the Colours ; 

And it the Paint once run about their Faces, 

Twenty to one, they will appear fo ill-favour'd, 

Their Servants run away too, and leave the Pleaſure 

ImperfeRt, and che Reckoning all” unpay'd. 

Eit. Pox, theſe arc Pocts Reaſons. Tay. Some old Lady 
That keeps a Poet, has devisd theſe Scandals. 

Eit. Faith we muſt have the Poets baniſW'd, Madam, 
As Maſter Either-/ide ſays. Mer. Maſter Fitz-Dortrel ? 
And his Wife : where ? Madam, the Duke of Drown'd-land, 
That will be ſhortly. Wiz. Is this my Lord? 

Aer. The ſame. 


The Devil i an Aſs. 
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Act IV. Scene IV. 


Fitz-dittrell, Miſtris Fitz, dottrel, Pug. (To them, 


Our Servant Madam ! 
Wit. How now ? Friend ? offended, 
That I have found your haunt here ? 
Wittipol whiſpers with Manly. 
Man. No, but wondring Ie : 
Ac your ſtrange faſhion'd venture, hither. W;r. It is 
To ſhew you what they are you fo purſue. 

Man. I think 'twill prove a Med'cine againſt marriage; 
To know their manners. 7//t. Stay, and profit then. 

Mer. The Lady, Madam, whoſe Prince has brought 

her here, 
To be inſtructed. Wiz. Pleaſe you fit with us, Lady. 
| He preſents Miſtris Fitz-dotrrel. 

Mer. That's Lady-Preſident. Fit. A goodly Woman | 
I cannot ſee the Ring, though. Mer. Sir, ſhe has it. 

Tay. But, Madamythele are very feeble Reafons ! 

IWit. Sol urg'd Madam, that the new Complcxion, 
Now to come torth, in name o* your Ladiſhip's fmens, 
Had no Ingredient— Tay. But I durlt cat, 1 atlure you, 

Wit. So do they in Spain. 

Tay. Sweet Madam be lo liberal, 

To give us ſome o' your Span:ſh Fucuſees ! 

Wit. They are infinite, Madam. 

Tay. So I .hear, they have 
Water of Geurdes, of Kadiſh, the white Beans, 
Flowers of Glaſs, of Thiſtles, Ruſe-marine, 

Raw Honey, Muſtard:ſced, and Bread dough bak*d, 
The Crums o* Bread, Goats milk, and Whites of Foy, 
Campbeere, and Lilly-roots, the Fat of Swans, wy 
Marrow of Veal, white Pidgeons, and Pine kernels, 
The Seeds of Nettles, Purſe lme, and Harergall ; 
Limons, Thin-skin'd—Eir, How, her Ladiſhip has ſtudied 
All excellent things ! Wit. But ordinary, Madam, 
No, the erue Rarities, are th* Alvagada, 
And Argentata of Queen Iſabella 
Tay. I, what are their Ingredients, gentle Madam ? 
Wit. Your Allum Scagliola, or Pol-dipedra ; 
And Zuccarino ; Turpentme of Abbezzy, 
Walſt'd in nine Waters : Soda di levante, 
Or your Fern Aſhes * njamm dt gorta : 
Graſſo d; ſerpe; Porcelletro marino ; 
Oyls of Lentiſco; Zucche Mu7zia ; make 
The admirable Verniſh tor the Face, 
Gives the right Luſter ; bue ewo drops rub'd on 
With a picce of Scarlet, makcs a Lad) of Sixty 
Look at Sixteen. Bur above all, the Water 
Ot the white Ie, of the Lady Eftifanias | 

Tay. O, I, that ſame, good Madam, 1 have heard of: 
How is it done ? 1/2. Madam, you take your Hen, 
Plume it, and skin it, cleanſe it o' the Inwards ; 

Then chop it, bones and all : add to tour Ounces 

Ot Carravicins, Pipitas, Sope of Cypris, 

Make the Decodtion, ftrein it. Then diſtil it, 

And keep it in your Galley-pot well glidde!'d : 

Three drops preſerves from W; inkles, Warts, Spots, Moles, 
Blemiſh, or Sun-burnings, and keeps the Skin 

In decimo ſexto, ever bright and ſmooth, 

As any Looking:glaſs ; and indeed, is call'd 

The Virgins Milk tor the Face, Oplio reale ;; 

A Cerute, neither cold or heat, will hurt ; 

And mixt with Oyl of Myrrb, and the red Gill:flower, 
Call'd Catapmia ; and Flowers of Reviſtico, 

Makes the beſt Muta, or dye of the whole World. 

Tay. Dear Madam, will you let us be familiar ? 

Wit. Your Ladiſhips Servant. 

Mer. How do you like her. Fit. Admirable ! 

Bur, yet, I cannot fee the Ring. Pug. Sir. Mer. I muft 
He s jealons about bis Ring, and Merecratt 
delivers it. | 
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Deliver it, or mar all. This Fool's fo jealous. 
Madam—Sir,wear this Ring,& pray you take knowledge, 
'Twas ſent you by his Wite, and give her thanks. 

Do not you dwindle, Sir, bear up. Pug. I thank you, Sir. 

Tay. But for the manner of Spain ! Sweet Madam,let us 
Be bold, now we are in: Are all the Ladies 
There i? the Faſhion ? Wit. None but Grandees, Madam, 
O the claſp'd Train, which may be worn at length too, 
Or thus, upon my Arm. Taz. And do they wear 
Cioppino's all ? Wiz. It they be dreſt in punto, Madam. 

Eit. Gilt as thoſe are, Madam ? 

IVit, Of Goldſmiths Work, Madam ; 

And ſet with Diamonds; and their Spaniſh Pumps, 
Of perfum'd Leather. Tay. I ſhould think ir hard 
Togo in *em, Madam. Writ. Ac the firlt it is, Madam. 

Tay. Do you never fall in 'em ? 

Wit. Never. Eis. I ſwear, I ſhould 
Six times an hour. 7#it. But you have Men at hand till, 
To help you, if you fall ? Et. Only one, Madam, 

The Guardo-duenna”s, fuch a little old Man 
As this. Fit. Alas! he can do nothing, this ! 

IV ie. Vil cell you, 'Madam, I faw in the Court of Spain 
A Lady fall ? the King's ſight, along ; (once 
And there ſhe lay, flat ſpread, as an Umbrella, 

Her Hoop here crack'd ; no Man durft reach a Hand 
To help her, till the Guarda-duenna's came, 

Who is the Perſon onl' allow'd to touch 

A Lady there, and he but by this Finger. 

Eir. Ha' they no Servants, Madam, there, nor Friends ? 

Wit. An Eſcudero, or fo, Madam, that waits 
Upon 'em in another Coach, at diſtance 3 
And when they walk or dance, holds by a Handkercher, 
Never preſumes to touch *em. Eir. This's ſcurvy, 

And a forc'd Gravity ! I do not like it. 
I like our own much better. Tay. *Tis more French, 
And Courtly, ours. Eit. And taſtes more Liberty. 
We may have our dozen of Vilitors at once 
Make love t' us» 
Tay. And before our Husbands. ' Eit. Husband ? 
As I am honeſt, Tay{-buſh, I do think, 
If no body ſhould have me, but my poor Tusband, 
I ſhould e'en hang my ſelf. Tay. Fortune forbid, Wench, 
yo fair a Neck ſhould have fo foul a Neck-lace. 

Eit. *Tis rue, as | am handfom? I. I receiv'd, Lady, 
A'Token from you, which I would not be 
Rude to refuſe, being your firſt Remembrance. 

(Fir. O, I am ſatisfied now ! Aer. Do you ſee it,Sir ?) 

IWit. But ſince you come to know me nearer, Lady, 
I'll begg the Honour you will wear it tor me, 

Ie muſt-be 1o. | Wittipol gives it Mrs. Fitz-dottrel. 

Mrs. Fit. Sure I have heard this Tongue. 

Mer. What do you mean, Sir ? | Mere-craft murmurs. 

Iit. Would you ha* me mercenary ? 

We'll recompence ic anon, in ſomewhat elſe. 
[ He is [atwfied, now be ſees it. 

Fit. 1 do not love to be gulld, though in a Toy. 
Witz, do you hear ? yo' are come into the School, Wite, 
Where you may karn, I do perceive it, any thing : 
How to be fine, or fair, or great, or proud, 

Or what you will, indeed, Wite ; here 'cis taught ; 
And I am glad on't, that you may not fay, 
Another day, when Honours come upon you, 
You wanted Means. I ha' done my parts; been, 
To day, at Fifty pound charge ; firſt, tor a Ring, 


| He ne ber with bs Bill of Coffs. 


To get you entred; then left my new Play, 

To wait upon you here, to ſee*t confirm'd, 

That I may fay, both to mine own Eyes and Ears, 

Senſes, you are my Wienels, ſhe* hath enjoy d 

All Helps that could be had tor Love or Money—— 
Mrs. Fit. 'To make a Fool of her. 
Fit. Wite, that's your Malice, 

The wickedne!(; o' your Nature, to interpret 

Your Husband's Kindng%s thus : but Vil not leave 


—_ 


vill eo Yo good, for your Ceprav'd Allections : 
Intend it ; bend this ſtubborn Will ; be Grear. 
Tay. Good Madam, whom do they ule in Meſſages 3 
Wir, They commonly ul: tiicic Slaves, Aadam. 
Tay. And does your Lad:ſhip 
Think that fo good, Madem ? Hit. No indeed, Madam ; | 
Therein prefer the Faſhion of England tar, 
Ot your young delicate Page, or diſcreet -Ulſher. 
Fir. AndI go with your Lad:ſbip in opinion, 
Directly tor your Gentleman Ulſher ; 
There's nor a finer Officer goes on Ground. 
Wit. It he be made and broken to his Place once: 
Fir. Nay, fo I preſuppole him. #7. And they are fitter 
Managers too, Sir ; but I would have 'em call'd 
Our Eſcudero's. Fit. Good. Wit. Say I ſhould ſend 
To your Ladiſhip, who (I preſume) has gather'd 
All the dear Secrets, to know how to make 
Paſtills's of the Dutcheſs of Braganza, 
Coquetta's, Almoiavana's, Mantecada's, 
Alcorea's, Muſtaccioli ; or lay it were 
The Peladore of Iſabella, or Balls 
Againſt the Itch, or Aqua Nanfa, or Oil 
Or 7eſ/amine for Gloyes, of the Marqueſs Mmja ; 
Or tor the Head and Hair ; why, thele are Offices 
Fir. Fit for a Gentleman, not a Slave. They only 
Might ask for your P:veti, Spanih Cole, 
To burn, and ſweeten a Room : but the Arcana 
Of Ladies Cabinets—- Fit. Should be elſewhere truſted. 
Yo' are much about the truth. Sweet honoured Ladzes, 
[ He enters himſelf with the Ladies. 
Let me fall in wi” you. 1 ha* my Female Wir, 
As well as my Male. And I do know what ſuits 
A Lady of Spirit, or a Woman of Faſhion! 
Wit. And you would have your Wite fuch? 
Fit. Yes, Madam, airy, 
Light ; nor to plain diſhoneſty, I mean: 
Bue ſomewhat o* this fide. 1#it. I take you, Sir. 
H' has reaſon, Ladies. I'll not give this Ruſh 
For any Lady that canhot be honeſt 
Within a Thred. Tay. Yes, Madam, and yet venture 
As far tor th' other, in her Fame—— it. As can bs; 
Coach it to Pimlico, dance the Saraband, 
Hear and talk Bawdy, laugh as loud as a Larum, 
Squeak, ſpring, do any thing. 
Eit. In young Company, Madam. 
Tay. Or afore Gallants. If they be brave, or Lords, 
A Woman is ingag'd. Fit. I ſay to, Ladies, 
It is Civility to deny us noching. 
Pug. You talk of a Univerſity ! why, Hell is 
A Grammar-ſ{chool to this ! | The Devil admires him. 
Eit, But then 
She muſt nor loſe a Look on Stuffs or Cloth, Madam. 
Tay. Nor no courſe Fellow. 
IWit. She mult be guided, Madam, 
By the Clothes he wears, and Company he is in, 
Whom to ſalute, how far—— F#t. I ha' told her this ; 
And how that Bawdry too, upo* the point, 
Is (in it felf) as civil a Diſcourſ—— 
Wit. As any other Afﬀair of Fleſh whatever. 
Fir, But ſhe will ne&er be capable, the is nor 
So much as coming, Madam ; I know not how 
She loſes all her Opportunities, 
Witch hoping to be torc'd, I have entertain'd 
A Gentleman, a younger Brother, here, 
Whom I would fain breed up her Eſcudero, 
Againſt ſome Expectations that I have, 
And ſhe'll not countenance him. #7. What's his Name ? 
Fit. Devil, o' Darby ſhire. 
Eit. Bleſs us from him! Tay. Devil ! 
Call him De-wile, ſweet Madam. 
Mrs. Fit. What you pleaſe, Ladies. 
Tay. Dewvile's a prettier name: 
En. And founds, me thinks, 


| He ſhews 
bs Pug. 


| 


Man. Over fmocks'! 
What 


As it came in with the Conqueror 
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What things they are ? That Nature ſhould be at leaſure 
Lver to make 'em! My Wooing is ar an end. | 
[Manly goes out with indignation, 
It, What can he do? 
Fr, Let's hear him, Tay. Can he manage ? 
Fit, Pleaſe you to try him, Ladies, Stand forth, Devil, 
Pug, Was iſ this but the Preface to my Torment * 
Fit, Come, let their Ladiſhps ſee your Honours, Er. O, 
He makes a wicked Leg. Tay. As ever I ſaw! 
IVit. Fit tor a Devil. 
"Tay, Good Madam, call him De-vile. : 
Wit. De-wile, what Property is there moſt required 
I your conceit now, in the Eſcudero ? ; 
| They begin their Catechiſm. 
Fit. Why do you not ſpeak? 
Pug. A ſetled diſcreet Pace, Madam. - 
Wit. 1 think, a barren Head, Sir, Mountair-like, 
To be expos'd to the cruelty of Weathers 
Fit. I, for his Valley is beneath the Waſte, Madam, 
And to be fruitful there, it is ſufficient. 
Dulneſs upon you ! Could not you hit this? 
Pug. Good Sir { He ſtrikes bum. 
IWit. He then had had no barren Head. 
You daw him too much, in troth, Sir. Fir. I muſt walk 
With the French Stick, like an old Vierger, for you. 
Pug. O Chief, call me to Hell again, and free me. 
| The Devil prays. 


Fit. Do you murmur now ? 
Pug. Not I, Sir. VV. What do you take, 
Mr. De-vile, the height of your Employmeat, 
In the true pertet Eſcudero? Fit. When ? 
What do you anſwer? Pug. To be able, Madam, 
Firſt to enquire, then report the. working 
Of any Ladies Phyſick, in ſweet Phraſe. 

Vit. Yes, that's an A& of elegance, and importance. 
Bur what above ? Fi. O, that I had a Goad tor him. 

Pug. To tind out a good Cormecutter. Tay.Out on him! 

Eit. Moſt baibarous! Fit.Why did you do this now ? 
Of purpoſe to diſcredit me, you damn'd Devil ? 

Pug. Sure, if 1 be not yet, I ſhall be. All 
My Days in Hell were Holydays, to this ! 

Tay. *Tis Labour loſt, Madam. Eit. H'is a dull Fellow, 
Of no Capacity | Tay. Of no Diſcourſe ! 

O, it my Ambler had bzen here! Ez. I, Madam, 
You talk of a Man, where is there ſuch anocrher ? 

Vit. Mr. De-vile, put caſe one of my Ladies here 
Had a fine Brach, and would employ you forth 
To treat *bout a convenient Match tor her, 

What would you obſerve ? 

Pus. The Colour, and the Size, Madam. 

V/it. And nothing elſe ? 

Fit. The Moon, you Calt, the Moon ! 

Vi, I, and the Sign. 

Tay. Yes, and Reccits for Proneneſs. 

V/it. Then when the Puppies came,what would you do? 

Pug. Get their Nativirties Caſt ! 

VVit. This's well. What more ? 

Pug. Conſult the Almanack-man which would be leaſt, 
Which cleanlieſt. 

VVit. And which filentſt ? This's well, Madam : 

And while ſhe were with Puppy ? 

Pug. VValk her out, 

And air her every Morning. VV. Very good! 
And be induſtrious to kill her Fleas ! 

Pug. Yes. 

VVii, He will make a pretty Proficient. Pug. V Vho, 
Coming trom Hel!, could look for ſuch Catechiſing ? 
The Dewil is an Aſs, | do acknowledge it. 

Fit, The Top of V Voman'! all her Sex in abſtrae ! 

| Fiez-dottre] admires V Virttipol, 
I love her, teyeach Syllable talls trom her, 

7.11, Good Madan give me leave to go aſide wich him, 
And uy him a lictle ! 

I'/it, Dn, and 111 wichdraw, Madam, 


VVith this fair Lady, read to her the while. 
Tay. Come, Sir. Pug. Dear Chief,relieve me,or I periſh, 
[The Devil proyi again, 
Wit, Lady, We'll follow, You are not jealous, Sir ? 
Fir, O, Madam! you ſhall ſee. Stay, Wife, behold, 
| give her up here abſolutely to you ; 
She is your own y do with her what you will : 
He groes bis Wife to bim, taking him to be a Lady, 
Mele, calt, and form her as you ſhall think good : 
Set any Stamp on : I'll receive her from you 
As a now thing, by your own Standard. Vir. Well, Sir! 


A IV. Scene V., 
Mere-craft, Fitz-dottrel, Pit-fall, Ever-ill, Plutarchus. 


Ut what ha? you done i” your Dependance ſince ? 
Fir. O, it goes on; I met your Couſin, the Matter— 
Mer. You did not acquaint him, Sir ? 
Fir. Faith, but 1 did, Sir. 
And, upon better thought, not without reaſon ! 
He being chief Officer, might ha” tane it ill elſe, 
As a Contempt againſt his Place, and that 
In time, Sir, ha' drawn on another Dependance. 
No, I did find him in good Terms, and ready 
Todo me any Service. Mer. So he ſaid to you ? 
But, Sir, you do not know him. Fir. Why, I preſum'd, 
Becauſe this Bus neſs of my Wives requir'd me, 
I could not ha* done better : And he told 
Me, that he would go preſently to your Counſel, 
A Knight here i the Lane— Mer. Yes, Fuſtice Either-ſide. 
Fit. And get the Feoffment drawn, with a Letter of 


Att . 
For Lieb and Seiſmm. Mer. That 1 know's the Courſe. 
But, Sir, you mean not to make him Feoffee ? 
Fit. Nay, that I'll pauſe on' 
Mer. How now, little Pir-fall ? 
Pit. Your Couſin, Maſter Ever-ill, would come in— 
But he would know if Mr. Manly were here. 
Mer. No, tell him, if he were, I ha* made his Peace ! 
| Mere-craft whiſpers againſt bim. 
He's one, Sir, has no State, and a Man knows nor 
How ſuch a Truſt may tempt him. Fiz. 1 conceive you. 
Eve. Sir, this ſame is done here. 
Mer. Pretty Plutarchus ! | 
Art thou come with ic ? and has Sir Pow! view'd it ? 
Plu. His Hand is to the Draught. 
Mer. Will you ſtep in, Sir, 
And read it ? Fit. Yes. Eve. I pray you, a word wi' you. 
[Ever-ill whiſpers againſt Merecraft. 
Sir Poul Fither-ſide will'd me gi? you caution 
Whom you did make Feoffee ; for 'tis the Truſt 
O' your whole State; and though my Couſin here 
Be a worthy Gentleman, yet his Valour has 
At the tall Board been queſtion'd ; and we hold 
Any Man fo impeach'd, of doubtful Honeſty | 
I will not juſtife this, bur give ic you 
To make your profit of it ; if you utter it, 
I can forſwear it. Fiz. I believe you, and thank you, Sir. 


A& IV. Scene VL 


VVutipol, Mrs. Fitz- dottrel, Manly, Mere-craft. 


BF not afraid, ſweet Lady; yo! are truſted 
To Love, not Violence, here : I am no Raviſher, 
Bur one whom you by your fair Truſt again 
May of a Servaut make a moſt erue Friend. 

Mrs. Fit, And ſuch a one I need, but not this way. 
Sir, I confeſs me to you, the meer manner 
Of your attempting me this morning, took me; 
And I did hold m' Invention, and my Manners, 
Were both engag'd to give it a Requital ; 


But not unto your Ends : My Hope was then, 
(Though 


The Devil is an Alc. 


O——_ _—_  -- - 


I 
— — 


479 


(Though interrupted ere ir could be utrer'd) 
That whom I found the Maſter of fuch Language, 
That Brain and Spirit, for ſuch an Enterpriſe, 
Could nor; but if choſe Succours were demanded 
To a right Uſe, employ them vertuouſly, 
And make that Profit of his Noble Parts, 
Which they would yield. Sir, you have now the ground 
To exerciſe them in : I am a Woman, | 
That cannot ſpeak more wretchedneſs of my (olt, 
Than you can read 4 match'd to a Maſs of Folly, 
That every day makes haſte to his own Ruin ; 
'The wealthy Portion that I broughe him, ſpent : 
And (through my Friends negle&) no Jointure made me. 
My Fortunes ſtanding in this Precipice, 
'['is Conn/el that I want, and honeſt Aids ; 
And in this Name I need you for a Friend, 
Never in any other 3 for his ill 
Mult not make me, Sir, worſe. 
[ Manly conceaÞd this while, ſbews himſelf. 
Man. O, Friend, forſake nor 
The brave Occaſion Vertue offers you 
To keep you innocent : I have fear'd for both, 
And watch'd you, to prevent the ill I fear'd. 
But ſince the weaker fide hath fo aſlur'd me, 
Let not the ſtronger fall by his own Vice, 

Or be the leſs a Friend, 'cauſe Vertue needs him. 
VVit. Vertue ſhall never ask my Succours twice ; 
Moſt Friend, moſt Man, your Cownſe!s are Commands. 

Lady, I can love Goodneſs in you, more 

Than I did Beauty ; and do here intitle 

Your Vertue to the Power upon a Life 

You ſhall engage in any fruittul Service, 

Lven to forteit. - Mer. Madam : Do you hear, Sir ? 

[Mere-craft takes Wittipol efide, and moves 

a Projedt for himſelf. 

We have another Leg ſtrain'd, tor this Dotzre!. 

H' has a Quarrel to carry, and has caus'd 

A Deed of Feoffment of his whole Eſtate 

To be drawn yonder ; I hagt within : And you 

Only he means to make Ferffee ; H' is faln 

So deſperately enamour*'d on you, and talks 

Moſt like a Mad-man : you did never hear 

A Phremiick fo in love with his own Favour ! 

Now, you do know, *tis of no validity 

In your name, as you ſtand : Therefore adviſe him 

To put in me. (FF is come here.) You (hall ſhare, Sir. 


A&t IV. Scene VII 


Viittipol, Mrs. Fitz-dottrel,” Manly, Mere-craft, Fitz-dottrel, 
Ever-ill, Plutarchms. 


Fit. Mii: have a Suit to you and afore-hand, 
do beſpeak you ; you muſt not deny me, 
I will be granted. VV. Sir, I muſt know it, though. 
Fit. No,Lady,you muſt not know it: yet you mult too, 
For the Truſt of ic, and the Fame indeed, 
Which elſe were loſt mc. I would uſe your Name 
But in a Feeffment, make my whole Eſtate 
Over unto you : a trifle, a thing of nothing, 
Some Eighteen hundred. YV/#. Alas! I underſtand not 
Thoſe things, Sir : I am a Woman, and molt loth 
To embark my felf— Fiz. You will not ſlight me, Madam? 
VVit, Nor you'll not quarrel me ? 
Fit. No, ſweet Madam, I have 
Already a Dependance ; for which cauſe 
| do this : let me put you in, dear Madam, 
| may be fairly kill'd. Ft. You have your Friends Sir, 
About you here for choice. 
Eve. She tells you right,Sir. | He hopes to be the Man. 
Fit. Death, if ſhe do, what do 1 care tor that ? 
day, I would have her tell me wrong. Wit. Why, Sir, 
It tor the Truſt you'll let me have the Honour 
lo name you one, 


Fit. Nay, you do me the Honour, Madam. 

Who is'c? Hat. This Gentleman. | Sbe deſigns Manly. 

Fit, O no, ſweet Madam, 

IT' is Friend to him with whom I ha* the Dependance, 

Wit, Who might he he ? 

Fir, One Wittzpel : do you know him ? 

Wit, Alas, Sir, he! a Toy : This Gentleman 
A Friend eo him ? No more than I am, Sir. 

Fit, But will your Ladiſhip undertake that, Madan ? 

Wit. Yes, and what elſe, tor him, you will engage me. 

Fit, What is his Name ? 

Wit, His Name is Euſftace Manly, 

Fit, Whence does he write himſelf? 

Wit, Or Middleſex, 
Eſquire, Fit. Say nothing, Moudam. Clerk, come hither :; 
Write Euſftace Manly, Squire o' Middleſex. 

Mer. What ha' you done, Sir ? 

Wit. Nam'd a Gentleman, 
That T'll be anſ{werable for, to you, Sir. 
Had I nam'd you, it might ha? been ſuſpected ; 
This way, 'tis ſafe. Fit. Come, Gentlemen, your Hands 
For Witneſs. Man, What is this ? 

Eve. You ha' made Elettion [ Everil appland: it. 
Of a moſt worthy Gentleman ! Man. Would one of worth 
Had ſpoke it ; whence it comes, it is 
Rather a Shame co me, than a Praile. 

Eve. Sir, I will give you any >atisfaction. 

Man. Be filent then : © Falſhood commends not Truth. 

Pla. You do deliver this, Sir, as your Deed, 

To th' Uſe of Mr. Manly? Fir. Yes: and Sir—— 
When did you ſee young Wittipol ? I am ready 
For Proceſs now : Sir, this is Publication. 
He ſhall hear from me ; he would needs be courting 
My Wife, Sir. Men. Ycs : fo witnefſeth his Cloke there. 
Fit. Nay, good Sir— Madam, you did undertake— 
{ Firz-dorrrel & ſuſpicious of Manly fb. 
Wit. What ? F:#. That he was not Wittipol's Friend. 
Wit. I hear, 
Sir, no confeflion of it. Fit. O, ſhe knows not, 
Now I remember. Madam, this young Wittipo! 
Would ha*debauch'd my Wife, and made me Cucksid 
Thorow a Caſement ; he did fly her home 
To mine own Window ; but I chink I tou't him, 
And raviſh'd her away out of his Pounces. 
I ha” ſworn to ha? him by the Ears: 1 fear 
The Toy wi” not do me right. Wit. No, that were pity : 
Whar right do you ask, Sir ? Here he is will do'r you. 
[ Wittipol diſcovers himſelf. 

Fit. Ha! Wittipel ! VVi.1, Sir, no more Lady now, 
Nor Spaxiard! Man. No indeed, 'tis VVitripol. ; 

Fit. Am I the thing I fear'd ? V/is. A Cuckeld? Noir 3 
Bur you were late in poflibilicy, 

Il tell you fo much. Man. But your Wife's too vertuous. 

VVit. We'll ſee her, Sir, at home, and leave you here, 
To be made Duke 0 Shoreditch with a Project. ; 

Fit. Thieves, Raviſhers. Y/Vit.Cry but another Note,Sir, 
Pill mar the Tune of your Pipe. Fir. Gi! me my Deed then. 

| He would bave his Deed again. 

1{ it. Neither : That ſhall be kept for your Wives good, 
Who will know betcer how touſe ic. Fit. Ha: 

To feaſt you with my Land? 7. Sir, be you quiet, 
Or I ſhall gag you ere I go; confulr 
Your Maſter of Dependences, how to make this 
A ſecond Buſineſs, you have time, Sir. Fir. Oh! 

| Wittipol baffles him, and goes ©#7- 
What will. the Ghoſt of my wile Grandfather, 
My learned Father, with my worſhipful Mother, 
Think of me now, that lett me in this World 
In ſtate to be their Herr ? that am become 
A Cuckeld, and an 4/5, and my1Wives Waid; 
Likely toloſe my Land, ha' my Throat cut; 
All, by her Practice | Afr. Sir, we are all abus d ! 

Fit. And be fo ſtill | Who hinders you, | pray you ? 
Let me alone, 1 would enjoy my tz1f, 

And 


The Devil i an Aſs. 


Ard be the Duke & Drown'd-land you ha* made me. 
Mer. Sir, we muſt play an After-game of this. 
F:- But 1 am not in caſe to be a Gameſter, 
I ell you once again Mer. You muſt be rul'd, 
And take ſome Counſel. Fir. Sir, I do hate Counſel, 
As I do hace my Wife, my wicked Wite ! 
Mer. But we may think how to recover all, 
If you will at. Fit. I will not think, nor act, 
Nor yet recover ; do not talk to me : 
PII run out of my Wis, rather than hear. 
I will be what 1 am, Fabian Fitz-dottrel, 
Though all the World fay nay to't. Mer.Let's follow him. 


i 


A& V. Scene I. 
Ambler, Pitfall, Mere-craft. 


Ut has my Lady miſt me? Pr. Beyond telling ! 
Bice has been that infinity of Strangers ! 
And then ſhe would ha” had you, to ha' ſampled you 
With one within, that they are now a teaching, 
And does pretend to your Rank. Amb.Good fellow,Pirfal, 
Tell Mr. Merecraf?, 1 intreat a word with him. | Pitfal 
This moſt unlucky accident will go near goes out. 
To be the loſs o' my Place, I am in doubt. 
Mer. With me? What fay you, Mr. Ambler ? Amb. Sir, 
I would beſeech your Worſhip, ſtand between 
Me and my Ladies diſpleaſure, for my abſence. 
Mer. O, is that all ? I warrant you. 
Amb. 1 would tell you, Sir, 
But how it hapned. Aer. Brief, good Mr. Ambler, 
Put your ſelf to your rack ; for I have Task 
Of more importance. [ Mere-craft ſeems full of Buſineſs, 
Amb, Sir, you'll laugh at me ! 
But (fo is Truth) a very Friend of mine, 
Finding by conterence with me, chat I liv'd 
Too chaſte for my Complexion, (and indeed 
Too honeſt for my Place, Sir) did adviſe me, 
If 1 did love my felf, (as that I do, 
I muſt confels.) Aer. Spare your Parentheſir. 
Amb. To pl my Body a little Evacuation—— 
Mer. Well, and you went to a Whore? 
Amb. No, Sir, I durſt not 
(For tear it might arrive at ſome bodies Ear 
It Chould not) truſt my ſelf to a Common Houſe; 
[ Ambler tells thu with extraordinary ſpeed, 
But got the Gentlewoman to go with me, 
And carry her Bedding to a Conduit-bead, 
Hard by the Place toward Tyburn, which they call 
My L. Mayor's Bangquetting-houſe. Now, Sir, this morning 
Was Execution ; and I ne'er dreamt on't, 
Till I heard the noiſe o* the People, and the Horles ; 
And neicher I, nor the poor Gentlewoman 
Durſt ſtir, till all was done and paſt : fo that 
P the amerim we fell aſleep again. [ He flags. 
Mer. Nay, if you fall from your Gallop,l am gone,vir. 
Amb. Burt when I wak'd, to put on my Clothes, a Sute 
I made new for the Action, it was gone, 
And all my Money, with my Purſe, my Seals, 
My Hard-wax, and my Table-books, my Studies, 
And a fine new Device I had to carry 
My Pen and Ink, my Civet, and my Tooth-picks, 
All under one. Bur that which griev'd me, was 
The Gentlewomans Shooes (with a pair of Roles, 
And Garters) I had given her for the Buſineſs; 
So as that made us ſtay till ic was dark: 
For I was fain to lend her mine, and walk 
In 2 Rzazwby her, barctoor, to vt. Gules's. 
Ar. A kind of Iriſh Penance ! Is this all, Sir ? 
Amb. To latisfic my Lady. Mer.l will promile you,oir. 
//mb. | ha' cold the true Diſaſter. 
Aer. I cannot ſtay wi' you, 
$i-, © condole ; but gratulate your Return, 


Amb. An honeſt Gentleman ; but he's never at leafure 
To be himſelf, he has ſuch Tides of Buſineſs. 


A&t V. Scene IL 


Pug, Ambler. 


O Call me home again, dear Chief, and put me 
To yoking Foxes, milking of He-goats, 
Pounding of Water in a Mortar, laving 
The Sea dry with a Nut-ſhell, gathering all 
The Leaves are faln this Autwmn, drawing Farts 
Out of dead Bodies, making Ropes of Sand, 
Catching the Winds together in a Net, 
Muſtring of Ants, and numbring Atoms ; all 
That Hell and you thought exquiſite Torments, rather 
Than ſtay me here a thought more : I would ſooner 
Keep Fleas within a Circle, and bo Accomprane 
A chouſand Year, which of 'em, and how tar, 
Our-leap'd the other, than endure a Minute 
Such as I have within. There is no Hell 
To a Lady of faſhion. ' All your Tortures there 
Are Paſtimes to it. *Twould be a refreſhing 
For me, to be i the Fire again, from hence. 
{Ambler comes in, and ſurveys him, 
Amb. This is my Sute,and thoſe the Shooes and Roſes! 
Pug. TiY have ſuch impertinent Vexations, 
A general Council of Devils could not hit—— 


[ Pug percaives it, and ſtarts, 
Ha ! This is he I took oy San his Wench, 
And borrow'd his Clothes. What might I do to balk him? 


Amb. Do you. hear, Sir ? 
Pug. Anſwer him, but not to th' purpoſe, 
Amb. What is your Name, I pray you, Sir ? 
Pug. Ist folate, Sir? | He anſwers quite from the purpoſe. 
Amb. 1 ask not of the time, but of your Name, Gr. 
Pug, 1 thank you, Sir. Yes, it does hold, Sir, certain, 
Amb. Hold, Sir ? What holds ? 
I muſt both hold, and talk to you 
About theſe Clothes. Pug. A very pretty Lace ! 
But the Taylor cozen'd me. Amb. No, I am cozen'd 
By you! robb'd, Pug. Why, when you pleaſe, Sir ; I am 
For three peny Gleek, your Man. Amb.Pox o' your Gleck, 
And three-pence : Give me an anſwer. Pug. Sir, 
= Maſter is the beſt at it. Amb. Your Maſter ! 
Who is your Maſter Pug. Let it be Friday-night, 
Amb. \ Vhat ſhould be then ? 
Pug. Your belt Song's Thom. o' Bet'lem. 
Amb. 1 think, you are he. 
Does he mock me trow, from purpoſe ? 
Or do not I ſpeak to him what I mean ? 
Good Sir, your Name. Pug. Only a couple of Cocks, Sir 3 
If we can get a Widgeon, 'tis in ſeaſon. 
mb. He hopes to make one o thele Scipricks o* me, 
- [_ For Scepticks, 
(I chink I name *em right) and does not fly me : 
I wonder at that ! 'tis a ſtrange Confidence ! 
I'll prove another way, to draw his anſwer. 


At Y. Scene IIL 


Mere craft, Fitz-dottrel, Ewverill, Pug. 


T is the caſieſt thing, Sir, to be done, 
As plain as fizzling : Roll but wi' your Eyes, 
And foam at th' Mouth. A little Caſtle-ſoap 
Will do't, to rub your Lips ; and then a Nur-ſhell, 
With Tow, and T ouch- wood irr it, to ſpit Fire. 
Did you ne'er read, Sir, little Darre!'s Tricks 
With the Boy o' Burton, and the Seven in Lancaſhire, 
Sommers at Nottingham ? All theſe do teach it. 
And we'll give out,Sir,that your Wite has bewitch'd you. 
| They repair their old Plot. 
Eve. And practis'd with thoſe two, as Sorcerers. 


Mer. And ga' you Potions, by which means you = 
ot 
. 
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Nat C ompos ments, when you made your Feoffment. 
There's no recovery 0? your State bur this : 
This, Sir, will ſting. 
Ever. And move in a Court of Equity. 
Mer. For it is more than maniteſt, that this was 
A plot o* your Wives, to get your Land. Fi. Ichink it. 
Ever, Sir, it appears. 
Mer. Nay, and my Couſin has known 
Theſe Gallants in theſe ſhapes. 
Ever. T' have done ftrange things, Sir. 
One as the Lady, che other as the Squire. 
Mer. How a Mans honeſty may be tool'd ! I thought him 
A very Lady. Fit, So did 1: renounce me elle. 
Mer. Bur this way, Sir, you'll be reveng'd at height. 
Ever. Upon 'em all. 
Mer. Yes taith, and ſince your Wife 
Has run the way of Woman thus, e'en give her —. 
Fit. Loſt, by this Hand, to me; dead to all joys 
Of her dear Dottrel, I ſhall never pity her, 
That could pity her felt. Aer. Princely refoly'd, Sir, 
And like your ſelf ſtill, in Potentis. 


AR V. Scene IV. 
To them. | Mere-craft, &c. Guilt-bead, Sledge, Plutarchus, 


Serjeants. 


Uilt-bead, What news ? 
Fit. O Sir, my hundred Pieces : 
Let me ha them yet? | Fitz-dortrel asks for bis Money. 
Gui. Yes, Sir. Officers, 
Arreit hi. Fit. Me? Ser. I arreſt you. 
Sle. Keep the Peace, 
I charge you, Gentlemen. Fit. Arreſt me? Why ? 
Gui, For better ſecurity, Sir. My Son Plutarchus 
Aſlures me y' are not worth a Groart, 
Pls. Pardon me, Father, 
I laid his Worſhip had no foot of Land left: 
And that I'll juſtific, for I write the Deed, 
Fit, Ha' you thele tricks i” the City ? 
Gui, Yes, and more, 
Arrelt chis Gallant too, here, at my ſute. 
| Meaning Mere-craft, 
Sle, I, and at mine. He owes me for his lodging 
Two year and a quarter. 
Mer. Why Mr. Guilt-head, | and: Lord, 
Thou art not mad, though th'art Conſtable 
Putt up with th” pride of the place ? Do you hear, Sits. 
Have I deſerv'd this from you two? for all 
My pains at Cowrt, to get you each a Patent. 
Gui, For what? Mer. Upo* my project of the Forks. 
Sle. Forks ? what be they ? | The Project of Forks. 
Mer. "The laudable uſe of Forks, 
Brought into cuſtom here, as they are in [taly, 
To th' ſparing o' Napkins. That, that ſhould have made 
Your Bellows go at the Forge, as his at the Fornace. 
I ha* procur'd it, ha" the Signet for it, 
Dealt with the Linen drapers, on my private 
Bie, *cauſe I fear'd they were the likelieſt ever 
To {tir againſt, to crols ic : for *ewill be 
A mighty ſaver of Lien through the Kingdom 
(As that is one o' my grounds, and to ſpare waſhing.) 
Now, on you ewo, had Ilaid all the profics. 
Guilt-bead to have the making of all thoſe 
Of Gold and Silver, for the better perſonages ; 
And you, of thoſe of Steel tor the common forr. 
And both by Parent. I had brought you your Seals in, 
Bur now you have prevented me, and I thank you. 
| Sledge « brought about. 
Sle. Sir, I will bail you, at mine own ap-peril. 
Mer. Nay chute. Plu. Do you fo too,good Father. 
| And Guilt-head comes. 
Gui. I like the faſhion o* the projet well, 
The Forks ! It may be a lucky ons ! and is not 


” es Em — 


Intricate, as one would ſay, but fit for 
Plain Heads, as ours, to deal in. Do you hear, 
Officers, we diſcharge you. Mer. Why this ſhews 

A lictle good nature in you, I confels, | 
Bur do not tempt your Friends thus. Little Guilt-bead, 
Adviſe your Sire, great Guilt-bead, from chele courles ; 
And, here, to trouble a great Man in reverſion, 

For a matter o' fifty on a falſe Alarm, 

Away, it ſhews not well. Let him get the Pieces 

And bring 'em. You'll hear more elſe. Pls. Father. 


A&t V. Scene V. 
To them. | Ambler. 


© Sledge,are you here ? I ha' been to ſeek you. 
You are the Conſtable, they ſay. Here's one 
That I do charge with Felony, tor the ſute 
He wears, Sir. Mer. Who? Mr. Firz-dutrel's Man ? 
Ware what you do, Mr. Ambler. 
* Amb, Sir, thele Clothes, 
I'll ſwear, are mine: and the Shooes the Gentlewomans 
I told you of : and ha' him afore a Fuſtice, 
I will. Pug. My Maſter, Sir, will paſs his word for me: 
Amb. O, can you ſpeak to purpoſe now? Fiz. Not I, 
If you be ſuch a one, Sir, I will leave you 
To your Gd fathers in Law. Let ewelve Men work. 
{ Firz-doterel diſclaims him. 
Pug. Do you hear, Sir, pray, in private. 
Fit. Well, what fay you? 
Bricf, for I have no time to loſe. Pug. Truth is, Sir, 
I am the very Dewi, and had leave 
To take this body I am in, to ſerve you : 
Which was a Cut-purſes, and hang'd this Morning, 
And it is likewiſe eruc, I ſtole this fute 
To cloath me wich. But, Sir, let me not go 
To Priſon for it. I have hitherto 
Loſt time, done nothing 3 ſhown, indeed, no part 
O' my Devil; nature. Now, I will fo help 
Your malice, 'gain{t rheſe Parties : fo advance 
The bulinels, . wn you have inhand of Witcheraft, 
And your poſſeſſion, as my lelt were in you, 
Teach you luch tricks, to make your Belly fwell, 
And your Eyes turn, to foam, to ſtare, to g 
Your Teeth together, and to beat your felt 
Laugh round,and feign fix voices— Fit, Out You Rogue! 
You moſt internal counterteic wreech! Avant! 
Do you think to gull me with your e/op's Fables ? 
Here, take him to you, I ha* no part in him. Pug. Sir. 
Fit. Away, Ido diſclaim, I will not hear you. 
[And ſends bim away, 
Mer. What ſaid he to you, Sir * 
Fir. Like a lying Raſcal 
Told me he was the Devil. Mer. How! a good Jeſt ! 
Fit. And that he would teach me ſuch fine Dewils tricks 
For our new refolution. Ever. O' Pox on him, 
'Twas excellence wiſely done, Sir, not to cruſt him. 
{ Merecratt gives the inſtructions ro bim and the reſt. 
Mer. Why, if he were che Dewil, we ſha* not need him, 
If you'll be rul'd. Go throw your ſelf on a Bed, Sir, 
And feignyou ill. We'll not be ſeen wi” you, 
Till after, that you have a fit: and all 
Confirm'd within. Keep you with the two Ladies 
And perſwade them. Ill to Fuftice Enberſide, 
And poſleſs him with all. 7rams ſhall ſeek out Ingine, 
And they ewo fill the Town with't ; every Cable | 
Is to be veer d. We muſt employ our all 
Our Emiſſaries now, Sir, I will ſend you 
Bladders and Bellows. Sir, be confident, 
'Tis no hard thing Yout-dothe Dewil in : 
A Boy © thirteen year old made him an 4/s _ 
Hur t'tother day. Fir. Well, III begin to Jo" 
And icape the impurtation of being Cucke{d, 
By minc own act. Mer. Yo are right. 
Qqq ver. Come, 
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Ever. Come, you ha' put - 
Your ſelf to a ſimple coil here, and your Friends, 
By dealing with new Agents, in new Plots. 
Mer. No more © that, ſweet Coulin. 
Ever. What had you 
To do with this ſame Wtripol, for a Lady ? 
Mer. Queſtion not that ; *tis done. 
Ever. You had ſome ſtrain 
*Bove E-la? Mer. I had indeed. 
Ever, And now you crack tort. 
Mer. Do not upbraid me. 
Ever. Come, you muſt be told ont; 
You arc 1o covetous, Itill, ro embrace 
More than you can, that you loſe all, Aer. Tis right. 
What would you more than Guilty ? Now, your fuccours, 


AR YV. Scene VI. 
Shackles, Pug, Iniquity, Devil. 


Pug is brought to Newgate. 


Ere you are lodg'd, Sir, you mult ſend your garniſh, 
If you'll be private. Pug. There it is, Sir, leave me. 
To Newgate, brought? How 15 the name of Devil 
Diſcrediced in me | What a loſt Fiend 
Shall I be, on return? My Chief will roar 
In triumph, now, that I have been on Earth 
A day, and done no noted thing, but broughe 
That body back here, was hang'd out this morning. 
Well! would it once were midnight, that I knew 
My utmoſt, +I think Time bedrunk, and ſlceps ; 
He is fo ſtill, and moves not | I do glory 
Now i' my torment. Neither can I expect it, 
I have it with my fact. { Enter Iniquity the Vice. 
Ini. Child of Hell, be thou merry : 
Put a look on, as round, Boy, and red as a Cherry. 
Caſt care at thy Poſterns, and firk ! thy Fetters: 
They arc Ornaments, Baby, have graced thy betters : 
Look upon me, and hearken. Our Chzef doth 1alute thee, 
And leſt our cold Iron ſhould chance to confute thee, 
H' hath ſent thee, Grant -parel by me to ſtay longer 
A Month here on Earth, againſt cold, Ch/d4, or honger. 
Pug. How ? longer here a Month ? 
Ing. Yes, Boy, till the Seſſon, 
That fo thou mailt have a triumphal egreſlion. 
Pug. Ina Cart, to be hang'd. 
Ing. No, Child, in a Car, 
The Chariot of Triumph, which moſt of them are. 
And in the mean time, to be greazy, and bouzy, 
And naſty, and filthy, and ragged and louzy, 
With dam'n me, renounce me; and all the tine Phraſes, 
That bring unto Tyburn, the plentitul gazes. 
Pug. He is 4 Devil ! and may be our Chef : 
The great Superior Dewl ! for his malice : 
Arch-devil ! acknowledge him. | He knew 
What I would ſuffer, when he ri'd me up thus 
In a Rogues body: and he has (I thank him) 
His tyrannous pleaſure on me, to confine me 
To the unlucky Carkafs of a Cut-pur/e, 
Wherein I could do nothing. 
The great Devil enters, and upbraids him 
with all bis days works 
Div. Impudent Fiend, 
Stoþ thy 1:wd Mouth. Doſt thou not ſhame and tremble 
To lay thine own dull damn'd detects upon 
An innocent caſe, there ? Why, thou heavy ſlave ! 
The Spirit that did poſicſs that Fleſh betore 
Pur more true lite in a Finger and a Thumb, 
Than thou in the whole Maſs. Yer thou rebellt 
And murmur'ft? What one proffer haſt chou made, 
Wicked enovgh, this day, that might be call d 
Yo thy thing own, inuch lefs the name that ſznt thee ? 
t::1t, £04 Gd it help thy felt into a beating 


Promptly, and with't endangered'ſt too thy Tongue : 
A Devil, and could not keep a body intire 
One day ! Thar, tor our credit: And to vindicate it, 
Hinder'dſt (tor ought thou know'lt) a deed of darknek;: 
Which was an a& of that egregious folly, 
As no one, to'ard the Dewil, could ha' thought on. 
This tor your afing ! but tor ſuffering ! why 
Thou haſt been cheated on, with a falſe Beard, 
And a turn'd Cloke. Faith, would your predeceſſor 
The Cut-purſe, think you ha' been ſo? Out upon thee, 
The hurt ch* haſt done, to ler Men know their itrength, 
And that the'are are able to out-do a Devil 
Put in a body, will for ever be 
A icar upon our Name | whom haſt thou dealt with, 
Woman or Man, this day, but have out-gone thee 
Some way, and moſt have prov'd the better Fiends? 
Yer, you would be imploy'd ? Yes, Hell ſhall make you 
Provincial ov the Cheaters ! or Bawdledger, 
For this fide o'the Town | No doubt you'll render 
A rarc account of things. Bane of your Iech, 
And ſcratching for Imployment. Tl ha' Brimſtone 
To allay it ſure, and Fire to ſinge your Nails off, 
But that I would not ſuch a damn'd diſhonor 
Stick on our ſtate, as that the Devil were hang'd ; 
And could not fave a body, that he took 
From Tyburn, but it muſt come thither again : 
You ſhould een ride. But up, away with him— 
| Iniquity rakes him on bis back, 
Ini. Mount darling of darknelſs,my Shoulders are broad: 
He that carries the Fiend, is ſure of his load. 
The Devil was wont to Errry away the Evil ; 
But now the Evil out-carries the Dew. 


Act V. Scene VII. 
Shackles, Keepers. 


A great noiſe us heard in Newgate, and the Keepers 
come out affrighted, 


O Me ! _ 1. What's this? 2. A piece of Jufice 
H 
Is broken down. 3. Fough! what a ſteam of Brimſtone 
Is here ? 4 The Priſoners's dead, came in but now ! 
Sha. Ha ? where? 4. Look here. 
Keep. 'Slid, I ſhould know his countenance ! 
Ie is Gulk-cur-purſe, was hang'd out this morning ! 
$ha. *I'is he ! 2. The Devil ſure has a hand in this! 
3. What ſhall we do? $ba. Carry the news of it 
Unto the Sheriffs. 1. And to the Fuſtices. 
. This ſtrange! 
. And favours of the Devil, ſtrongly ! 
. I ha' the Sulphur of Hell-coal i' my Noſe. 
. Fough. $Sba. Carry him in. 1. Away. 
How rank it is ! 


A& V. Scene VIII 


To them. | Sir Poul, Mere-craft, Ewver-ll, Trains, Pitfal, 
Fitz-dottrel. 

To them. | Wittipel, Manly, Miſtris Fitz-dettrel, Ingine. 

To them. ] Gumilt-bead, Sledge, Shackles, 


TEEN 


HH »= 


The Juſtice comes out wondring, at the ret informing him. 


TY was the notableſt Conſpiracy, 
That ere I heard of. 
Mer. Sir, They had giv'n him Potions, 

That did enamour him on the counterteit Lady 
Ever. Juſt to the time o' delivery o' thee Deed — 
Mer. And then the witchcratr 'gan' & appear, for 

ſtraight 

| He fell into his fit. Ever. Of rage at firſt, Sir, 

+ Which lince has fo increaſed. 


Tay. Good 


ls: 


th, 


>, 
id: 


or 


od 


n—_— 


2; The Devil is an Aſs. 


Cm, 


453 


Tay. Good Sir Poul, fee him, 
And puniſh the Impoſtors, 
Pow. Therefore I come, Madam. 
Eit. Let Mr. Enherfide alone, Madam. 
Pow. Do you hear ? 
Call in the Conſtable, I will have him by : 
H'is the King's Officer ! and fome Citizens, 
Of credit | Ill diſcharge my Conſcience clearly. 
Mev. Yes, Sir, and fend for his Wite. 
Ever. And the ewo Sorcerers, 
By any means! Tay. I thought one a true Lady, 
[ ſhould be (worn. So did you, Eitherfide ? 
Eit. Yes, by that light, would I mighe ne'er ſtir elſe, 
Tailbaſh 


al . 
Tay. And the other a civil Gentleman. 
Ever. But, Madam, 
You know what I told your Ladiſhip ? Tay. I now ſee it: 
| was providing of a Banquer for 'em. 
After | bad done inſtructing o' the Fellow 
De-wvile, the Gentlemans Man. 
Mer. Who's found a Thief, Madam. 
And to have rob'd your Uſher, Maſter Ambler. 
This morning. Tay. How ? 
Mer. I'll cell you more, anon. 
Fit. Gr me ſome Garlick, Garlick, Garlick, Garkck. 
[ He begins bu fit. 
Mer. Hark, the poor Gentleman, how he is tormented ! 
Fit. My Wife is a Whore, I'll kiſs ber no more : and why? 
Ma'ſt not thon be a Cuckold, as well as I? 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ba, &c. 
Pou. That is the Devil ſpeaks, and laughs in him. 
[ The Fuſtice imterprets all. 
Mer. Do you think fo, Sir ? 
Pou, I diſcharge my Conſcience. 
Fit. And is not the Dewil good company ? Yes, wis. 
Ever. How he changes, Sir, his Voice : 
Fir. And a Cuckeld s 
IWhere ere he put bis Head, with a Wanion, 
IF bis Horns be forth, the Devils companion ! 
Look, look, look, elſe. 
Mer. How he foams! Emer. And ſwels ! 
Tay. O, me! what's chat there riſes in his Belly ! 
Eu. A ſtrange thing | hold it down. 
Tra. Pit. We cannot, Madam. 
Pev. *Tis too apparent this! Fit. Wittipol, Wittipol. 
| Wittipol, and Manly, and Mrs. Fire 
dottrel enter. 
Ilit. How now, what play ha* we here : 
Man. What fine; new matters ? 
Wit. The Cock/comb, and the Coverlet. 
Mer. O ſtrange impudence ! 
That theſe ould come to face their fin ! 
Ever. And out-face 
Fuſtice, they are the Parties, Sir. Pow. Say nothing, 
Mer. Did you mark, Sir, ypon their coming in, 
How he call'd }/ittipol ? Ever. And never ſaw *em. 
Pov. I warrant you did I, let 'em play a while. 
Fit. Bux, buz,, buz,, bus. Tay. "Laſs poor Gentleman, 
How he is tortur'd! Mrs. Fit. Fie Maſter Fitz-dorrrel ! 
What do you mean to counterfeit thus ? 


[ His Wife goes to him. 
Fit. 0, 0, 


She comes with a Needle, and thruſts it in, 

She pulls out that, and ſhe puts im a Pin, 

pul; now, and now, I do not know bow, nor where, 

Rt ſhe pricks me bere, and ſhe pricks me there : Oh,  : 
Pov, Woman torbear. Wit. What, Sir ? 
Pry. A practice foul 

For one (© fair, 
Wit. Hath this, then, credit with you ? 
Man. Do you believe in't ? 
Pov. Gentlemen, I'll diſcharge 

My Conſcience. *Tis a clear conſpiracy ! 

{\\ dark and devilliſh practice ! I dereſt it ! 


Wit. The Fuftice fure will prove the merrier Man! 

Man. This is moſt ſtrange, Sir! 
A _ Come not to rms | 

uthority with impudence: I tell you, 
[ do deteſt it. Here comes the Kings Conſtable, 
And with him a right worſhipful Commoner; 
My good Friend, Maſter Gailz-bead! 1 am glad 
[ can before ſuch wicneſles, yrofels 
My Conlcience, and my Deteſtation of ir. 
Horrible ! moſt unnatural | abominable ! 

Ever. You do not tumble enough, 


| They whiſper him. 
Mer. Wallow, gnaſh : RE 


Tay. O, how he is vexed! Pou. 'Tis too manifeſt. 

Ever. Give him more Soap to foam with, now lie {til!. 
| And give bim Soap to att with. 

Mer. And a& a lietle. Tay. What do's he now, Sir. 

Pow, Shew 

The taking of Tabacco, with which the Dewil 

Is fo delighted. Fir. Huw ! Pow. And calls for Hum. 

You takers of ſtrong Waters, and Tabacco, 

Mark this. Fit. Yellow, yellow, yellew, yellow, 8c. 

Pow, That's Starch ! the Devil's Idol of that colour. 
He ratifies it, with clapping of his Hands. 

The proofs are pregnant. Gus. How the Devil can a! 

Pox. He is the Maſter of Players! Maſter Guilt bead, 
And Poers too | you heard him talk in Rhime! 

I had forgot to obſerve ic tro you, ere while! 

Tay. See, he ſpits Fire. Po. O no he plays at Figgum, 
The Dewi is the Author of wicked Figgum 
{Sir Poul interprets Figgum to be a 

Togl rs Game. 

Man. Why ſpeak you not unto him? 7#:t. If I had 
All innocence of Man to be indanger'd, 
And he” could fave, or ruin it : I'd not breath 
A ſyllable in requeſt, to fach a Fool, 
He makes himſelf. F:r. O they whiſper, whiſper, whiſper, 
We ſhall bawve more of Devils a ſcore, 
T6 come to dinner, in me the ſinner. 

E:it. Alas, poor Gentleman |! 

Pow. Put em afſunder. 
Keep *em one from the other. 
Man. Are you phrentick, Sir ? 
Or what grave dotage moves you to take part 
With ſo much villany? we arc not afraid 
Either of Law, or Trial; let us be 
Examin'd what our ends were, what the means ! 
To work by ; and polhbility of thoſe means. 
Do not conclude againft us, ere you hear us. 

Pew. I will not hear you, yet I will conclude 
Our of the circumſtances. Man. Will you lo, Sir ? 

Pos. Yes, they are palpable. 

Man. Not as your tolly : 

Pog. I will diſcharge my Conſcience, and do all 
To the Meridian of Juſtice. Gui. You do well, Sir. 

Fir. Provide me to ear, three or four diſhes © good Meat, 
Tl feaſt them, and their trams, a Fuſtice Head and Brains 
Shall be the firſt, Pu, The Dewil loves not Juſtice, 

There you may fee. Fit. A Spare-rib © my Wife, 
And « Whores Purt nance ! a Guilt-head whole. 

Pow. Be not you troubled, Sir, the Dewil {peaks it. 

F = we, Knight, ſhite, Poul, Foul, Owle, foul, trowl, 

0H 


| Pos. Cramb, another of the Devils Games! 
Mer. Speak, Sir, fome Greek, if you can. Is not thz 
Fuſtice 
A ſolemn Gameſter ? Ever. Peace. Fit. Oi wei, yguode, wy, 
Kai J1{Cxgxodei yur, * Tlegrus, x mwre nie, 
Kai hodngius, x; werdns: Pow, He curles 
In Greek, | think. Ever. Your Spaniſh, that T taught you. 
Fit. Quebremos « ojo de burlas. Ever. How ? your relt— 
Let's break his Neck in jeſt, the Dew ſays, 
Fit. Ds gratia, Signor mio ſe hauete denari fatamene parte. 
| Mer, What, would the Devil borrow Money ? 


Qqq 2 Ou; 


- 
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The Devil is an Aſs. 


Fit. Ouy, Ouy Monſieur, im pawore Diable ! Diablet in ! 
Pou. It is the Devil, by his ſeveral Languages. 
Sha. Where's Sir Poul Eitherfide ? 
| Enter the Keeper of Newgate. 
Pou. Here, what's the matter ? 
Sha. O! ſuch an accident fal'n out at Newp ate, Sir : 
A great piece of the Priſon is rent down ! 
The Dewvil has been there, Sir, in the body —— 
Of the young Cut-purſe, was hang'd out this morning, 
But, in new Clothes, Sir, every one of us know him. 
Theſe things were found in his Pocket. 
Amb. Thole are mine, Sir. 
Sha. I think he was committed on your charge, Sir. 
For a new Felony. Amb. Yes. 
$ha. He's gone, Sir, row, 
And lefe us the dead body, But withal, Sir, 
Such an infernal ſtink, and ſteam behind, 
You cannot ſce St. Pulchres Steeple, yet. 
They iſmel't as far as Ware, as the wind lies, 
By this time, ſure. Fi. Is this upon your credit, Friend ? 
[ Fitz-dotrrel leaves counterfeiting. 
Sha. Sir, you may ſee, and fatisfie your felf. 
Fit. Nay, then, 'tis time to leave off counterfeiting. 
Sir I am not betwitch'd, nor have a Devil : 
No more than you. I do defic him, I, 
And did abuſe you. Theſe two Gentlemen 
Put me upon it. (I have faith again? him ) 
They taught me all my tricks. I will cell cruth, 
And ſhame the Fiend. See, here, Sir, are my Bellows, 
And my falſe Belly, and my Mouſe, and all 
Thar ſhould ha' come forth ? 
Man. Sir, are not you aſham'd 
Now of your ſolemn, ſerious vanity ? 
Pou, I will make honourable amends to truth. 
Fit. And fo will I. But theſe are Cozeners (till, 
And ha' my Land, as Plotters, with my Wife; 


Who, though ſhe be not a Witch, is worſe, a Whore. 
Man. Sir, you belie her. She is chaſte, and vertuous, 

And we are honeſt. I do know no glory 

A Man ſhould hope, by venting his own Foll'es, 

Bur you'll {till be an 4/* in ſpight of Providence. 

Pleaſe you go in, Sir, and hear truths, chen judge 'em, 

And make amends for your late raſhnefs, when 

You ſhall but hear the pains and care was taken, 

To fave this fool from ruine, (his Grace of- Drown'd-land.) 
Fir. My Land is drown'd indeed 
Pos. Peace. Man. And how much 

His modeſt and too worthy Wife hath ſuffer'd 

By miſ-conſtrucion from bim, you will bluſh, 

Firſt, for your own belief, more for his actions ! 

His Land is his : and never, by my Friend, 

Or by my ſelf, meant to another uſe, 

But tor her ſuccours, who hath equal right. 

If any other had worſe Counſels in't, 

(I know I ſpeak to thoſe can apprehend me) 

Let '*em repent 'em, and be not detected. 

It is not manly to take joy, or pride 

In human errors ( we do all ill things, 

They do 'em worſt that love 'em, and dwell there, 

Till the Plague comes. ) The few that have the Seeds 

Of goodnels left, will ſooner make their way 

To a true life, by ſhame than puniſhment. 


The EPILOGUE. 


Hmws the Projetor, here is over-thrown ; 
But I have now a Projet of mine own, 
IF it may paſs, that no Man would imvite 
The Poet from ms, to ſup forth to night, 
If the Play pleaſe. If it diſpleaſant be, 
We do preſume, that no Man will : nor we. 
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A COMEDY. 


Compoſed by Ben. Johnſon. 


Jam lapides ſuns ardor agit ferrumq; tenetur, 
Wecebris —- Claud. de Magnet. 


The Scene, LONDON. 


The PrerSONs that Acr. 


Lapy LoapsSTONE, 
Miſtris PoL1sn, 

Miſtris PLacexnT1a, 
PieASANCE, 

Miſtris Keees, 

Mother Cuai x, 

Mr. Comyass, 

Caprain Il xoNnS1DE, 
Parſon PaLarTe, 
Doctor Ru r, 

Tim ITtzm, 

Sir DiaPewu SILKWORM, 
Mr. PxacrTiss, 

Sir MoaTk INTEREST, 
Mr. Bias, 

Mr. NeeDLe, 


The Magnetick Lady. 

Her Goſſip and ſhe-Para(tte. 
Her New. P_Y 
Her Waiting-woman, 

The Neices Nurſe. 

The Midwife. 

A Scholar Mithematick. 

A Solder. 

Prelate of the Pariſh. 
Phyſician to the Houſe. 

Flis Apothecary, 

A Courteer. 

A Lawyer, 

An Uſurer, or Money-Bawd. 
A Vrpolitick, or Sub-ſecretary. 
The Ladies Steward and Taylor. 


The CHOR US by way of Indudtion. 
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THE 


INDUCTION 


OR 


CHO 


R U S 


Two Gentlemen entring upon the Stage. 
Mr. Probee and Mr. Damplay. 
A Boy of the Houſe meets them. 


Oy. What do you lack, Gentlemen ? what 
B 1st you lack? any fine Phanſies, Figures, 
Humors, Characters, Ideas, Definitions of Lords 
and Ladies 2 Waiting-women, Paraſites, Knights, 
Captains, Courtiers, Lawyers? what do you 
lack ? 

Pro. A pretty prompt Boy for the Poetick Shop. 

Dare. And a bold ! where's one o' your Maſters ; 
Sirrah, the Poet? 

Boy. Which of 'em? Sir we have divers that 
drive that Trade, now : Poets, Poet accios, Poe- 
taſters, Poctito's —— 

Dam. And all Haberdaſhers of ſmall Wit, I 
preſumez we would ſpeak with the Poet o' the 
day, Boy. 

Boy. Sir, he is not here. But, I have the Do- 
minion of the Shop, for this time, under him, 
and can ſhew you all the variety the Stage will at- 
ford for the preſent. 

Pro, Therein you will expreſs your own good 
Parts, Boy. 

Dam. And tye us two to you for the gentle 
Ofhce. 


Gentleman and my elf ) that are ſent, thus coup- 
led unto you upon State-buſineſs. 

Boy. It concerns but the State of the Stage I 
hope ! 

Dan. O, you ſhall know that by degrees, Boy. 
No Man leaps into a buſineſs of State, withour 
fourding firſt the State of the buſineſs. 

Pro. We are {ent unto you, indeed from the 
Peoplc. 

Roy. The People ! which ſide of the People? 

Dam. The Veniſon (ide, it you know it, Boy. 

Boy. That's the lctt fide. 1 had rather they had 
becn the right. 

Pro. So they arc. 


of your Pcople, that fit in the oblick Caves and, 


us 


Wedges of your Houſe, your ſinful Six-penny 
Mechanicks —— 

Dam. But the better, and braver ſort of your 
People ! Pluſh and Velvet-outſides ! that ſtick your 
Houle round like ſo many Eminences —- 

Boy. Of Clothes, not Underſtandings 2 They 
are at pawn, Well, I take theſe as a part of 
your People though ; what bring you to me from 
theſe People ? 

\-Dam. You have heard, Boy, the anciznt Poets 
had it in their purpoſe, (till to pleaſe this People. 

Pro. I, their chief aim was 

Dam. Populo wt placerent : (if he underſtands fo 
much.) 

Boy. 2nas feciſſent fabulas.) 1 underſtand that, 
ſin' Tlearn'd Terence, 1 the third Form art // eſtmin- 
ſter : go on, Sir. 

Pro. Now, theſe People have imployed us to 
you, in all their Names, to intreat an excellent 
Play trom you, 

Dam. For they have had very mean ones, from 
this Shop of late, the Stage as you call it, 

Boy. Troth, Gentlemen, I have no Wares, which 
I dare thruſt upon the People with praiſe. But this, 
ſuch as it 1s, I will venture with your People, your 
gay gallant People : fo as you, again, will un- 

ertake for them, that they ſhall know a good 
Play when they hear itz and will have the Con- 


Pro. We are a Pair of publick Perſons (this 


Not the Faces, or Grounds 


{cience and Ingenuity beſide to confeſs it. 

Prob. We'll paſs our words for that : 1 0 ſhall 
have a Brace of us to ingage our ſelves. 

Boy. You'll tender your Naimes, Gemtlemen, to 
our Book then ? 

Dam. Yes, here's Mr. Probee ; a man of moſt 
powerful ch, and Parts to perſwade. 

Pro, And Mr. Damplay will make good all he 
undertakes, | 

Boy. Good Mr. Probee, and Mr. Damplay ! 1 like 
your Sccurities : whence do you write ycur (clve:? 

Pro, Of London, Gentlemen : but Knights Bro- 
thers, and Knights Friends, 1 aſſure you, 

Daw. And Knights Fellow's too. Every Poct 
writes Squire now. 

Boy. You are good Names ! very good VMicn, 
both of you ! I accept you. 


Dam. Ani 
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nd 
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" Dan! And what is the Title of your Play, here? Pro. A bold undertaking ! and far greater them 


The Magnetich, Lady ? the Reconciliation of both Churches, the Quar- 
Boy. Yes, Sir, an attrative Title the Author | rel between Humours having been much the an- 
has given it. | enter; and, in my poor Opinion, the Root of 
Pro. A Magnete, 1 warrant you, _ Schiſm and Faction both 1n Church and Com- 


Dam. O, no, from Mages, Magna, Magnum. | mon-wealth, 
Boy. This Gentleman hath found the true Mag- | Boy. Such is the Opinion of many wiſe Men, 


nds that meet at this Shop ſtill, but how he will ſpeed 

Dam Of his Portal or Entry to the Work, ac- |in it, we cannot tell, and he himſelf (it ſeems) 
cording to Vitruvias. Icts cares. For he will not be intreated by us, 

Boy. Sir, all our work is done without a Por- | to giveit a Profogue. He has loſt roo much that 
tal —— or Vitruvizs. In Foro, as a true Comedy | way already, he fays. He will not wooe the 
ſhould be. And what is conceal'd within, 1s | Gentile ignorance ſo much. But careleſs of all 
brought out, and made preſent by report. vulgar Cenfure, as not depending on common 


Dam. We (ce not that always obſerv'd by your ——_— he is confident it ſhall ſuper-pleaſe 
Authors of theſe Times 3 or ſcarce any other. judicious Spectators, and to them he leaves it to 
Boy. Where it is not at all known, how ſhould | work with the relt, by Example or otherwiſe. 
it be obſerv'd 2 The moſt of thoſe your People| Dax. He may be deceived in that, Boy : Few 
call Authors, never dreamt of any Decorum, or | tollow Examples now, eſpecially if they be good. 
what was proper in the Scene; but grope at it 1 Boy. The Play is ready to begin, Gentlemen, 1 
the dark, and tcel or fumble for it ; I ſpeak it, both | tell yon, leſt you might defraud the expectation of 
with their leave and the leave o' your People. the People, tor whom you are Delegates ! Pleaſe 

Dam. But, why Humors reconcild; 1 would | you take a couple of Seats and plant your ſelves, 
fain know ? here, as near my ſtanding as you can : Fly every 
Boy. 1 can fatisfie you there too : if you will. | thing (you fee) to the Mark, and cenſure it, 
But, perhaps you deſire not to be ſatisfied. freely. So. you interrupt not the Series or Thred 
Dam. No ? Why ſhould you conceive fo, Boy? | of the Argument, to break or pucker it, with 
Boy. My Conceit is not ripe yet : Ill tell you | unneceſſary Queſtions. For, I muſt tell you, 
that anon. The Anthor beginning his Studies of | (not out of mine own Diamen, but the Anthors,) 
this kind, with every Man in his Humour 3 and | A good Play 1s like a Skean of Silk : which, if you 
after every Man out of his Humour and fince, | take by the right end, you may wind off at plea- 
continuing in all his Plays, eſpecially thoſe of the | ſure, on the Bottom or Card of your Diſcourſe, 
Comick Thred, whercot the New-I1n was the laſt, 'in a Tale, or ſo ; how you will : But if you 
ſome recent Humours ſtill, or Manners of Men, light on the wrong end; you will pull all into a 
that went along with the Times ; finding himfelf knot, or Elte-lock 5 which nothing bur the Sheers, 
now near the cloſe, or ſhutting up of his-Circle, | or a Candle will undo, or ſeparate. 
hath phant'fied to himſelt, in Ide, this Magnetick| Dam. Stay ! who be theſe, I pray you ? 
Mijtris. A Lady, a brave bountiful Houſe-|} Boy. Becauſe 1t is your firſt Queſtion, and 
keeper, and a vertuous Widow : who having a| {thele be the prime pertons) it would in civility 
young Neice, ripe tor a Man and marriageable, | require an an{wer : but I have heard the Poet at- 
he makes that his Center attraQtive, to draw thi- | firm, that to be the molt unlucky Scexe in a Play, 
ther a diverſity of Gueſts, all Perſons of ditferent | which needs an Interpreter 3; eſpecially, when 
Humours to make up his Perizriter. And this he | the Auditory are awake : and ſuch are yon, he 
hath call'd Humonrs reconciÞd, ' preſumes. Ergo. 
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Act I. Scene I, 


Compaſs, Ironſide. 
Om, Welcome good Captain Ironſide, and Bro- 


ther ; 
You ſhall along with me. I'm __ hard by 
Here, at a noble Ladies Houſe i th ſtreet, 


The Lady Loadſfones (one will bid us welcome) 
Where there arc Genelewomen, and male Gueſts 
Of ſeveral humours, carriage, conſtitution, 
Profeflion too : but fo diamecral 
One to another, and ſo much oppos'd, 
As it I can but hold them all together, ' 
And draw *em to a ſufferance ot themſelves, 
Buc till the Diſſolution of the Dinner, 
I ſhall have juſt occaſion co believe 
My wit is magiſterial ; and our ſelves 
Take infinite delight i' the ſucceſs. 
Iro. Troth, Brother Compaſs, vou ſhall pardon me; 
I love not fo to multiply acquaintance 
At a Meals coſt ; 'twill cake off o' my freedom 
So much ; or bind me to the leaſt obſervance. 
Com. Why, Ironſide, you know I am a Scholar, 
And part a Soldier ; I have been employed 
By ſome the greateſt States-men o' the Kingdom, 
Theſe many years: and in my time convers'd 
With ſundry humors, ſuiting ſo my felt 
To company, as honeſt Men, and Knaves, 
Good-fellows, Hypocrites, all forts of People, 
Though never fo divided in themſelves, 
Hare i!tudicd ro agree {till in the uſage, 
And handling of me (which hath been fair too.) 
Ire. Sir I conteſs you to be one well read 
In Men, and Manners ; and chat, uſually, 
The moſt ungovern'd Perſons, you being preſent, 
Rather ſubject chemſelves unto your cenlure, 
Than give you leaſt occation of diſtaſte, 
By making you the ſubject of their mirth : 
Bur ( to deal plainly with you, as a Brother ) 
When ever I diſtruſt © my own Valour : 
I'll never bear me on anothers Wit, 
Or ctlzr to bring off, or fave my 1clt 
On the opinion ot your Judgment, Gravity, 
Ditcrction, or wizac cife. Bur (being away) 
You'are fureto have lels-wit- work, gentle Brother, 
My humour being as {ftubborn as the reſt, 
Ard 25 unmanaz2abic. Cm. Yori do niitake 
My Ca: act ct yeur ticndihip all this while ! 


| 


| I have ſome little Plot upon the re 


Or at what rate I reckon your afliſtance, 

Knowing by long experience, to ſuch Aniwals, 
Halt-hearted Creatures, as theſe are, your Fox there, 
Unkennel'd with a Cholerick, ghaſtly aſpect, 

Or two or three comminator , __ 4 

Would run their fears to any hole of ſheltar, 

Worth a days laughter ! I am for the ſport: 

For nothing elſe. To. But, Brother, I ha' ſeen 

A Coward, meeting with a Man as valiant 

As our St. George (not knowing him to be ſuch, 

Or having leait opinion that he was ſo ) 

Set to him roundly, I, and ſwinge him ſoundly :; 
And i the vertuc of that error, having 

Once overcome, refolv'd for ever after 

Toerre; and think no Perſon, nor no Creature 
More valiant than himſelf. Com. I think that too : 
But, Brother, (could I over intreat u ) 


If you would be contented, to endure 
A Qiding reprehenſion at my hands, 
To hear your ſelf, or your profeſſion glanc'd at 
In a few lighting terms : It would beget 
Me ſuch a main Authority, o' the bie, 
And do your {elf no diſ-repute at all ! 
Iro. Compaſs, I know that univerſal Cauſes 
In nature produce nothing , but as mceting 
Particular Cauſes, to determine thoſe, 
And ſpecific their ats. This is a piece 
Of Oxford Science, ſtaics with me ere ſince 
[left that place; and I have often found 
The truth thereof, in my private paſſions: 
For I do never feel my felt perturb'd 
With any general words 'gainſt my profeſlion, 
Unlcis by ſome ſmart ſtroke upon my ſelf 
They do awake, and ſtir me : elſe, to wiſe 
And well experienc'd Men, words do but ſignifie; 
They have no power, fave with dull Grammarians, 
Whoſe Souls are nought, but a Synraxs of them. 
Cem. Here comes our Parſon, Parſon Palate here, 
A venerable Youth! I muſt ſalute him, 
And a great Clerk ! he's going to the Ladies, 
And though you ſee him chus, without his Cope, 
I dare aflure you, he's our Pariſh Pope! ; 


God fave my reverend Clergy, Parſon Palate. 


Act 


— 


The Magnetich Lady. 


AR 1. 
Palate, Compaſs, Ironſide. 


'-T*He witty Mr. Compaſs! how is't, with you ? 
- T Com. My Lady ays for you, and for your 
Counſel, , 
Touching her Niece Mrs. Placentia Steel | 
Who ſtrikes the fire of full fourteen to day, 
Rips for a Husband. Pal. I, ſhe chimes, ſhe chimes. 
Saw you the Doctor Rut, the Houſe Phyſician ? 
He's ſent for too. Com. To Counſel? time yo'were there. 
Make haſte, and give it a round quick diſpatch: 
That we may go to Dinner betimes, Parſon : 
And drink a Health, or ewo more, to the buſineſs. 
Iro. This is a ſtrange put-off ! a reverend youth, 
You uſe him moſt ſurreverently methinks ! 
What call you him? Palate Pleaſe ? or Parſon Palate ? 
Com. Al's one, but ſhorter ! I can gi'you his Character. 
He is the Prelate of the Pariſh, here, 
And governs all the Dames, appoints the Cheer, 
Writes down the Bills of Fare, pricks all the Gueſts, 
Makes all the Matches and the Marriage Feaſts 
Within the Ward ; draws all the Pariſh Wills, 
Deſigns the Legacies, and ſtrokes the Gills 
Of che chief Mourners : And (whoever lacks) 
Of all the Kindred, he hath firſt his Blacks. 
Thus holds he Weddings up, and Burials, 
As his main Tiching ; with the Goſlips Stalls, 
Their Pews ; he's top ſtill, at che Publick Meſs, 
Comforts the Widow, and the fatherleſs, 
In funeral Sack ! Sits *bove the Alderman ; 
For of the Ward-mote Queſt, he berter can, 
The myltery, than the Levitick Law: 
That piece of Clark-ſhip doth his Veſtry awe. 
He is, as he conceives himſelf, a fine 
Well furniſh'd, and apparelled Divine. 
ho. Who made this Epigram, you ? 
Com. No, a great Clerk : 
As any 's of his bulk ( Benj. Zohbnſon ) made it. 
fro. Bue what's the other Character, Do&or Rut ? 
Com. The fame Man made *em both : bur his is ſhorter, 
And not in Rhime, but Blanks. Pl cell you chat, too. 
Rut is a young Phyfician to the Family : 
Thar, letting God alone, aſcribes co nature 
More than her ſhare ; licentious in diſcourſe, 
And in his life a profeſt Voluptuary 
The flave of Money, a Buffoon in Manners ; 
Obſcene in Language; which he vents for Wit ; 
Is fawcy in his Logicks, and diſputing; 
Is any thing but Civil, or a Man. _ 
See here they are! and walking with my Lady, 
In conſultation, afore the Door ; 
We will flip in, as if we ſaw em not. 


Act I. Scene II. 
Lady, Palate, Rut. 


Scene IL 


Lad. Y, "tis his fault, ſhe's not beſtow'd, | 
Iu, Brother Intereſfs. Pal. Who, old Sir Moath ? 
Lad. He keeps off all her Suitors, keeps the Portion 
Still in his Hands : and will not part with all, 
On any terms. Pal. Hine ille lachryme ; 
Thence flows the cauſe o* the main grievance. Rut.That 
It isa main one | how much is the Portion ? 
Lad. No petty ſum. Pal. But ſixteen thouſand Pound. 
Rut. He thould be forc'd, Madam, tolay it down. 
When is it payable ? Lad. When ſhe-is married. 
Pal. Marry her, marry her, Madam. 
Rut. Get her married. : 
Looſe not a day, an hour Pal. Not a minute. 
Purſue your Project real, Mr. Compaſs 
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Advisd you to. He is the perfe& Inſtrument 
Your Ladiſhip ſhould fail by. Rur. Now, Mr. Compaſ; 
Is a fine witty Man ; I faw him go in, now. 
Lad. Is he gone in? Pal. Yes. and a Feather wich him, 
He ſeems a Soldier. Rut. Some new Suicor, Madam. 
Lad. 1 am beholding tohim: he brings ever 
Variery of good Perſons to my Table, 
And I muſt thank him, though my Brother Intereſt 
Diſlike of ic a little. Pal. He likes nothing 
That runs your way. ' Rat. Troth,and the other Cares not- 
He'll $9 his own way, if he think it righe. 
Lad. He's a true Friend ' and there's Mr. Praftice, 
The fine young Man of Law, comes to the Houſs : 
My Brother brooks him not, becauſe he thinks 
He is - me afligned for my Niece : 
He will not hear of it. Kr. Not of that Ear: 
Bur yer your Ladiſhip doth wiſely in it—— | 
Pa/. Twill make him to lay down the Portion ſooner, 
If he but dream you'll match her with a Lawyer. 
Lad. So Mr. _—_ ſays. It is bzeween 
The Lawyer, and the Courtier, which ſhall have her. 
Pal. Who, Sir Diaphanows Silk worm ? 
Rut. A fine Gentleman, 
Old Mr. Silk-worm's Heir. Pal. And a neat Courtier, 
Of a moſt clegane Thread. Lad. And fo my Goflip 
Poliſh atſures me. Here ſhe comes ! good Poliſh 
Welcome in troth ! How do'ſt thou, gentle Poliſh ? 
Rut. Who's this? Pal. Dame Poliſh, her She-paraſite, 
Her calking, ſoothing, ſometime governing Gotltp. 


Act I. Scene IV, 


Poliſh, Lady, Palate, Rut. 


—V> Ladiſhip is ſtill che Lady Loadſftenc, 
2 draws, and draws unto you, Guelts of all 
orts: 
The Courrtiers, and the Soldiers, and the Scholars, 
The Travellers, Phyſicians, and Divines, 
As Doctor Ridley writ, and Door Barlow. 
They both have wrote of you, and Mr. Compaſs. 
Lad. We mean, they ſhall wrice more, ere it be long. 
Pol. Alas, they are both dead, and'r pleaſe you ; bur 
Your Ladiſhip means well, and ſhall mean well, 
So long as I ive, How does your fine Niece? 
My charge, Miſtris Placentia Steel ? 
Lad. She is not well. Pol. Not well? 
Lad. Her Doctor ſays ſo. 
Rut. Not very well ; ſhe cannot ſhoot at Buts, 
Or manage a great Horſe, but ſhe can cranch 
A (ack of Small-coal! eat you Lime, and Hair, 
Soap-aſhes, Loam, and has a dainty ſpice / (lie ! 
O' the Green-ſickneſs! Pol.'Od ſhield | Rut.Or che Drop- 
A toy, a thing of nothing. Bur my Lady, here, 
Her noble Aunt. Pol. She is a noble Aunt! 
And a right worſhiptul Lady, and a vertuous ; 
I know it well: Rue. Well, if you know it, peace. 
Pal. Good Siſter Poliſh, hear your berters ſpeak. 
Pl. Sir I will ſpeak, with my good Ladies leave, 
And ſpeak, and ſpeak again; I did bring up 
My Ladies Niece, Mrs. Placentia Steel, 
With my own Daughter (who's Placentia too) 
And waits upon my Lady, is her Woman: 
Her Ladiſhip well knows Mrs Placentia 
Steel (as I ſaid) her curious Niece, was lefe 
A Legacy to me, by Father and Mother, 
With the Nurſe, Keep, that rended her : her Mother 
She dicd in Child-bed of her, and her Father 
Liv'd not long after : for he lov'd her Mother ! 
They were a godly —_— yet both di'd, 
(As we muſt all.) No Creature is immortal, 
| have heard our Paſtor ſay : no, not the faithful ! 


And they did die (as I faid) both in one month, 
Rut. Sure ſhe 1s not long liy'd, if ſhe ſpend Breath thus. 
Rrce Pol. And 
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Pol. And did bequeath her, to my care, and hand, 
To poliſh, and bring up. I moulded her, 
And faſhion'd her, and form'd her ; ſhe had the ſweat 
Both of my Brows and Brains. My Lady knowsit 
Since ſhe could write a quarter old. Lad. I know not 
That ſhe could write ſc carly, my good Goſlip. 
But I do know ſhe was ſo long your care, 
Till ſhe was twelve vear old ; that I call'd for her, 
And took her home, for which I thank you Polzſh, 
And am beholden to you. Rut. I fure thought 
She had a Leaſe of talking, for nine lives — 

Pal. It may be ſhe has. Pol. Sir,lixteen thouland Pound 
Was then her Portion | for ſhe was, indeed, 
Their only Ckild ! and this was to be paid 
Upon ber Marriage, fo ſhe married {till 
With my good Ladies liking here, her Aunt : 
(1 heard the Will read) Mr. Steel, her Father, 
The World condemn'd him to be very rich, 
And very hard ; and he did ſtand condemn'd 
With that vain World, till, as 'twas prov'd, after 
He left almoſt as much more to good uſes 
In Sir Moath Intereft's hands, my Ladies Brother, 
Whoſe Siſter he had married : he holds all 
In his cloſe gripe. But Mr. Stee/ waSliberal, 
And a fine Man; and ſhe adainty Dame, 
And a religious, and a bountitul- 


Act I. Scene V. 
To them. ] Compaſs, Ironſide. 


You knew her, Mr. Compaſs? Com. Spare the torture, 
I do conteſs without it. Pol. And her Husband, 

What a fine couple they were? and how they liv'd * 
Com. Ycs. (Yes. 
Pol. And lov'd together, like a pair of Turtles! Com. 
Pol. And feaſted all the Neighbours. 

Some body that hath mercy. Rut. O he knows her, 

It ſeems ! Cem. Or any meaſure of compaſiton: 

Doctors, if you be Chriſtians, undertake 

One for the Soul, the other tor the Body : 

Pe]. She would diſpute with the Doors of Divinity, 
At her own Table ! and the Spittle Preachers ! 

And find out the Armenians. Rut. The Armenians ? 

Pi. I ſay, the Armenians. Com. Nay,lI ſay fo too! 

Pol. So Mr. Poliſh cail'd 'em, the Armenians ! 

Com. And Medes and Perſians, did he not? 

Pol. Yes, he knew 'em, 

And fo did Miſtris Sreell : She was his Pupil. 

The Armenians, he would ſay, were worle chan Papiſts : 

And then the Perſians were our Puritans, 

Had the fine piercing wits! Com. And who, the Medes : 
Pol. The middle Men, the luke-warm Proteſtants ? 
Kut, Qut, out. Pol. Sir, ſhe would find chem by their 

branching : 

Their branching Sleeves, branche Caſſocks, and branche 

Doctrine, 

Beſide their Texts, K+; Stint Karlin ; Il not hear, 

Confute her Parſon, Pol, I reſpect no Parſons, 

Chaplins,or Doctors, will ſpeak. Lad.Ycy,ſo't be reaſon, 

Let her. Rut. 'Dcath, ſhe cannot ſpeak reaſon, 

Com, Nor ſenſe, if we be Maſters of our fenſcs | 

Irv. What mad Woman ha' they got here, to bate ? 

Pol, Sir, I am mad, in eruth, and to the purpols ; 

And cannot but be mad, to hear my Ladics 

Dead Silter lighted, witty Mrs. Steel ! 

Iro, It ſhe had a wit, Death has gone neer to ſpoil it, 
Aſſure your ſelf. Pol. She was both witty, and zcalous, 
And lighted all che Tinder o the truth, 

(As one {aid) of Religion, in our Pariſh ; 

She was too learn'd to live long with us! 

She could the Bible in the Holy Tongue: 

And read it without Pricks : had all her aaſoreth ; 

Knew Burton, and his Bull; and ſcribe Prin-Genc. 


} 


Com Take her off 


1{ Be the commodity whac ic will ) the place, 


—_— — 


Prefto-be-gon : and all the Phariſees. Lad. Dear Goſlip, 

| Be you gone, at this time, too, and vouchſafe 

To ſee your charge, my Niece. Pol. I ſhall obey 

If your wiſe Ladiſhip think fit : I know 

To yield to my Superiors. Lad. A good Woman ! 

Bur when ſhe is impertinent, grows earneſt, 

A little troubleſome, and out of feafon : 

Her love and zeal tranſport her. Com. IT am glad 

That any thing could port her hence. We now 

Have hopeof Dinner, alter her long Grace. 

[ have brought your Ladiſhip a hungry Gueſt here, 

A Soldier, and my Brother Captain Ironfide : 

Who being by cuſtom grown a Sanguinary, 

The ſolemn and adopted Son of ſlaughter : 

Is more delighted i” the chaſe of an Enemy, 

An execution of three days, and nights, 

Then all che hope of numerous ſucceflion, 

Or happineſs of Iſſue could bring to him. 
Rut. He is no Suitor then? Pal. So't ſhould ſeem. 
Com. And if he can get pardon at Heavens hand 

For all his murthers, is in as good caſe 

As a new chriſt'ned Infant : (his Imployments 

Continu'd to him, without interruption, 

And not allowing him, or time, or place 

To commit any other ſin, but thole) 

Pleaſe you to make him welcome tor a moal, Madam. 
Lad. "The noblenels of his prote(lion makes 

His welcome perfect : though your courſe defcripuon 

Would fcem to fully it. Io. Never, where a beam 

Of ſo much favour doth illuſtrate it, 

Righe knowing Lady. Pal. She hath cur'd all well, 
Rut. And he hath futed well the Complement. 


A& I. Scene VL 


Sir Diaphanows, Praftice, 


To them. | 
cmN O, here they come! the prime Magnerick Gueſts 
Our Lady Leoadſtone 1o reipets : the Artick ! 
And th' Antartick | Sir D:apbonous Sulk-worm ! 
A Courtier extraordinary ; who by diet 
Of Meats and Drinks, his temperate Exercile, 
Choice Muſick, trequent Baths, his horary ſhits 
Of Shirts and Waſtc-coats, means to immorcalize 
Mortality ir ſelf, and makes the eflence 
Of his whole happineſs the trim of Court. 
Dia. I thank you, Mr. Compaſs, for your ſhort 
Encomiaſtick. Rat. It is much in litcle, Sir. 
Pal. Conciſe, and quick : the true ſtile of an Orator. 
Com. But Mr. Prattice here, my Ladies Lawyer, 
Or Man of Law: ( tor that's the true writing ) 
A Man fo dedicate to his profeflion, 
And the preterments go along with it; 
As ſcarce the thund'ring brute of an Invaſion, 
Another eighty eight, chreat'ning his Country 
With ruin, would no more work upon him, 
Than Syrecuſa's Sack, on Arebimede ; 
S0 much he loves that Night-cap | the Bench-gown! 
With the broad Guard o'th' back! Theſe ſhew 
A Man berroth'd unto the ſtudy of our Laws! 
Pra, Which - but chink the crafty impoſitions, 
Of ſubtile Clerks, teats of fine underſtanding, 
To abuſe Clots, and Clowns with, Mr. Compaſe, 
Having no ground in nature to luſtain it, 
Or light, from thoſe clear cauſes; to the inquiry 
And fcarch of which, your Mathematical Head 
Hath fo devow'd it felt. Com. Tut, all Men arg 
Philoſophers, to their inches. There's within, 
Sir Intereſt, as able a Philofopher, 
In buying and felling ! has reduc'd his thritt, 
To certain principles, and i” that method ' 
As he will toll you inſtantly, by Logorzthms, 
The utmoſt protit of a ſtock imployed ; 
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Or time, but cauſing very, very lictle, 
Or, I may ſay, no paralax at all, 

In his pecuniary obſervations! ER 
He has brought your Nieces Portion with him, Madam; 
At lcaſt, the Man that muſt receive it : Here 

They come negotiating the affair; _ 

You may perceive the Contract in their Faces, 

Andread th* Indenture. If you'll fign *em: So. 


A&R I. Scene VII. 


To them. | Intereſt, Bias. 


Pl. Hat is he, Mr. Compaſs ? Com. A Vi-politick: 
Or a ſub aiding Inſtrument of State ! 

A kind of a laborious Secretary 

To a great Man ! (andlikely to come on) 

Full of attendance ! and of ſuch a ſtride 

In buſineſs Politick, or Oeconomick, 

As well his Lord may ſtoop © adviſe with him, 

And be preſcribed by him in affairs 

Of highelt conſequence, when he is dull'd, 

Or wearied with the leſs. Dia. *Tis Mr. Bias, 

Lord Whach'um's Politick. Com. You know the Man ? 

Dia. I ha? ſeen him wait at Court,there,with his Mani- 
Of Papers and Petitions. Pra. He is one (ples 
That over-rules, tho' by his authority 
Of living there ; and cares for no Man elle; 

Negledts the Sacred Letter of the Law; 

And holds it all to be but a dead heap 

Of civil Inſtitutions : the reſt only 

Of common Men, and their cauſes, a Farrago, 
Or a made diſh in Court; a thing of nothing, 

Com. And that's your quarrel at him ? a uſt plea. 

Int. I tell you,Siſter Load;fone— Com.(Hang your Ears 
This way, and hear his Praiſes : now Moath opens. ) 

Ist. I ha* brought you here the very Man ! the Jewel 
Of all the Court ! cloſe Mr. Bias ! Siſter, 

Apply him to your ſide! or you may wear him 
Here oe your Breaſt ! or hang him in your Ear ! 
He's a fit Pendant for a Ladies tip ! 

A Chrylſolite, a Gem: the very Agate 

Of State, and Polity : cut from the Quar 

Of Machiavel, a true Cornelian, 

As Tacitus himſelf! and to be made 

The broach to any true State-cap in Europe ! 

Lad. You praiſe him, Brother, as you had hope to ſell 

him. 

Com. No, Madam, as he had hope to ſell your Niece 
Unto him. Lad.'Ware your true Jeſts, Mr. Compaſs ; 
They will not reliſh. Iz. I will tell you, Siſter, 

I cannot cry his Carract up enough : 

He is unvaluable : All the Lords 

Have him in that eſteem, for his Relations, 
Corrant's, Aviſes, Correſpondences | 
With this Ambailador, and that Agent ! He 
Will ſcrew you out a Secret from a Statiſt——- 

Com, So calie, as ſome Cobler worms a Dog. 

Int, And lock it in the Cabinet of his memory— 

Com, 'Till 't curn a policick Infe, or a Fly ! 

Thus long. Int, You may be merry, Mr, Compaſs, 
But chough you have the reverſion of an Office, 
You are not in't, Sir. Bia. Remember that, 

Com. Why ſhould chat tright me, Mr. Bi=, from telling 
Whole aſs you are ! Int. Sir, he's one, can do 
His turns there : and deliver too his Letters, 

As punctually, and in as good a faſhion, 


- As ere a Secretary can in Court, 


Iro. Why, is it any matter in what faſhion 
A Man deliver his Letters, fo he not open *em ? 
Bia. Yes, we have certain precedents in Court, 
From which we never {werve, once in an Age: 
And (whatſoe'er he thinks ) I know the Arts, 
And Sciences do not directlier make 


A Graduate in our Univerſities, 
Than an habitual gravity prefers 
A Manin Co Com. Which-by the truer ſtile, 
Some call a forfhal, flat ſervility. 
Bia. Sir, you may call it what you pleaſe : But we 
(That tread the path of publick bulineſles ) 
Know what a tacit ſhrug is, or a ſhrink ; 
The wearing the Callor, the politick Hood, 
And twenty other Parerga, © the bie , 
You Seculars underſtand not : 1 ſhall trick him, 
If his Reverſion come i” my Lords way. 
Dia. What is that, Mr. Pratice? you ſure know ? 
Mas” Compaſſes Reverſion ? Pra. A fine place 
( Surveyor of the Projects general ) 
[ would I had ic. Pal. What is't worth? Pra. O Sir, 
A Nemo ſcit. Lad. We'll think on't afore Dinner. 


CHORUS. 


Boy. ow, Gentlemen, what cenſure you of our Protaſir, 
N or firſt 4&# ? 4 4 

Pro, Well, Boy, it is a fair Preſentment of your A&ors, 
Anda handſome promiſe of ſomewhat to come hereafter. 

Dam. But, there is nothing done in it, or concluded : 
Theretore 1 ſay, no AR. ; 

Bey. A fine piece of Logick ! Do you look, Mr. Dam- 
play, tor concluſions in a Protaſis ? I thought the Law of 
Comedy had reſerv'd to the Cataſtrophe : and that the Epi- 
taſis, (as we are taught)and the Cataſtaſis, had been inter- 
vening parts, to have been expected. But you would 
have all come together it ſeems : The Clock ſhould ſtrike 
hive at once, with the Ads. 

Dam. Why, if it could do fo, it were well, Boy. 

Boy. Yes, if thenature of a Clock were to ſpeak, not 
ſtrike. So, if a Child could be born ina Play, and grow 
up to a Man, ' the firſt Scene, before he went off che 
Stage : and then after to come forth a + p——— be made 
a Knight: and that Knight to travel between the Acts, 
and do wonders 1 the Holy Land or elſewhere ; kill 
Paynims, wild Boars, dun Cows, and other Monſters ; be- 
get him a reputation, and marry an Emperours Daugh-' 
ter : for his Mrs. Convert her Fathers Country ; and at 
laſt come home, lame and allto be-laden with Miracles. 
- Dam. Theſe Miracles would pleaſe, I affure you: and 
take the People ! For there be of the People, that will ex- 
pect Miracles, and more than Miracles from this Pen. 

Boy. Do they think this Pen can juggle? I would we 
had Hes pokos tor *'em then; your People, or Travuutanto 
Tudesko. 

Dam. Who's that, Buy ? 

Boy. Another Juggler, with a long name. Or that 
your expecters would be gone hence, now, at the firſt 
Aa; or expect no more hereafter than they underſtand. 

Dam. Why 1o, my peremptory Jack ? 

Boy. My name is febn, indeed— Becauſe, who ex- 
=_ what is impoflible, or beyond nature, defraud them- 
elves, 

Pro, Nay, there the Boy faid well ; They do defraud 
themſelves indeed, 

Boy. And therefore, Mr. Damplay, unleſs like a folemn 
Juſtice of wit, you will damn our Play, unheard, or 
unexamin'd ; I ſhall intreat your Mrs. Madam Expetta- 
tion, if (he be among theſe Ladies, to have patience, but 
a pilling while : give our Springs leave to open a little, 
by degrees : A Source of ridiculous matter may break 
forth anon, that ſhall ſteep their Temples, and bathe 
their Brains in laughter, to the fomenting of ſtupidity 
it ſelf, and the awaking any velvet Lethargy in the 
Houle. 

Pro, Why do you maintain your Poets quarrel fo 
with Velvet, and good Clothes, Boy ? we have ſeen him in 
indifferent good Clothes, ere now. 


Rrr 2 Boy. And 
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Boy. And mY do in better, if it pleaſe the King . 
(his Maſter) to ſay Amen to it, and allow it, to whom | A kind of Diſeaſe, I can aſlure you, 
he acknowledgeth all. But his Clothes ſhall never be the j And like the Fiſh our Mariners call Remora— 
beſt thing about him, though ; he will Mve ſomewhar Keep. A Remora Miſtris! Pol. How now Goody Nurſe ? 
beſide, either of humane Letters, or ſevere Honeſty, | Dame Keep of Katerns ? what ? have you an Oar 
ſhall ſpeak him a Man, though he went naked. I the Cockboat, *cauſe you are a Sailors Wife, 
Pro, He is beholden to you, if you can make this| And come from Shawdell ? I fay a Remors : 
, Boy. For it will ſtay a Ship that's under fail ! 
Boy. Himſelf hath done that already, againſt Envy. | And Stays are long and tedious things to Maids! 
Dam. What's your Name, Sir ? or your Country ? And Maidens are young Ships that would be ſailing 
Boy. Fobn Try-guſt my Name : A Corniſh Youth, and | When they be rigg'd : wheretore is all their trim elſe / 


The Maidens Malady 3 which is a Sickneſ : 


the Poets Servant. Nee. True; and for them to beltaid, — 
Dam. Weſt-country breed I thought, you were ſo| Pel. The ſtay is dangerous : 
bold. You know it Mr. Needle. Nee. I know ſomewhat: 


Boy. Or rather ſawcy; to find out your Palate, | And can aſſure you, from the Doors Mouth, 
Mr. Damplay. *Faith we do call a Spade, & Spade in | She has a Dropltic ; and muſt change the Air, 
Cormwal. It you dare damn our Play, i” the wrong | Betore ſhe can recover. Pol. Say you fo, Sir ? 
Place, we ſhall rake heart cotell you 1o. Nee. The Doctor fays ſo. Pol. Say* his Worthip fo ? 
Pro, Good Boy. I warrant *em he ſays true then; thy ſometimes 
Are Sooth-ſayers, and always c:.nning Men, 
Which Doctor was it? Nee &£'en my Ladies Dodtor : 


[. Scene |. The neat Houſe-Do&tor ; But a true Stone-Doctor, 
mn Pol, Why # hear you, Nurſe? How comes this jeer 
Keep, Placentia, Pleaſance, to pals f 


This is your fault in truth : It ſhall be your fault, 
Fe. Sweet Miſtris, pray you be merry : you areſure | And muſt be your fault : why is your Miſtris lick 2 
To have a Hurbagd now. Pla. I, it the ſtore She had her health, the while ſhe was wich me. 
Hurt not the choice. Ple: Store is no ſore, young Miſtris, | Kee. Alas good Miltris-Poliſh, I am no Saint, 
My Mother is wont to ſay. Keep. And ſhe'll ſay wiſely | Much lefs, my Lady, to be urg'd give Health, 


As any Mouth i” the Pariſh. Fix on one, Or Sickneſs at my Will : but to wait 
Fix upon one, good Miſtris. Pla. Ac this call too, The Stars good Pleaſure, and to do my duty, 
Here's Mr. Prattiſe, whois call'd to the Bench Pol. You muſt do more than your duty, fooliſh Nurſ: : 


Of purpoſe. Keep. Yes, and by my Ladies means — | You mult do all you can; and more than you can, 
Pls. Tis thought to be the Man. Keep. A Lawyers Wife. | More than is potible ; when Folks are ſick, 
Ple. And a fine Lawyers Wife. Keep. Is a brave Calling. E_—_ a Miſtris, a young Miſtris. 
Ple. Sweet Miltris Pra#iſe | Keep.Gentle Miſtris Praiſe! | Kee. Here's Mr. Door himſclt cannot do that. 


Ple. Fair, open Miſtris Prattiſe | wy I, and cloſe, Pol. Door Do-all can do it. Thence he's call'd fo. 


And cunning _—_ Prattiſe = I not = _ 
The Courtiers is the neater calling. Ple. Yes, & Scen q 
My Lady Silk-worm. _ And to ſhine in _ Act Il. cene II 
Ple. Like a young night Crow,a Diaphanows Silk-worm. t, Poliſh, Lady, Keep, Pl ” 
Keep. Lady Diaphonons ſounds tug mandy ——_—_ ah 
Ple. Which would you choſe, now Miſtris ? Rut. Hence? what's he call'd ? 
Pla. *Cannot tell. Pol. Doctor, do all you can, 
The Copy does confound one. Ple. Here's my Mother. | I pray you, and bzſeech you, for my charge here. 
Lad. She's my tendring Goflip, loves my Neice. 
AR IL. Scene IL Pol. I know you can do all things, what you pleaſe, Sir, 
For a young Damſel, my good Ladies Neice here ! 
Poliſh, Keep, Placentia, Pleaſance, Needle. You can do what you lift. Rur. Peace Tiffany. 


Pol. Eſpecially in chis new Caſe o' the Droplie. 
0]. How now,my dainty Charge,and diligent Nurſe ? | The Gentlewoman (I do fear) is leven'd. 
| Bp were you chanting on? (God bleſs you Maiden.) | Rut. Leven'd ? what's that ? 
[ To ber Daughter kneeling. | Pol. Puft, blown, and't pleaſe your Worlhip. 
Keep. We were inchanting all ; wiſhing a Husband Rut. What ! Dark by darker? What is blown? 


For my young Miſtris here. A man to pleaſe her. fd ? ſpeak Engliſh— 

Pol. She (hall have a Man, good Nurſe, and muſt | Pol. Tainted (and'r pleaſe you) ſome docall it. 

have a Man: She ſwells, and ſwells ſo with it.— Ru. Give her vent, 

A Man and a half, if we can chooſe him out; If ſhe do ſwell. A Gimblet muſt be had : 
We are all in Counſel within, and fit abour it : It is a Tympanites ſhe is troubled with ; 
The Doors and the Scholars ; and my Lady, There are three kinds : The firſt is Ana-ſarca 
Who's wiler then all us— Where's Mr. Needle ? Under the Fleſh a Tumour : that's not hers. 
Her Ladiſhip ſo lacks him to prick out The ſecond is Aſcites, or Aquoſus, 
The Man ? How dces my {weet young Miſtris ? A watry humour : that's not hers neither. 


You look not well methinks ! how do you, dear Charge ? | But 7; 
You muſt have a Husband,and you ſhall have a Husband. | A wind 


anites (which we call the Drum) 
mbs in her Belly, muſt be unbrac'd, 


There's two put out to making for you: A Third And with a Faucet, or a Peg, let our, 

Your Uncle promiſes: But you muſt {till And ſhe'll do well : get her a Husband. Pol. Yes, 

Be rul'd by your Aunt, according to the Will I ſay fo, Mr. De&or, and betimes too. . Lad. As 

Of your dead Father and Mother (who are in Heaven.) | Soon as we can: let her bear up to day, 

Your Lady-Aunt has choiſe i the Houſe for you : Laugh, and keep company, at Gleek or Crimp. 

We do not truſt your Uncle; he would keep you Pol. Your Ladiſhip ſays right, Crimp ſure will cure her. 
A Batchelor ſtill, by keeping of your Portion ; Rut. Yes, and Gleek too ; peace Goflip Tittle-Tattle, 
And keep you not alone without a , She muſt co morrow down into the Country, 

Bur in a licknelſs; I, and the Green-licknels, Some "Twenty miles ; A Coach and fix brave Horſes : 


Take 
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Take the freſh Air a Month there, or five Weeks ; 
And then return a Bride up to the Town, 
For any Husband 1! the Hemyſphere 
To chuck atz when ſhe has dropt her Timpany. 
Pol: Muſt ſhe then drop it : 
Rut. "Thence, *tis call'd a Dropfic. 
The Timpanites is one ſpice of it ; 
A Toy, a thing of nothing, a meer Vapour : 
I'll blow't away. Lad. Needle, get you the Coach 
Ready againſt ro morrow Morning, Mee. Yes Madam. 

Lad. I'\l down with her my ſelf, and thank the Door. 

Pol. We all ſhall thank him. Bur, dear Madam, think, 
Reſolve upon a Man this a Lad. I ha' don't. 
Totell you true, ({weet Goflip) here is none 
But Maſter De&or, he ſhall be of the Counſel : 

The Man I have deſign'd her to, indeed, 
Is Maſter Prattiſe : he's a neat young Man, 
Forward, and growing up in a Yrofetfion ! 
Like to be ſome body, it the Hall ſtand! 
And Pleading hold ! A prime young Lawyers Wife, 
Is a right happy Fortune, Rut, And ſhe bringing 
So plentiful a Portion, they may live 
Like King and Queen at / ne Are Law together ! 
Sway Judges ; guide the Courts 3 command the Clerks ; 
And 1:znc |, 1 ng rule at their Pleaſures, 
Like p*rry Soveraigns in all Caſes. Pol. O, that 
Will bz a work of time ; ſhe may be old 
Beto1e he: Hugband riſe to a chiet Judge z 
An ail, her flower be gone . No, no, a Lady 
Q tie firit Head Pd have her ; and in Court: 
1: Lady Sik-worm, a Diaphanows Lady : 
A 1) be a Vi-counteſs to carry all 
1-+e her, (as we ſay) her Gentleman-Ulher : 
; caſt off Pages, bare, to bid her Aunt 
\.\com unto her Honour at her Lodgings. 

Kt You ſay well, Ladies Goflip; if my Lady 
Could admit that, to have her Neice precede her. 

Lad. For that, I muſt conſult mine own Ambition, 
My zealous Goflip. Pol. O, you ſhall precede her : 
You ſhall be a Countels! Sir Diaphanons 
Shall get you made a Counte(s! Here he comes; 

Has my Voice certain : O fine Courtier ! 

O bleiſed man ! the bravery pricke our, 

To make my dainty charge a Vi-counteſs : 

And my good Lady, her Aunt, Countels at large! 


A& WI. Scene IV. 


Diaphanons, Palate. [To them. 


Dia. Tell thee, Parſon, if I get her, reckon 
Thou halt a Friend in Court; and ſhalt command 
A Thouſand pound, to go on any Errand, 
For any Church preferment chou haſt a mind to. 
Pal. | Thank your Worthip : I will ſo work for you, 
As you ſhall ſtudy all the ways to thank me : 
Fil work my Lady, and my Ladies Friends 3 
Her Goflip, and this Doctor, and Squire Needle, 
And Mr. Compaſs, who is all in all ; 
The very Fly the moves by : He 1s one 
That went to Sea with her Husband, Sir Fobn Loadſtone, 
And brought home the rich Prizes : all that Wealth 
Is left her : for which Service ſhe reſpes him : 
A dainty Scholar in the Mathemaricks ; 
And one ſhe wholly imploys. Now Dominms Prafiſe 
Is yet the man (appointed by her Ladiſtip) 
Bur there's a trick to ſer his Cap awry, 
It I know any thing : he hath confeſt 
To me in private, that he loves another, 
My Ladies Woman, Mrs. Pleaſance : therefore 
Secure you of Rivalſhip. Dis. I chank thee, 
My noble Parſon : There's Five hundred pound 
Waits on thee more for that. Pol. Accoſt the Neice: 
Yonder ſhe walks alone : Fil move the Aunt : 


m—__ 


Bur here's the Goflip ; ſhe expects a morſel. 
Ha' you ne'er a Ring, or Toy to throw away ? 
D:a.Yes, here's a Diamond of ſome Threeſcore Pound 
I pray you give her that. Pal. If ſhe will take it. 
Dia. And there's an Emerald for the Door too : 
Thou Parſon, thou ſhalt coin me: I am thine. 
Pal. Here Mr. Compaſs comes : Do you ſee my Lady, 
And all the reſt, how they do flutter about him ? 
He is the Oracle of the Houſe and Family. 
Now is your time : go nick it with the Neice : 
I will walk by 3 and hearken how the Chimes go. 


Ac IL. Scene V, 
Compaſs. [To them, 


Com. Ay, Parſon, ſtand not off ; you may approach : 
N This is no ſuch hid Point of State, we handle, 


| But you may hear it : for weare all of Counſel. 


The gentle Mr. Pra#iſe hath dealt clearly, 
And nobly with you, Madam. 
Lad. Ha' you talk'd with him ? 
And made the Overture ? Com. Yes, firſt I mov'd 
The Buſineſs truſted ro me by your Ladiſhip, 
I” your own words, almoſt your very Syllables : 
Save where my Memory treſpaſs'd *gainſt cheir Elegance; 
For which 1 hope your Pardon. en I inlarg'd 
In my own homely Stile, the ſpecial goodneſs 
And greatneſs of your Bounty in your Choice, 
And tree conterring of a Benefit, 
So without ends, conditions, any tye, 
But his meer Vertue, and the value of it, 
To call him to your Kindred, to your Veins, 
Inſert him in your Family, and to make him 
A Nephew by the offer of a Neice, 
With fuch a Portion ; which when he had heard, 
And moſt maturely acknowledg'd (as his Calling 
Tends all unto maturity) he return'd 
A Thanks as ample as the Curtehie, 
(In my Opinion) ; faid it was a Grace, 
Too great to be rejeted or accepted 
By him ! But as the Terms ſtood with his Fortune, 
He was not to prevaricate with your Ladiſhip, 
But rather to require ingenious leave, 
He might with & ſame love that it was offer'd 
Refuſe it, fince he could not with his honeſty, 
(Being he was ingag'd before) receive it. 
Pal.The ſame he faid tome. Com. And name the Party ? 
Pal. He did, and he did not. | 
Com. Come, leave your Schemes, 
And fine Amphibelies, Parſon. Pal. You'll hear more. 
Pol. Why, now your Ladiſhip is free to chuſe 
The Courtier Sir Diaphanow : he ſhall do it, 
Pll move it to him my {elf. 
Lad. What will you move to him ? 
Pol. The making you a Countels. 
Lad. Stint, fond Woman. 
Know you the Party Mr. Pra#iſe means ? 
Com. No, but your Parſn ſays he knows, Madam. 
Lad. I fear he Fables; Parſon, do you know 
Where Mr. Pra#iſe is ingagd ? Pal. Il cell you ! 
Bur under feal, her Mother muſt not know : 
'Tis with your Ladiſhips Woman, Mrs. Pleaſance. 
Com. How ! Lad. He is not mad. 
Pal. O hide the hideous Secret 
From her, ſhe'll crouble all elfe. You do hold 
A Cricket by the Wing, Com. Did he name Pleaſance ? 
Are you ſure, Parſon? Lad. O *cis true, your Miſtris ! 
I find where your Shooe wrings you, Mr. Compaſs: 
But, you'll look to him there. Com. Yes, here's Sir Moath, 
Your Brother, with his Bras, and the Party 
Deep in diſcourſe ; 'ewill be a Bargain and Sale, 


[To Compaſs. 


| I ſee by their cloſe working of their Heads, _ 
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And running them together ſo in Counſel. 

Lad. Will Mr. Pratiſe bz of Counſel againſt us ? 

Cem. He is a Lawyer, and muſt ſpeak for his Fee, 
Apainſt his Father and Mother, all his Kindred; 

His Brothers or his Siſters : no exception 

Lies at the Common-Law. He mult not alter 
Nature for Form, but go on in his Path—— 

It may be he will be for us. Do not you 

Offer to meddle, let them take their Courſe : 
Diſpatch, and marry heroff to any Husband ; 
Be not you ſcrupulous ; let who can have her : 
So he lay down the Portion, though he geld it : 
It will maintain the ſuit againſt him : ſomewhat, 
Something in hand is bettzr than no Birds; 

He ſhall at laſt accompt for the utmoſt Farthing, 
If you can keep your hand from a Diſcharge. 

Pel. Sir, do but make her Worſhipful Aunt a Counteſs, 
And ſhe is yours : her Aunt has Worlds to leave you : 
The Wealth of ſix Eaft- Indian Fleets at leaſt ! 

Her Husband, Sir fobn Loadicne, was the Governour 
O* the Company ſeven years. Dia. And came there home 
Six Fleets in ſeven years ? Pol. I cannot tell, 

I nwſt attend my Goflip her good Ladiſhip. 

Pla. And will you make me a Vi-counteſs too ? For, 
How do they make a Counteis ? in a Chair ? 

Or *pon a Bed ? Dia.Both ways,tweet Bird,I'll ſhew you. 


Act IL Scene VI. 


Intereſt, Pratliſe, Bias, Compaſs, Palate, Rut, 
Ironſide. | To them. 


He truth is, Mr. Pra#iſe, now we are ſure 
That you are off, we dare come on the bolder : 
The Portion left was Sixteen thouſand pound, 
I] do confeſs it, as a juſt man ſhould. | 
And call here Mr. Compaſs, with theſe Gentlemen, 
To the relation : I will {till be juſt. 
Now tor the Profits every way arifing, 
It was the Donors Wiſdom, thoſe ſhould pay 
Me for my Watch, and breaking of my Sleeps 3 
It is no petty charge, you know that ſum ; 
To keep a man awake for Fourteen year. 
Pra. But (as you knew to ule it i” that time) 
It would reward your waking. Int. That's my Induſtry, 
As it might be your Reading, Study and Counlel ; 
And now your Pleading, who demies it you ? 
I have my Calling too. Well, Sir, the Comra# 
Is with this Gentleman, Ten thouſand pound. 
(An ample Portion for a younger Brother, 
With a ſoft, tender, delicate Rib of Mans Fleſh, 
That he may work like Wax, and print upon.) 
He expeRs no more, than that ſum to be tendred, 
And he receive it : Thoſe are the Conditions. 
Pra. A direct Bargain, and in open ſale Market. 
It. And what I have turniſh'd him withal of the by, 
To appear, or fo: A matter of Four hundred, 
To be deduc'd upo* the payment. — Bia. Right. 
You deal like a juſt Man ſt:ll. Þr. Draw up this, 
Good Mr. Practiſe, tor us, and be ſpeedy. 
Pra. But here's a mighty gain, Sir, you have made 
Ot this one Stock ! che Principal firſt doubled, 
In che firſt Szven year ; and that redoubled 
' the next Seven! beſide Six thouſand pound, 
There's threeſcore thouſand got in Fourteen year, 
Aﬀecr che uſual Rate ot Ten i* the Hundred, 
And th2 Ten thouſand paid. 7. I think it be ! 
Pra, How will you ſcape the Clamour and the Envy ? 
It. Let 'em exclaim and envy 3 what care 1 2? 
Their Murmurs raiſeno Blitters1! ny Fleſh, 
My Monies are my Blood, my Parents Kindred : 
And he that loves not thoſe, he is unnatural : 
! am perlwaded that chic love of Money 
[5 not a Vertue, only in a Subject, 


Int. 


| — 


But might befit a Prince. And (were there necd) 
I find me able to make good the Aﬀſertion, 
To any reaſonable mans Underſtanding ; 
And make him to confeſs ict. Com, Gentlemen, 
Doors, and Scholars, you'll hear this, and look for 
As much true ſecular Wit, and deep Lay-ſenſe, 
As can be ſhown on ſuch a common Place. 
Int. Firſt, we all know the Soul of man is infiaite 
In what it covets. Who deſireth knowledge, 
Deſires it infinitely. Who covers Honour, 
Covets it infinitely : It will be then 
No hard thing for a coveting man to prove, 
Or to confeſs, he aims at infinite Wealth. 
Com. His Soul lying that way. 7. Next, every man 
Is 1 the hope or pollibility 
Ot a whole World: this preſent World being nothing, 
Bur the diſperſed Ifſue of firſt one : 
And therefore 1 cannot ſee, but a juſt man 
May with juſt reaſon, and in office ought 
Propound unto himſelt. Com. An infinite Wealth :! 
I'll bear the Burden : Go you on, Sir Moath. 
Int. Thirdly, if we conlider man a Member 
Bur of the Body Politick, we know, 
By juſt Experience, that the Prince hath need 
More of one Wealthy, than ten fighting Men. 
Cem, There you went out o* the Road, a little from us. 
Int. And therefore, if the Princes aims be infinite, 
It muſt be in that, which makes all. Com. Infinite Wealth: 
Int. Fourthly, *tis natural to all good Subjects, 
To ſer a price on Money, more than Fools 
Ought on their Mrs. Picture ; every Piece 
Fro*the Penny to the "Twelve pence, being the Hierog/:- 
And ſacred Sculpture of the Soveraign. (pbick, 
Cem. A maniteſt Concluſion, and a ſafe one. 
Int. Fifthly, Wealth gives a Man the leading Voice, 
Ar all Conventions ; and diſplaceth worth, 
with general allowance to all Partics : 
It makes a Trade totake the Wall of Vertue ; 
And the mere Iſſue of a Shop Right Honourable. 
Sixthly, it doth inable him that hath it, 
To the pertormance of all real Actions, 
Referring him to himſelf till : and not binding 
His Will co any Circumſtance ; without him ; 
Ie gives him preciſe knowledge of himſelf ; 
For, be he rich, he ſtraight with evidence knows 
Whether he have any compaſſion, 
Or inclination unto Vertue, or no ; 
Where the poor Knave erroncouſly bclieves, 
If he were rich, he would build Churches, or 
Do ſuch mad things. Seventhly, your wiſe poor Men 
Have ever been contented to obſerve 
Rich Fools, and fo to ſerve their turns upon them : 
Subjeting all their Wir co the others Wealth. 
And become Gentlemen Paraſites, Squire Bawds, 
To feed their Patrons honourable Humours. 
Eightly, *tis certain that a Man may leave 
His Wealth, or to his Children, or his Friends; 
His Wit he cannot fo diſpoſe by Legacy ? 
As they (hall be a Harrington the better tor'r. 
Com. He may intail a Jeſt upon his Houle : 
Or leave a Tale to his Poſterity, 
| Enter Ironlide. 
To be told after him. Irs. As you have done here : 
T'invite your Friend and Brother to a Feaſt, 
Where al the Gueſts are ſo mere Herterogene, 
And Strangers, no Man knows another, or carcs 
If they be Chriſtiats or Mahumetans ! 
That here are mer. Com. Ist any thing to you, Brother, 
To know Religions more than thoſe you fight tor ? 
Iro. Yes, and with whom I cat. 1 may diſpute, 
And how ſhallI hold Argument with ſuch, 
I neither know their Humours nor their Hereſies 3 
Which are Religions now, and fo receiv'd £ 
Here's no Man among thele that keeps a Servant, 
T inqui:£ 
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To' inquire his Maſter of: yet i' the Houſe, 

] hear it buz'd there are a brace of Doctors, 

A Fool, and a Phytician ; with a Courtier, 

That feeds on Mulberry-leaves, like a true Si/k-worm : 
A Lawyer, and a mighty Money-Bawd, 

Sir Moath ! has brought his politick Bias with him: 
A man of a moſt animadverting humour ; 

Who, to endear himſelf unto his Lord, 
' Will cell him, you and I, or any of us, 

That here arc met, are all perncious Spirits, 

And menof peftilent purpoſe, meanly affeted 
Unto the State we live in : and beger 

Himfelt a thanks with the great men of the time, 

By breeding Jealouſics in then of us, 

Shall croſs our Fortunes, fruſtrate our Endeavours, 
Twice ſeven years after: And ehis trick be call'd 
Cutting of Throats, with a whiſpering, or a Pen-knife. 
I muſt cut his Throat now: Pam bound in Honour, 
And by the Law of Arms, to fee it done ; 

I dare to doit 3 and | dare protels 

The doing of it : _ to ſuch a Raſcal, 

Who is the common offence grown of mankind, 
And worthy to be torn up from fociety. 

Com. You ſhall nor do it here, Sir. 

Iro. Why ? will you 
Intreat your ſelf into a heating for him, 

My courteous Brother ? It you will, have at you, 
No man deſerves it better (now I think one) 

Than you: that will keep confort with ſuch Fidlers, 
Pragmatick Flies, Fools, Publicans, and Moaths : 
anti our honeſt and adopted Brother. 

Int. Beſt raiſe the Houſe upon him, to ſecure us 
He'll kill us all! Pal. I love no Blades in Belts. 

Rut, Nor 1. Bia. Would I were at my Shop again, 
In Court, ſafe ſtow'd up, with my politick Bundels. 

Com. How they are fſcatter'd! Iro. Run away like 
Into the cranies ot a rotten Bed-ſtead. (Cimici, 

Com. I told you ſuch a paſſage would diſperſe 'em, 
Although the Houſe were their Fee-limple in Law, 
And they poſlelt of all che bletlings in it. . 

Ire. Pray Heaven they be not frighted from their Sto- 
That ſo my Ladies Table be disfurniſh'd (machs: 
Of the Proviſions! Com. No, the Parſor's calling 
By this time, all the Covey again, together. 

Here comes good tydings! Dinner's o' the Board. 


A&R IL. Scene VIL. 


Compaſs, Pleaſance. 


Com. CO Tay, Mrs. Pleaſance, I muſt ask you a queſtion : 
Shs you any Sutes in Law ? Ple. I, Mr.Compaſs ? 

Com. Anſwer me briefly, it 1s dinner time. 

They ſay you have retain'd brisk Mr. Practice 

Here, of your Counſel ; and are to be join'd 

A Patentce with him. Ple. In what ? who ſays fo? 

You are diſpos'd to jeſt. Com. No, I am in earneſt. 

It is given out i* the Houſe fo, I aflure youz _ 

But keep your right to your ſelf, and not acquaint 

A common Lawyer with your Caſe. It he 

Once find the gap3 a thouſand will leap after. 

I'll cell you more anon. Ple. This Riddle ſhews 

A little like a Love-trick, o* one face, 

If 1 could underſtand ic. I will ſtudy it/ 


CHORUS. 


Dam JD Ut whom doth your Poet mean now by this— 
Mr. Bias? what Lord's Secretary doth he pur- 

ſs to perſonate, or perſtringe ? | 
of *: You might ko well ask me, what Alderman, or 
Alderman's Mate, he meant by Sir Muath Intereſt ? or 
what eminent Lawyer, by the ridiculous Mr. Prattice ? 
who hath rather his name invemed tor laughter, than 


any offence or injury it can ſtick on the reverend Pro- 
telfors of the Law : And fo the wiſe ones will think. 

Pro. It is an infiduous queſtion, Brother Damplay / 
Iniquity ic ſelf would not have urg'd it. Ir is picking 
the Lock of the Scene, not opening it the fair way with 
a Key. APlay, though it apparel, and preſent Vices in 
general, flies trom all particularities in Perfons. Would 
you ask of Plautzs, and Terence, (if they both liv'd now) 
who were Daw, or Pſeudolns in the Scene 2 who 1 ;7:g0- 
polamices, or Thraſo ? who Euclioof Meamnedemns ? 2h 

Boy. Yes, he would : and inquire of 4/:rtia!, or any 
other Epigrammatift, whom he meant by 7: ins, or S. J**, 
(che common Fohn @ Noke, or Febn a 5:1/e) under whom 
they note all Vices and Errors, taxable to the 7,,es? As 
if chere could not be a name for a Folly fitted co the 
Stage, but there muſt be a Perſon in nature found out co 
own it. 


Dam. Why, I can phant'fie a Perſon to my {:1f, By, 
who (hall hinder me 7 
Boy. And in not publiſhing him, you do no man an 
injury. Bur if you will utter your own ill meaning on 
thac Perſon, under the Author's words, you make a Lt 
bel of his Comedy. 

Dam. O, he told us that in a Prologue, long ſince. 

Boy. It you do the fame reprehentible ill things, fill 
che ſame reprehenſion will ſerve you, though you heard 
it afore : They are his own words : I can invent no ber- 
ter, nor he. 

Pro. It is the folemn vice of interpretation, that de- 
forms the Figure of many a fair Scene, by drawing it 
awry ; and, indeed, is the civil murder of moſt good 
Plays : If 1 fee a thing vively preſented on the Stage, thac 
the Glaſs of cuſtom (which is Comedy) is 1o held up to 
me by the Poet, as I can therein view the daily examples 
of Mens lives, and mages of truth, in their Manners, fo 
drawn tor my delight, or profit, as | may (either way) 
uſe them : and will 1, rather (than make that true ufc) 
hunt our the Perſons to defame, by my malice of mifap- 
plying ? and imperil the innocence and candor of the 4#- 
thor, by his calumny ? It is an unjuſt way of hearing and 
beholding Plays, this, and moſt unbecoming a Gentleman 
to appear malignantly witty in anothers Work. 

Boy. They are no other but narrow, and ſhrunk na- 
tures, ſhrivel'd up, poor things, that cannot think well of 
themſclves, who dare to detract others. That Signature 
is upon them, and it will laſt. A half-witted Barhariſm ! 
which no Barbers Art, or his Balls, will ever expunge or 
take our. 

Dam. Why, Boy? This were a ſtrangs Empire, or ra- 
ther a Tyranny, you would entitle your Poet to, over 
Gentlemen , that they ſhould come to hear, and ſee 
Plays, and ſay nothing for their Money. 

Boy. O, yes, fay what you will; 1o it be to purpoſe 
and in place. 

Dam. Can any thing be out of purpoſe at a Play? I, 
lee no reaſon, it I come here, *and give my eighteen 
Pence, or two Shillings for my Seat, but I ſhould take ir 
out in cenſure, on the Stage. 

Buy. Your ewo Shilling worth is allow'd you : but you 
will rake your ten Shilling worth, your twenty Shilling 
worth, and more : And teach others (about you) to do 
the like, that follow your leading Face ; as it you were 
to cry up or down every Scene by confederacy, be it 
right or wrong. 

Dam. Who ſhould teach us the right,or wrong at a Play? 

Boy. If your own Science cannot do it, or the love of 
Modeſty, and Truth ; all other intreaties, or attempts— 
are vain. You are fitter Spectators tor the Bears, than 
us, or the Puppets. This is a popular ignorance indeed, 
ſomewhat berter apparel'd in you, than the People : tur 
a hard-handed, and itiff ignorance, worthy a 'Lrewel, or 
a Hammer-man , and not only fit to be {corn'd, but to 
be triumph'd ore. Dam. By whom, 5B +7 
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Boy. No particular, but the general negle&, and fi- 
lence. Good Maſter Damplay, be your ſelf ſtill, without 
a ſecond : few here are of your opinion co day, I hope; 
to morrow, I am ſure there will be none, when they 
have ruminated this. : 

Pro. Let us mind what you come for, the P/ay, which 
wiltdraw on to the Epitaſts now. 


Act III. Scene I. 
Item, Needle, Keep, Pleaſance. 


Item. Wy Fees Mr. Do&tor ? Nee. O, Mr. Tim Item, 
His learned 'Pothecary! you are welcome : 

He is within at Dinner. Item. Dinner | Death! 

That he will cat now, having ſuch a buſineſs, 

That ſo concerns him | Nee, Why, can any buſineſs 

Concern a man like his Meat ? Ire, O ewenty Millions, 

To a Phyſician that's in practice : 1 

Do bring him news,from all the Points o' the Compals, 

(That's all the parts of the ſublunary Globe ) 

Of times, and double times. Nee. In, in, ſweet Item, 

And furniſh forth the Table wich your news: 

Deſerve your Dinner : Sow out your whole Bag full : 

The Gueſts will hear it. Jre. I heard chey were out. 
Nee. But they are piec'd, and put together again; 

You may go in, you'll find them at high eating : 

The Par/ow has an ediſying Stomach, 

And a perſuading Palate (like his name : ) 

He hath begun three draughts of Sack i» Do&rines, 

And four in Uſes. Ite. And they follow him. 
Nee. No, Sir Diaphanors is a Recuſant 

In Sack. He only takes it in French Wine, 

With an allay of Water. In, in, [tem 

And leave your peeping. Keep. I have a months mind, 

To peep a little too. Sweet, Mas' Needle, 

How are they ſet * Nee. At the Boards-end, my Lady— 

Keep. And my young Mrs. by her ? Nee. Yes, the Parſon 

On the right-hand (as he'll not loſe his place 

For thruſting) and *gainſt him Mrs. Poliſh : 

Next, Sir Diaphanors, againſt Sir Moath ; 

Knights, one again another : then the Soldier, 

The man of War ; and manot Peace, the Lawyer : 

Then the pert Doctor, and che politick Bias, 

And Mr. Compaſs circumicribeth all. 
Ple. Nurlc Keep, nurſe Keep ! 
Nee. What noiſe is that within ? 
Ple. Come to my Milſtrifs, all cheir Weapons are out. 
Nee. Miſchiet of men ! what day, what hour is this ? 
K+ep. Run tor the Cellar of Strong-warters, quickly. 


Act III. 
To them after. | Compaſs, Irouſide. 


Com. A Ere you a Mad-man to de this at Table ? 
And trouble all the Gueſts, ro affright the 
Ladies, 
And Gentlewomen ? Treo. Pox upo* your Women, 
And your halt-man there, Court-Sir Amber-gris : 
A perfum'd Braggart : He muſt drink his Wine 
With three parts Water; and have Amber in that too. 
Cem. And you muſt theretore break his Face with a 
Glaſs, 
And waſh his Noſe in Wine. Ire. Cannot he drink 
In Orthodox, but he muſt have his Gums, 
And Panym Drugs ? 
Cem. You ſhould have us'd the Glaſs 
Rather as Balance, than the Sword of Juſtice : 
But you have cut his Face with it, he bleeds. 
Come you ſhall cake your Sanctuary with me ; 
The whole houſe will be up in Arms *gainſt you cle, 
Within this half hour ; this way co my Lodging. 


| A noiſe within. 


Scene II. 


— — 


Rut, Lady, Poliſh, Keep carrying Placentia over the Stage. 
Pleaſance, Item. 


Rut. A moſt rude ation! carry her to her Bed ; 

And uſe the Fricace to her, with thoſe Oils. 

Keep your news, Item, now, and tend this buſinels. 

Lad. Good Goflip look to her. 

Pol. How do you, ſweet charge ? 

Keep. She's in a ſweat. Pol. I, and a faint ſweat marry, 
Rut. Let her alone to Tim: he has direions, 

I'll hear your news 7im Item, when you ha* done. 

Lad. Was ever ſuch a Gueſt brought to my Table ? 
Rut. Theſe boiſtrous Soldiers ha' no better breeding. 

Here Mr. Compaſs comes : where's your Captain, 

Rudbudibras de Ironſide * Com. Gone out of Doors, 

Lad. Would he had ne'cr come in them, I may wiſh, 

He has diſcredited my Houſe, and Board, 

With his rude ſwaggering manners, and endanger'd 

My Nieces Health (by drawing ot his Weapon) 

God knows how far for Mr. Dodor does nor. 

Com. "The Doctor is an Als then, if he fay fo, 

And cannot with his conjuring names, Hippocrates, 

Galen, or Raſis, Avicen, Averrees, 

Cure a poor Wenches falling in a ſwoon : 

Which a poor Farthing chang'd in Roſa ſols, 

Or Cymamon-water would. Lad. How now ? how does 
Keep. She's ſomewhat better. [ ſhe ? 
Mr. Item has brought her 

A lictle abour. Pol. But there's Sir Aoath, your Brother, 

Is fall'n into a fito' the Happyplex, 

It were a happy place for him, and us, 

If he could ſteal ro Heaven thus: All the Houſe 

Are calling Mr. Do&or, Mr. Doctor. 

The Parſon he has gi'n him gone, this half hour; 

He's pale in the Mouth already, for the fear 

O' the fierce Captain. Lad. Help me to my Chamber, 

Nurſe Keep : would I could ſee the day no more, 

But night hung over me, like ſome dark Cloud ; 

That, buried with this loſs of my good name, 

I, and my Houſe might periſh, thus forgotten— 

Com. Her taking it to heart thus, more afflicts me 

Than all cheſe accidents, for they'll blow over. 


Act IL. Scene III. 
Prattice, Silk-worm, Compaſs. 


my was a barbarous injury, I confeſs : 
Bur if you will be counſell'd, Sir, by me, 
The reverend Law lies open to repair 
Your Reputation. That will gi* you damages; 
Five thouſand Pound for a Finger, I have known 
Given in Court : and let me pack your Jury. 
Silk. There's nothing vexes me, hr that he has ſtain'd 
My new white Sattin Doublet ; and beſpatter'd 
My pick and ſpan Silk-ſtockings, o* the day 
They were drawn on: and here's a ſpot if my Hoſe too. 
Com. Shrewd maims ! your Clothes arc wounded de- 
ſperately, 
And that (I think ) troubles a Courtier more, 
An exact Courtier, than a gaſh in his Fleſh. 
Suk. _ Fleſh ? I ſwear had he giv'n me twice fo 
much, 
I never ſhould ha' reckon'd it. But my Clothes 
To be defac'd, and ſtigmariz'd fo foully ! 
| rake it as a contumely done me 
Above the wiſdom of our Laws to right. 
Com, Why, then you'll challenge him ? 
$4/k. I will advile, 
Though Mr. Prafice here doth urge the Law ; 
And repucation it will make me of credit, 


Belide great damages. (Let him pack my Jury.) 
Com. Ie 
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Com. He ſpeaks like Mr. Pratice, one that is 
The Child of a Profeſſion he's vow'd to, 
And ſervant to the ſtudy he hath taken, 
A pure Apprentice at Law ! But you muſt have 
The Counſel o? the Sword ; and ſquare your action 
Unto their Canons, and that Brother-hood, 
If you do right. Pre. I rell you, Mr. Compaſs, 
You ſpeak notlike a Friend unto the Laws, 
Nor ſcarce a ſubjeR, to perſwade him thus, 
Unto the breach o' the Peace : Sir you forget 
There is a Court above, of the Star-Chamber, 
To puniſh Routs and Riots. Com. No, young Maſter, 
Although your name be Prattice there in 'Term-time, 
| do remember it. Bur you'll nor hear | 
What I was bound to fay ; but like a wild 
Young haggard Juſtice, fly at breach o' the Peace, 
Before you know whether the amorous Kni he 
Dares break the Peace of Conſcience in a Duel. 
Silk. Troth, Mr. Compaſs, 1 take you my Friend ; 
You ſhall appoint of me in any matter 
That's reaſonable, ſo we may meet fair, 
On even terms. Com. I ſhall | eqn no other, 
(And take your learned Counſel to adviſe you) 
I'll run along with him. You ſay you'll meet him 
On even terms. I do not ſee indeed 
How that can be, 'twixt Ironſide and you, 
Now I conſider it. He is my Brother. 
1 doconfels (we ha* call'd ſo rwenty year: ) 
But you are, Sir, a Knight in Court, allied there, 
And fo befriended, you may eaſily anſwer 
The worſt ſucceſs : He a known, noted, bold 
Boy o' the Sword, hath all Mens Eyes upon him ; 
And there's no Londow-Jury, bur are led 
In Evidence, as far by common Fame, 
As they are by preſent Depoſition. I 
Then you have many Brethren, and near Kinſmen. 
If he kill you, it will be a laſting quarrel 
'Twixt them, and him. Whereas Rud. Ironſide, 
Although he ha' got his Head into a Beaver, 
With a huge Feather, 's but a Corriers Son, 
And has not two old Cordov'an Skins to leave 
In Leather Caps to mourn him in, it he die. 
Again, you are generally belov'd, he hated 
So much, that all the Hearts, and Votes of Men 
Go with you, in the wiſhing all proſperity 
Unto your purpoſe : he's « tat, corpulent, * 
Unwieldy Fellow : you, a dieted Spark, 
Fic for the Combat. He has kill'd fo many, 
As it is ten to one his turn is next | 
You never fought with any ; leſs, flew any : 
And therefore have the hopes before you. 
I hope thele things thus ſpecitied unto you 
Are fair advantages : you cannot encounter 
Him upon equal terms. Beſide, Sir Sik-worm, 
He hath done you wrong in a molt high degree: 
And ſenſe of ſuch an injury receiv'd, 
Should ſo exacuate, and wer your Choler, 
As you ſhould count your felt an Hoſt of Men, 
Compar'd to him. And theretore you, Brave Sir, 
Have no more reaſon to provoke, or challenge 
Him, than the huge great Porter has to try 
His ſtrengeh upon an Infant. S:/&. Mr. Compaſs, 
You rather ſpur me on, than any way 
Abate my Courage to che Enterprile. 
Com. All Counlel's as it's caksn. If you ſtand 
On point of Honour, not t' have any odds, 
| have rather then difluaded you, than otherwiſe ; 
It upon terms of humour and revenge, 
I have encourag'd you. 50 that | think, 
| have done the part of a Friend on either ſide : 
In furniſhing your fear with matter firlt, 
If you have any : Or, if you dare fight, 
To heighten, and conticm your reſolution. 
Pra. I now do crave your pardon, Mr. Compaſs : 


I did not apprehend your way before, 

The erue Perimiter of it: you have Circles, 

And ſuch fine Draughts about ! S{k. Sir,l do thank you, 
I thank you, Mr. Compaſs, heartily ; 

I muſt confeſs, I never fought before, 

And I'll be glad to do things orderly, 

In the righe place : I pray you inſtruc me. 

Is t beſt I fight ambitiouſly, or maliciouſly ? 

Com. Sir, if you never tought before, be wary, 
Truſt not your ſelf too much, Silk. Why? I ature you, 
I'm very angry. Com. Do not ſuffer, though, 

The flaruous, windy Choler of your Heart, 

To move the Clapper of your Underſtanding, 
Which is the guiding faculey, your Reaſon : 

You know nor, if you'll fight, or no, being broughe 
Upo'? the place. $i/k. O yes, I have imagin'd 

Him treble arm'd, provok'd too, and as turious 

As Homer makes Achilles; and I find 

My ſelf not frighted with his Fame one jot. 

Com, Well, yer take heed. Thele fights imaginary, 
Are leſs than skirmiſhes ; the fight of Shadows ; 

For Shadows have their figure, motion, 

And their umbratil ation from the real 

Poſture, and motion of the Bodies a& : 

Whereas (imaginarily) many times, 

Thoſe Men may fight, dare icarce eye one another, 
And much leſs meer. Bur if there be no help, 
Faith I would wiſh you, ſend him a fair Challenge. 

Silk. 1 will go pen it preſently. Com. Burt word it 
In the moſt generous terms. $#/k. Let me alone. 

Pra. And filken Phraſe: the courtlieſt kind of quarrel. 

Com. He'll make it a Petition for bis Peace. 

Pra. O, yes, of right, and be may do it by Law. 


Act Ill. Scene IV. 


Rat, Palate, Bias, bringing out Intereſt in a Chair: Item, 
Poliſh tollowing. 


Rut.F Orme, bring him out into the Air a little ; 
There fer him down.Bow him,yet bow him more, 
Daſh that fame Glaſs of Water in his Face: 
Now tweak him by the Noſe. Hard, harder yer : 
If it but call the Blood up from the Heart, 
I ask no more. See, what a fear can do' (him. 
Pinch him in the Nape of the Neck now; nip him, nip 
Ite. He feels, there's life in him. 
Pal. He groans, and ſtirs. 
Rut. Tell him the Captain's gone. 
Int. Ha! Pal. He's gone, Sir. 
Rut. Gi' him a box, hard, hard, on his left Ear. 
Int. O! Rut. How do you feel your ſclf? 
Int. Sore, fore. 
Rut. But where ? (Head. 
Int, F my Neck. Rue. I nipt him there. It. And © my 
Rut. I box'd him ewice,or thrice,to move thole Sinews. 
Bia.l {wear you did. Pel. What a brave Man's a Doctor, 
To beat one into Health! I chought his blows 
Would &'en ha? kill'd him : he did feel no more 
Than a great Horſe. I». Is the wild Captain gone? 
That Man of murther? Bia. All is calm and quiet. 
Int. Say you fo, Couſen Bias ? Then all's well. 
Pal. How quickly a Man is loſt! Bia. And foon recover'd! 
Pol. Where there are means, and Doctors, learned Men, 
And their Apothecaries, who are not now, 
( As Cbawcer ſays) their friendſhip to begin. 
Well, could they teach each other how co win (lip. 
Prheir ſwath Bands. — R«t.Leave your Poetry,good Gof- 
Your Chawcer”s Clouts, and waſh your Diſhes wich 'em, 
We mult rub up the Roots of his Diſeaſe, 
And crave your peace awhile, or elſe your abſence. 
Pol.Nay,I know when to hold my peace.Rar.Thendo it. 
Gi' me your Hand, Sir Moath. Let's teel your Pulſe. 


{It is a purtine, a kind of ſtoppage, 
Si 


Or 
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Or tumour o* the Purſe, for want of exerciſe, 

That you are troubled with : ſome ligatures 

T'th neck of your Veſica, or Marſupium, 

Are ſo cloſe knit, that you cannot evaporate 3 

And therefore you muſt uſe relaxatives. 

Beſide, they ſay, you are fo reſtive grown, 

You cannot but with trouble put your Hand 

Into your Pocket,to diſcharge a Reckoning. 

And this we Sons of Phyſick do call Chiragray 

A kind of Cramp, or Hand-Gout. You ſhall purge fort. 
Tre. Indeed your Worſhip ſhould do well t adviſe him 

To cleanſe his Body, all the three high-ways 3 

That is, by Swear, Purge, and Phlebotomy. p 
Rut. You ſay well, learned Tim, I'll firſt preſcribe him, 

To give his Purſe a purge once, twice a week 

Art Dice, or Cards: And when the weather is open, 

Sweat at a Bowling-Alley : or belet Blood 

P the lending Vein, and bleed a matter of fifty, 

Or threeſcore Ounces at a time. Then pur 

Your Thumbs under your Girdle, and have ſome body 

Elſe pull out your Purſe for you, till with more eaſe, 

And a good habit, you can do it your ſelf. 

And then be ſure always to keep good Diet ; 

And h' your Table furniſt'd from one end 

Unto tother : It is good for the Eyes 3 

But feed you on one diſh {till, ha' your Diet-drink 

Ever in Bottles ready, which muſt come 

From the King's-head : I will preſcribe you nothing, 

But what Ill cake betore you mine own {elf: 

That is my courſe with all my Patients. 
Pal. Very methodical, Secundium Artem. 
Bia. And very late pro captu recipients. 
Pol. All errant learned Men, how they ? 
Rut. I had it of a Few, and a great Rabbi, 

Who every morning caſt his Cup of White-wine 

Wich Sugar, and by the refidence i” the bottom, 

Would make report of any Chronick malady, 

Such as Sir Moath's is, being an oppilation, 

In that you call the Neck o* the Money-bladder, 

Moſt anatomical, and by diſſection. | Emter Nurſe. 
Keep. O, Mr. Doctor, and his *Pothecary ! 

Good Mr. Item, and my Miſtrifs Poliſh / 

We need you all above ! She's fall'n again, 


te Latin ! 


In a worſe fit than ever. Pol. Who ? Keep. Your charge. 


Pol. Come away Gentlemen. 
Int, This fit with the Doctor, 
Hath mcnded me paſt expectation. 


Ac IIL Scene V. 
Compaſs, Diapbhanow, Prattice, Bias, Ironſide. 
Sir Diaphanoms, ha' you done ? 


Com. 
O Dia. I ha* brought it. 


Pra. That's well. Com. But who ſhall carry it now? 
Dia. A Friend : 
I'll find a Friend to carry it 3 Mr. Bias here 
Will not deny me that. Bia. What is't ? Dia. To carry 
A Challenge I have writ unto the Captain. 
Bias. Faith, but I will, Sir, you ſhall pardon me 
For a twi-reaſon of State: Pll bear no Challenges; 
I will not hazard my Lord's favour fo ; 
Or forfeit mine own judgment with his Honour, 
To turn a Rufhan : I have to commend me 
Nought but his Lordſhips good opinion ; 
And to't my Kallygraphy, a tair Hand, 
Fir for a Secretary : Now you know, a Man's Hand 
Being his executing part in fight, 
Is more obnoxious to the common peril— 
Dia. You ſhall not fight, Sir, you ſhall only ſearch 
My Antagoniſt ; commit us fairly there 
Upo* the Ground on equal terms. Bz:a. O, vir ! 
Bur if my Lord ſhould hear I ſtood at end 
Of any quarrel, *ewere an end of me 


In a ſtate courſe ! I ha' read the Politicks ; 
And heard th' opinions of our beſt Divines. 

Com. The Gentleman has realon | Where was firſt 
The birth of your acquaintance ? or the Cradle 
Ot your ſtri& friendſhip made? Dia.We met in France,Sir. 

Com. In Frence ! that Garden of humanity, 

The very Seed-plort of all courteſies : 

I wonder that your friendſhip fuck*d that Aliment, 
The Milk of France ; and fee this ſowre effect 

Ie doth produce, *gainſt all the ſweets of cravel : 
There, every Gentleman profefling Arms, 

Thinks he is bound in Honour to imbrace 

The bearing of a Challenge for another, 

Without or queſtioning the cauſe, or asking 

Leaſt colour of a reaſon. There's no Cowardice, 
No Poultrounery, like urging why ? wherefore ? 
Bur _ a Challenge, die, and do the thing. 

Bia. Why, hear yon, Mr. Compaſs, I but crave 
Your Ear in private ? I would carry his Challenge, 
It I but hop'd your Captain angry enough 
To kill him : For (to tell you truth) this Knight, 

Is an impertinent in Court, ( we think him : ) 
And troubles my Lord's Lodgings, and his Table 
With frequent, and unneceſlary viſits, 

Which we (the beter fort of Servants) like not : 
Being his Fellows in all other places, 

But at our Maſter's board ; and we diſdain 

To do thoſe ſervile offices, oft-times, 

His fooliſh Pride, and Empire will exadt, 
Againſt the heart, or humour of a Gentleman. 

Com. Truth, Mr. Bias, I'd not ha' you think 
I ſpeak to flatter you ; but you are one 
O' the deepeſt Politicks I ever met, 

And the moſt ſubtilly rational. I admire you: 

But do not you conceive in ſuch a caſe, 

That you are acceſlory to his death, 

From whom you carry a Challenge with ſuch purpoſe. 

Bia. vir, the corruption of one thing in nature, 

Is held the Generation of another ; 

And theretore, I had as lieve be acceſſory 
Unto his death, as to his life. Com. A new 
Moral Philoſophy too ! you'll carry 'c then. 

Bia. If I were ſure 't would not incenſe his choler 
To beat the Meſſenger. Com. O' Þll ſecure you, 
You ſhall deliver it in my Lodging, ſafely, 

And do your Friend a ſervice worthy thanks. 

Bia, Ill venture it, upon ſo good Induction, 

To rid the Court of an Impediment, 
This baggage Knight. 

Iro, Peace to you all, Gentlemen, 
Save to this dom ; who I hear is menacing 
Me with a Challenge : which I come to anticipate, 
And fave the Law a labour. Will you fight, Sir ? 

Dia.Y es,in my Shirt, [ro.O,that's to ſave your Doublet; 
I know it a Court-trick ! you had rather have 
An Ulcer in your Body, than a Pink 
More i* your Clothes. Dia. Captiin, you are a Coward, 
It you'll not fight i” your Shirt. ro. Sir, 1 do not mcan 
To put it off for that, nor yet my Doublet : 

Yo! have cauſe to call me Coward, that more fear 
The ſtroke of the common, and life-giving Air, 
Than all =_ Fury, and the Panoply. 

Pra. (Which is at beſt, but a thin Linnen Armour.) 
I think a Cup of generous Wine were better, 

Than fighting 1 your Shirts. D4e. Sir, Sir, my Valour, 
It is a Valour of another nature, 
Than to be mended by a Cup of Wine. 
Com. I ſhould be glad co hear of any Valours, 
Differing in kind ; who have known hkiutherco, 
Only one Vertue, they call Forrirude, 
Worthy the name of Valour. Io. Which,who hath not, 
Is juſtly thought a Coward : And he is ſuch. 
Dia. O, you ha' read the Play there, the New Im, 


[ Enter Ironſide. 


Of Tohn/on's, that decrics all other Valouc 


But 
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But what is for the publick. Io. I do that too, 

But did not learn it there ; I think no valour 

Lies for a private cauſe. Dis. Sir, Pll redargue you, 
By diſputation. Com. O let's hear this! 

| long to hear a Man diſpute in his Shirt 

Of Valour, and his Sword drawn in his Hand. 

Pra. His Valour will take cold ; put on your Doubler. 

Com. His Valour will keep cold, you are deceiv'd ; 
And reliſh much the ſweeter in our Ears: 

It may be too, i' the ordinance of nature. 
Their Valours are not yet ſo combatant, 

Or cruly antagoniftick, as to fight ; 

But may admit to hear of ſome diviſions, 
Of Forticude, may put *em off their quarrel. 

Dia. 1 would have no Man think me fo ungovert'd, 
Or ſubje& ro my paſſion, but I can 
Read him a Lecture 'ewixt my undertakings, 

And executions : I do know all kinds 
Of doing the buſineſs, which the Town calls Valour. 

Com. Y es,he has read the Town, Towmn-rop's his Aurhor : 
Your firſt ? Dia. Is a raſh head-long unexperience. 

Com.Which is in Children, Fools,or your Street-Gallants 
O' the firſt head. Pra. A kind of Valour'! 

Com. Commend him, he will ſpin ir out in's Shirt, 
Fine, as that Thread. Dia. The next, an indiſcreet 
Preſumption, grounded upon often ſcapes. 

Com. Or th* inſufficiency of Adverſaries : 

And this is in your common fighting Brothers. 

Y our old Perdu's, who (after a time) do think, 

The one, that they are Short-free ; the other Sword- free, 
Your third 2 Dis. Is nought but an exceſs of choller, 
That reigns in tefty old Men—Com.Noble Mens Porters, 
And felf-conceired Poers. Dia. And is rather 

A peeviſhneh, than any part of Valour. 

Pra. He bur rehearſes, he concludes no Valour, 

Com. A hiſtory of Diſtempers, as chey are practis'd, 
His Harangwe undertaketh, and no more. 

Your next? Die. Is a dull deſperate reſolving. 

Com. In caſe of ſome neceflitous miſery, or 
Incumbent miſchief. Pra. Narrowneſs of Mind, 

Or Ignorance being the root of it. 

Dia. Which thou ſhalt find in Gameſters,quite blown up. 

Com. Bankrupt Merchants, undiſcovered Traytors. 

Pra. Or your exemplified Maletadtors, 

That have furviv'd their infamy, and puniſhment. 

Com, One that hath loſt his Ears, by a juſt ſentence 
O' the Star-Chamber, a right valianc - flora 
And is a Hiſtrionical contempr, 

Of what a Man fears molt ; it being a miſchief 
In his own apprehenſion unavoidable. 

Pra. Which is in Cowards wounded mortally, 
Or Thieves adjudg'd to die. Com. This is a Valour, 
I ſhould delire much to fee incourag'd : 
As being a ſpecial entertainment 
For our rogue People ; and make oft good ſport 
Unto 'em, trom the Gallows tothe Ground. 

Dia. But mine is a judicial reſolving, 
Or liberal undertaking of a danger. — 

Com.That might be avoided. Dia.I,and with aſſurance, 
That it is found in Noble-men, and Gentlemen, 

Of the beſt ſheaf. Com. Who having Lives to loſe, 
Like private Men, have yet a world of Honour, 
And publick Reputation co defend. — 

Dia. Which in the brave hiſtorified Greeks, 

And Romans you ſhall read of. Com. And (no doubt) 
May in our Alder-men meet it, and their Depurtics, 
The Soldiers of the City, valiant Blades, 

Who (rather than their Houſes (bould be ranfack'd) 
Would fight it out, like ſo many wild Beaſts; 

Not for the fury they are commonly arm'd with: 
Bu the cloſe manner of their fight, and cuſtom, 

Of joyning Head to Head, and Foot to Foot. 

Iro. And which of theſe fo well-preſt reſolutions 
Am I to encounter now ? For commonly, 


Men that kave ſo much choiſe before '%en 
a —_ to _— of any one. Ron 
ia. There are three Valours yer, which Sir Dias/ 
Hath ( with his leave) not couch'll FREY 
Dia. Yea; which are thoſe ? 
Pra. He perks at that ! 
Com. Nay,he does more, he chatters. 
Bia. A Philoſophical contempe of Death, 
Is one : Then an infuſed kind of Valour, 
Wrought in us by our Genii, or good Spirits; 
Of which the gallant Erhnicks had deep ſent: : 
Who generally held, that no great States-man, 
Scholar, or Soldier, ere dig any ching 
Sine drvino aliquo afflatu. | 
Pra. But there's a Chriſtian Yalour, *bove theſe too. 
Bia. Which is a quiet patient toleration, 
Of whatſoever the malicious World - 
With Injury doth unto you ; and conſifts 
In paſlion, more than action, Sir Diaphanoue, 
Dia. Sure, I do take mineto be Chriſtian Valour. — 
Com. You may miſtake though. Can you juſtitic 
On any cauſe, this ſeeking to detace, 
The divine Image in a Man? Bia. O, Sir ! 
Let *em alone: Is not Diaphonews 
As much a divine Image, as is Iron/ide ? 
Let Images fight, if they will fight, a God's Name. 


Act II. Scene VL 


To them intervening.) Keep, Needle, Intereſt. 


Keep. \ \ ] Here's Mr:-Needle? Saw you Mr. Need!e ? 
We are undone. , Nt 

Com. What ails the frantick Nurſe ? 

Keep. My Mrs. is undone, ſhe's crying out ! 

Where is this Man trow ? Mr. Needle ? Nee. Here. 

Kee. Run for the Party, Mrs. Chair, the Mid-wife. 
Nay, look how the Man ftands, as he were gok'r! 

She's loſt, if you not haſte away the party. 
Nee. Where is the Doctor ? 
Keep. Where a ſcofting Man is. 
And his Apothecary, licrle becrer 3 
They laugh and jeer at all: will you diſpatch ? 
And fetch the party quickly to our Miſtrifs : 
We are all undone ! The Tympany will out elſe. 

Int, News, news, good news, better than butrer'd news! 
My Niece is found with Child, the Doctor tells me, 
And fan in labour. Com. How ? Iz. The Portion's paid! 
The Portion— O' the Captain! Is he here ? [ Exit, 

Pre. H' has ſpi'd your Swords out ! put em up,pur up, 
Yo' have driven him hence; and yer your quarrel's ended. 

Iro. Ina moſt ſtrange diſcovery. Pra. Of light Gold. 

Dia. And crack'e within the Ring, Irtake the Omen, 
As a good Omen. Pre. Then put up your Sword, 

And on your Doublet. Give the Captain thanks. 

Dia. 1 had been flur'd elſe. Thank you noble Captain: 
Your quarrelling caus'd all his. 

lro, Where's Compaſs? Pra. Gone, 

Shrunk hence; contracted to his Center, I fear. 

Iro. The lip is his then. Dis. 1 had like have been 

Abus'd i' the buſineſs, had the ſlip flur'd on me, 
A counterfeit. Bias. Sir, we are all abus'd : 
As many as were brought on to be Suitors 
And we will joyn in thanks, all to the Caprain, 

And to his tortune that fo brought us off. 


CHORUS. 


_—_— was a pittiful poor ſhife o* your Poet, Boy, 
co make his prime Woman with Child and fall 
in labour, juſt co compoſe a quarrel. 

Bey. With whoſe borrowed Ears, have you heard, 
Sir, all chis while, chat you can miſtake the current ot 
our Scene 10? The —_— of the Argument threatned 
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hcr being with-Child from che very beginning ; for it 
preſ-nted her in the firſt of the ſecond 4# with ſome 
apparent Note of Infirmity or Defect ; from. k wiedge 
of which, the Auditory were rightly to be ſuf; 

by the Author, till the Quarrel, which was but the ac- 
cidental Cauſe, haſtned on the Diſcovery of it, un oc- 
caſioning her affright , which made her fall into her 
Throws preſently, and within that compaſs of time al- 
lowed to the Comedy ; wherein the Poet expreſt his 
prime Artitice, rather than any Errour, that the dete- 
&ion of her being m_ Che, ſhould determine the 

uarrel, which had produc'd its 

fer The Boy is ol hard for you- Brother Damplay, 
beſt mark the Play, and let hn alone. 

Dam, I care-not for marking the Play : I'll damn it, 
talk, and do that I come for. 1 will not have Gentle- 
men loſe their Privilege, nor 1 my ſelf my Prerogative, 
for ne'er an over-grown or ſuperannuated Poet of 'em 
all. He ſhall not give me the Law: 1 will cenſure, 
and be witty, and take my Tabacco, and enjoy my 
Magna Charta of Reprehenlion, as my Predeceſlors have 
done before me. 

Bey. Even to licence, and abſurdity, 

Pro. Not now, becauſe the Gentlewoman is in travel: 
and the Midwife may come on the ſooner, to put her 
and us out of our pain. 

Dam. YVell, look to your Buſineſs afterward, Boy, that 
all things be clear, and come properly forth, ſuited, and 
ſet together; for I will ſearch what follows, ſeverely, 
and to the nail. 

Boy. Let your Nail run ſmooth then, and not ſcratch; 
leſt the Author be bold to pare it to the quick, ang make 
it ſmart : you'll find him as ſevere as your ſelf. 

Dam. A ſhrewd Boy ! and has meevery where. The 
Midwife is come, ſhe has made haſte. 


AR IV. Scene-l. 
Chair, Needle, Keep. 


Cha. C\Tay, Mr. Needle, you do prick too falt 
Upo' the Buſineſs I muſt take ſome breath : 
Lend me my Stool ; you ha* drawn a Stitch upon me, 
In faith, Son Needle, with your haſte. | 
Nee. Good Mother, piece up this Breach: Il gi you 
a new Gown, 
A new Silk Grogoran Gown. Tl do't, Mother. 

Kee. What'll you do ? You ha*done too much already, 
VVich your Prick-feam, and through-fticch, Mr. Needle. 
I pray you fit not fabling here old Tales, 

Good Mother Chair, the Midwite, but come up. 


A&t IV. Scene II. 
Compaſs, Keep, Prattice. 


Ow now, Nurſe ? where's my Lady ? 
Kee. In her Chamber, 
'd up, I think : he'll ſpeak with no body, 

Com. Knows ſhe o' this accident? Kee. Alas, Sir! no: 
Would ſhe might neyer know it. Pre.I think her Ladiſhip 
Too vertuous, and too nobly innocent, 

To have a hand in fo ill-form'd a Buſineſs. 

Com. Y our Thought,Sir,is a braye Thought, and a ſafe 
The Child now to be born, is not more tree (one 3 
From the aſperſion of all fpor, than fhe. 

She have her Hand in plot 'gainſt Mr. Pradzce, 
If there were nothing elſe, whom ſhe ſo loves, 
Cries up and values? knows to be a Man 
Mark'd out for a Chiet Juſtice in his Cradle, 
Or a Lord Paramount, the Head of the Hall, 
The Top or the Top-gallant of our Law ? 
Ailure your 1-11, ſhe could not ſo deprave 


Com. 


The re&icude of her Judgment, to wiſh you 
Unto a VViſe mighe proye your Infamy, 
VVhom ſhe elteem'd chat part o' the Commonwealth 
And had up for Hanour to her Blood, 
Pra. 1 muſt confeſs a great Beboldingneſs 
Unto her Ladiſhips Offer, and good VV iſhes. 
But the truth js, I never had affection, 
Or any liking, to this Niece of hers. 
Com.You toreſaw, ſomewhat then? Pra.l had my Nates, 
And my Prognoſticks. , Com. You read Almanacks, 
And ſtudy 'em to, ſame. purpoſe, I believe. 
Pra, 1 do confefs, I do believe, and pray too, 
According to the Planets, at ſome times, 
Com, And do obſerve the Sign in making Love ? 
Pra, As.in Phlebotomy. Com. And chuſe your Miſtris 
By the wn _ and leave her by the bad ? 
Pra, | do, and I do not, Com. A little more 
VVould fetch all his Afronomy from Alleſtree, 
Pra, {tell you, Mr. Compaſs, as my Friend, 
And under Seal, I caſt mine Eye long ſince 
Upo" the other V Vench,, my Ladics V Voman, 
Another manner of Piece for Handſomnels, 
Than is the Niece, (but that is ſub /igillo, 
And as I give it you) in hope o' your aid, 
And counſel in the Buſineſs. Com. You nced counſel ? 
The only famous Counſel o' the Kingdom, 
And in all Courts? That is a Jeer in faith, 
VVorthy your Name, and your Profeſſion too, 
Sharp Mr. Praitice. Pra. No, upo' my Law, 
As I am a Bencher, and now double Reader, 
I meant in meer ſimplicity of Requelt. 
. If you meant ſo. Th' affirs are now perplex'd, 


Comm 
And full d, trouble; give 'em breach and ſertling, 


Ill do my beſt. But in mean time do you 

Prepare the Parſon. (1 am glad to know 

4 his; for my elf lik'd the young Maid before, 

And lov'd her too.) Ha* you a Licence? Pra. No; 
But I can fetch one ſtraight. Cow. Do, do, and mind 
The Parſon's Pint t ingage him—the Buſinefs ; 


A knitting Cup there muſt be. Pra, I ſhall do it. 


A& IV. Scene Ill. 


Bias, Intereſt, Compaſs. 


Is an Afﬀtront from you,Sir ; you here brought 
Unto my Ladies, and to woo a Wife, (me 
VVhich ſince is prov'd a crack'd Commodity : 

She hath broke Bulk too'foon. Int. No fault of mine, 
If ſhe be crack'd in pieces, or broke round : 

It was my Siſter's Fault, that owns the Houſe, 

Where ſhe hath got her clap, makes all this noiſe. 


Bias. * 


II —_ Portion ſafe, that is not ſcatter'd ; 


The Moneys rattle not, nor arc they thrown, 

To make a Muls yet 'mong the gameſom Suitors. 
Com. Can you endure that Flout, cloſe Mr. Bias, 

And have been fo bred in the Politicks ? 

The Injury is done you, and by him only : 

He lent F (nv Impreſt-money, and upbraids it; 

Furniſh'd you for the Wooing, and now waves you. 
Bias. That ryakes me to expoſtulate the V Vrong 

So with him, and reſent it as I do. 
Com.But do it home then. Bias.Sir,my Lord ſhall know 
Com. And all the Lords o' the Court too, (it, 
Bias. VVhat a Moath 

You are, vir Intereſt ! Int. Wherein, I entreat you, 

Sweet Mr.Bias ? Com.Todraw in young Statelmen, 

And Heirs of Policy, into the Nooſe 

Ot an infamous Matrimony. Bias. Yes, 

Infamous, quaſi i» communem faman : 

And Matrimony, 9usff Matter of Money. 
Com. Learnedly urg'd, my cunning Mr. Bias. 
Bias. Wirth his lewd, known, and proſtituted Niece. 
Inc, My known, and proſticure | how you miſtake, F 
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And run upon a falſe ground, Mr. Bias ! 
(Your Lords will do me right.) Now ſhe is proſticute, 
And that I know it, (pleaſe you underſtand me) 
I mean' to kegp the Portion in my Hands, 
And pay no Moneys. ' Com. 'Mark you that, Don Bias ? 
And you ſhall ſtilt remain in Bonds to him, 
For wooing'Furniture, and Impreſt-Charges. 
Int. Good Mr. Compeſs, for the Sums he has had 
Of me, 1 do acquit him; they are his own. 
Here, before you, I do releaſe him. Com. Good * 
Bias. O Sir | Com. 'Slid, take it : 1 do wirnels it : 
He cannot hurl away his Money better. 
Int, He ſhall get ſo much, Sir, by my acquaintance, 
To be my Friend : and now report to his Lords 
As I deſerve, no otherwiſe, Cow. Burt well; 
AndI will witneſs ir, and to the value: 
Four hundred is the price, it I miſtake not, (him, 
Of your true Friend in Court, Take hands, you ha' bougbet 
And bought him cheap. Bias. I am his —_ Servant, 
Com. ou his Slave,Sir Moath, ſeal'd and deliver'd. 
Ha' you not ſtudied the — ? 
Here are a pair of Humours reconciPd now, 
That Money held at diſtance, or their Thoughts, 
Baſer than Money. 


A& IV. Scene IV. 
Poliſh, Keep, Compaſs. 


Pol. FN Vt thou Caitiff VViech"! 
Bawd, Begger, _—_ ; any thing indeed, 
But honeſt Woman. Kee. What you pleaſe, Dame Poliſh, 
My Ladies Stroaker. Com. What is here to do? 
The Goſlips out ! Pol. Thou art a Traytor to me, 
An Eve, the Apul, and the Serpent too ; 
A Viper, that haſt eat a Paſlage through me, 
Through mine own Bowels, by thy wretchleſneſs, 

Com. What frantick Fit is this ? I'll ſtep aſide, 

And hearken to it. Pol. Did Irtruft thee, Wretch, 
With ſuch a Secret, of that conſequence, 

Did fo concern me, and my Child, our Livelihood, 
And Reputation? And haſt thou undone us, 

By thy Connivence, nodding in a Corner, 

And ſuffering her be got with Child fo baſely ? 
Sleepy unlucky Hag ! Thou Bird of Night, 

And all Miſchance to me. Kee. Good Lady Empreſs! 
Had I the keeping of your Daughters Clicker 

In charge? was that committed to my cruſt ? 

Com. Her Daughter! Pol. Sottly, Devil, not fo loud : 
You'ld ha' the Houſe hear, and be witneſs, would you ? 

Kee, Let all the World be witneſs. Afore PI! 

Endure the Tyranny of ſuch a Tongue—— | 
And ſuch a Pride—Pe/.What will you do? Kee.Tell truth, 
And ſhame the She-man-devil in puft'd Sleeves; 

Run any hazard, by revealing all 

Unto my Lady : how you chang'd the Cradles, 

And chang'd the Children in *em. Pol. Not fo high! 

Kee. Calling your Daughter Pleaſance there Placentia, 
And my true Miſtris by the name of Pleaſance. 

Com. A horrid Secret this! worth che diſcovery. 

Pol. And muſt you be thus loud ? Kee. 1 will be louder, 
And cry it through the Houſe, chrough every Room, 
And every Office of the Lawndry-maids, 

Till it be born hot to my Ladies Ears. 

Ere I will live in ſuch a ſlavery, 

I'll do away my felf. Pol. Didft thou not ſwear 

To keep it ſecret? and upon what Book ? 

(1 do remember now) The Prattice of Piety. 

Ke. It was a Practice of Impiety, 

Out of your wicked Forge, I know it now, 

My Conſcience tells me. Firſt, againſt the Infants, 

To rob them o* their Names, and cheir true Parents ; 
» T” abuſe the Neighbourhood, keep them in errour ; 

But moſt my Lady : She has che main wrong 


And I will ct her know it inſtantly. 
Repentance (if it be true) nere comes too late. 
Pol. -Whar have I done? Conjur'd a Spirit up, 
I ſha” not lay again ?' Drawn on 2 Danger, 
And Ruine on my (dt thas, by provoking 
A peeviſh Fool, whom nothing will pray off, 
Or fatishie, I tear « Her Patience ftirr'd, 
Is eurn'd to Fury. Thaverun my Bark 
On a ſweer:Rock, by mine own Arts and Truſt ; 
And muſt ger off again, or daſh in pieces. 
Com, 'This was a Buſineſs worth the liſtning after; 


A& IV. Scene V, 
Pleaſure, Compaſi. 


Ple. Mr. Compaſs, did you foe my Mother ? 
Oni = x6broy _ Ladies? Niece, 
[s newly brought to-Bed of che braveſt Bay ! 
Will you go fee it? Com. Firſt, Pill know the Father; 
Ere I approach theſe Hazards. Ple. Miſtris Midwite 
Has promiv'd to find out a Father for it, 
If there be need. Com. She may the ſafelier do't, 
By vertuc'of her Place. But pretty Pleaſance, 
I have a News for you, I think will pleaſe you. 
Ple. What is'r, Mr. Compaſs ? Com. Stay, you muſt 
Deſerve it, ere you know it. Where's my-Lady ? 
Ple. Retir'd unto her'Chamber, and ſhut up. 
Com. She hears o' none of this yet? V Vell, do you 
Command the Coach, and fit your felf to travel 
A little way with me. Ple. V Vhither, for Gods ſake ? 
Com. Where 11] entreat you, not to your loſs, believe ir; 
It you dare ruſt your ſelf. Ple, With you the world ore. 
Com, The News will well requite the Pains,l aſſure you. 
\ And 7 this Tumult you will not be mitt. 
Command the Coach:; it is an inſtant Buſineſs, 
V Vu not be done without you. Parſon Palate, 
Moſt opporeanely met; ſtep ro my Chamber ; 
Pl come to you preſently. There is a Friend, 
Or ewo, will entertain you. Mr. Prattice, 


Ha” you the Licence ? 
A&t IV. Scene VL 


Prattice, Compaſs, Pleaſance, Palate. 


Ere it'is. Com, Let's fee it : 

Your name's not in't. Pra. P11 fill that preſently. 
It has the Seal, which is the main, and regiſtred. 

The Clerk knows me,-and truſts me. 

Com. Ha' you the Parſon ? 

Pra. They ſay he's here, he *pointed to come hither, 

Com. I would not have him here for a V Vorld, 
To breed ſuſpicion. Do you intercept him, 

And prevent that. But take your Licence with you, 
And fill the Blank ; or leave it here wich me, 

Ill do it for you ; ſtay you with us at his Church, 
Behind the 0/4 Exchange, we'll come th' Coach, 
And meer you there within this Quarter ar leaſt. 

Pra. 1 am much bound unto you, Mr. Compaſs ; 
You have all the Law, and Parts of Squire Prad#:ce 
For ever at your ufe. Pll cell you news too : 

Sir, your Reverſion's faln ; Thin-wit's dead, 
Surveyor of the ProjeRts general. 

Com. V Vhen died he? 

Prs. E*en this morning; I receiv it 
From a right hand. Com. Conceal it, Mr. Prafice, 
And mind the main affair you are in hand with. 

Ple. The Coach is ready, Sir. 

Com. "Tis well, fair Pleaſance, 

Though now we ſhall nor uſe ie ; bid the Coachman 
Drive to the Parifh-Church, and ſtay about there, 
Till Mr. Pratice come to him, and employ him : 

[ have a Licence now; which maſt have entry 


Pra. 
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Before my Lawyers. Noble Parſon Palate, 
Thou ſhalt be a Mark advanc't : here's a Piece, 
And do a feat for me. Pal. What, Mr. Compaſ' ? 
Com. But run the words of Matrimony over 
My Head, and Mrs. Pleaſances in my Chamber : 
There's Captain Ironſide to be a Witneſs : 
And here's a Licenſe to ſecure thee. Parſon ! 
What do you ſtick at ? Pal. Ir is after-noon, vir, 
Direly againſt the Canon of the Church: 
You know ir, Mr. Compaſs : and beſide, 
I am ingag'd unto our worſhi ful Friend, 
The learned Mr. Pradtie, in that bulinels. 
Com. Come on, ingage your ſelf: Who ſhall be able 
To ſay you married us, bur i” the morning, 
The moſt canonical miuute of the day, 
If you affirm it ? That's a ſpic'd exculc, 
And ſkews you have fer the Canon Law, before 
Any profeflion elſe, of Love, or Friendthip. 
Come Mrs. Pleaſance, we cannot prevail 
With th' rigid Parſon here ; but, vir, VII keep you 
Lock'd ir, my Lodging, 'till'r be done elſewhere, 
And under fear ot Ironſide. Pal. Do you hear, Sir ? 
Com. No, no, it matters not. 
Pal. Can you think, Sir, 
I would deny you any thing? not to loſs 
Of both my Livings: I will do it for you 
Ha* you a Wedding Ring ? Com. I, and a Pockic : 
Hnnulus hic nobis, quod ſcit uterque dabit. Pal. Good: 
This Ring will give you what you both delire. 
Pll make the whole Houſe chant it, and che Pariſh. 


Com. Why, well ſaid Parſon. Now, to you my news. 


That comprehend my reafons, Mrs. Pleaſance. 


At IV. Scene VIL 
Chair, Meedle, Poliſh, Keep. 


Cha. FO, get a Nurſe, procure her at what rate 
Gr; can: and out o' ch' Houſe with ic, Son 
Needle. 
Tt is a bad Commodity. Nee. Good Mother, 
I know it, but the beſt would now be made on't. 
Cha. And ball : you ſhould not fret fo, Mrs. Poliſh, 
Nor you Dame Keep ; my Daughter ſhall do well, 
When the has tane my Cawdle. I ha* known 
Twenty ſuch breaches piec'd up, and made whole, 
Without a bum of noiſe. You two fall out ? 
And tear up one another ? Pol. Bleſſed Woman ? 
Bleſt be the Peace-maker, Keep, The Peaſe drefer ! 
I'll hear no Peace from her. I have been wrong'd, 
So has my Lady, my good Ladies Worſhip, 
And I will right her, hoping ſhe'll righe me. 
Pel. Good gentle Keep, I pray thee Miſtriſs Nurſe, 
Pardon my paſlion, I was miſadvis'd, 
Be thou yet better, by this grave ſage Woman, 
Who is the Mother of Matrons, and great Perſons, 
And knows the World. 
Keep. | do confeſs, ſhe knows 
Something— and I know ſomething. — 
Pol. Put your ſomethings 
Together then. Cha. I, here's a chance fal'n out 
You cannot help 3 leſs can this Gentlewoman ; 
I can and will, tor both. Firlt, I have ſent 
By-chop away 3 the cauſe gone, the fame ceaſcth. 
Then by my Cawdle, and my Cullice, I ſer 
My Daughter on her Feet, about the Houſe here: 
She's young, and muſt ſtir ſomewhat for neceſlity, 
Her youth will bear it out. She ſhall pretend, 
'T* have had a fit o* the Mother: there is all. 
If you have but a Secretary Landrels, 
'To blanch the Linnen— Take the former counſels 
Into you ; keep them ſafe i' your own Breaſts, 
And make your Market of 'em at the higheſt. 
Will you go peach, and cry your ſelf a Fool 


| 


At Granam's Croſs ? be laugh'd at, and deſpis'd ? 
Berray a pn which the Deputy 
Of a double Ward, or ſcarce his Alderman, 
With twelve of the wiſeſt Queſtmen could find out, 
Imployed by the Authority of. the City ? 
Come,come,be friends : and keep theſe Women-macters, 
Smock-ſecrets to our ſelves, in our own verge. 
We ſhall mar all, if once we ope the myſteries 
O the Tyring-houſe, and tell what's done within : 
No Theaters are more cheated with apparances, 
Or theſe Shop lights, than th* Ages, and Folk in them, 
Thar ſeem moſt curious. Pol. Breath of an Oracle ' 
You (hall be my dear Mother; wiſeſt Woman 
That ever tip'd her Tongue, with point of Reaſons, 
To turn her hearers ! Miſtriſs Keep, relent, 
I did abuſe thee; I confeſs to Penance : 
And on my Knees ask thee forgiveneſs. Cha. Riſe, 
She doth begin ro melt, I ſee ir.— Keep. Nothing 
Griev'd me fo much, as when you calld me Bawd : 
Witch did not crouble me, nor Gipfie ; no, 
Nor Beggar. But a Bawd, was ſuch a name ! 

Cha. No more rehearſals; repeticions 
Make things the worſe: The more we ſtir (you know 
The Proverb, and it ſignifies a ) ſtink. 
Whar's done, and dcad, let ic be buried. 
New hours will fit freſh handles, to new thoughts. 


A&t IV. Scene VIII. 


Intereſt, with his Foorboy. . To them, Compaſi, Ironſide 
Silk-worm , Palate, Pleaſance. 


and after Pratice. 
Int. Un to the Church, Sirrah. Get all the Drun- 
kards 


* | To ring the Bells, and jangle them for joy 


My Niece hath brought an Heir unto the Houle, 

A luſty Boy. Where's my Siſter Loadſtone ? 

A ſleep at afternoons ! It is not wholſome ; 

Againſt all rules of Phyſick, Lady Siſter. 

The little Doctor will not like ir. Our Niece 

Is new deliver'd of a chopping Child, 

Can call the Father by the name already, 

It it but ope the Mouth round. Mr. Compa/s, 

He is the Man, they fay, fame gives it our, 

Hath done that a&t of honour to our Houle, 

And friendſhip to pomp out a Son, and Heir, 

That ſhall inherie nothing, ſurely nothing 

From me,at lealt, I come t' invite your Ladiſhip 
To be a witneſs ; I will be your Partner, 

And give it a mn a Treen-diſh ; 
Baſtard, and Beggars Badges, with a Blanket 

For Dame the Doxey to march round the Circuit, 
With Bag, and Baggage. Com. Thou malicious Knight, 
Envious Sir Moath, that eats on that which feeds thee, 
And frets her goodneſs, that _— thy being ; 

What ey of Mankind ld own thy Brother- 


But as thou haſt a Title to her Blood, 

Whom thy ill nature hath choſe our t inſult on, 
And vex thus, for an accident in her Houlz, 

As if it were her crime | Good innocent Lady, 
Thou ſhew'ſt thy ſelf a true corroding Vermine, 
Such as thou art. Int. Why, gentle Mr. Compo/: ! 
Becauſe I wiſh you joy of your young Son, 
And Heir to the Houſe, you ha” ſent us ? 

Com. I ha' ſent you ? 

I know not what I ſhall do. Come in Friends : 
Madam, I pray you be pleas'd to truſt your ſelf 
Unto our company. Lad. I did that too late, 
Which brought on chis calamity upon me, 

With all the infamy I hear ; your Soldier, 

That ſwaggering Gueſt. 


Com. Who is return'd here to you, 
Your 


To them, tbe Lad) : 
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Yqur vowed Friend,and Servant, comes to ſup with you, 
So we do all ; and I'll prove he hath deſerv'd 

That ſpecial reſpe&, and favour from you, 

As not your Fortunes, with your felf to boot, 

Caſt on a Feather-bed, and ſpread o* th' Sheets 

Under a brace of your beſt Perfias Carpets, 

Were ſcarce a price to thank his happy merit. 

Int. What impudence is this? can you indure 
To hear it, Siſter ? Com. Yes, and you ſhall hear it; 
Who will indure it worſe. What deſerves he, 

In your opinion, Madam, or weigh'd judgment, 
That things thus hanging (as they do in doubt) 
Suſpended, and ſuſpected, all involvy'd, 

And wrapt in error, can reſolve the Knot ? 
Redintegrate the fame, firſt of your Houle ? 
Reſtore your Ladiſhips quiet ? render then 
Your Niece a Virgin, and unvitiated ? 

And make all plain, and perfe&t (as it was) 

A practcie to betray you, and your name ? 

Int. He ſpeaks impoſlibilities. Com. Here he ſtands, 
Whoſe Fortune hath done this, and you muſt thank him. 
To what you call his ſwaggering, we owe all this. 
And that it may have credit with you, Madam, 
Here is your Niece, whom LI have married, witnels 
Theſe Gentlemen, the K night, Captain, and Par/on, 
And this grave Politick Tell-troth of the Court. 

Lad. Whart's ſhe that I call Niece then 2 

Com. Peliſh's Daughter ; 

Her Mother Goodwy® Poliſh hath confefs'd it 
To Grannum Keep, the Nurſe, how they did change 
The Children in their Cradles. Lad. To what purpoſe ? 

Com. To get the Portion, or ſome part of it, 
Which you muſt now disburſe intire to me, Sir, 

If T but gain her Ladiſhips conſent. 

Lad. 1 bid God give you joy, if this be true, 

Com. As true it 1s, — Lady, i eh* Song. 
The Portion's mine, with Intereſt, Sir Moath; 

I will not 'bate you a ſingle Harrington, 

Of Intereſt upon Intereſt. In mean time, 

1 do commit you to the Guard of Ironſide, 

My Brother here, Captain Rud- budibras : 

From whom 1 will expe& you, or your Ranſom. 

Int. Sir, you muſt prove it, and the —— 
Ere I believe it. Com, For the poflibility, 

I leave to trial, Truth ſhall ſpeak it ſelf, 
O, Mr. Prattice, did you meet the Coach ? 

Pra. Yes, Sir, but empty. 

Cem. Why, 1 ſent ic for you, 

The buſineſs is diſpatch'd here, ere you come 3 
Come in, I'll cell you how : you are a Man 
Will look for ſatisfaction, and muſt have it. 

All. So do we all, and long to hear the right. , 


CHORUS. 


Dam. Roth, I am one of thoſe that labonr with the 
{ame longing, for it is almoſt pucker'd, and 

pull'd into that knot, by your Poet, which I cannot 

caſily, with all the ſtrength of my imagination, unty. 

Boy. Like enough, nor is it in your office to be trou- 
bled or perplexed with ir, bur co fir ſtill, and expe. The 
more your Imagination bulies it ſelf, the more it is in- 
tangled, eſpecially if (as I told in the beginning ) you 
happen on the wrong end. 

Pro, He hath ſaid ſufficient, Brother Demplay ; our 
parts that are the Spe&ators, or ſhould hear a Come- 
dy, are to await the proceſs, and events of things, as the 
Poet preſents them, not as we would corruptly faſhion 
them. We come here to behold Plays, and cenſure 
them, as they are made, and fitted for us; not to be- 
ſlave our own thoughts, with cenforious Spittle tem- 
pering the Poets Clay , as we were to mould every 
Scene anew : That were a meer Plaſtick, or Potters 
ambition, molt unbecoming the name of a Gentleman. 


No, let us mark, and not loſe the buſineſs on foot, by 
talking. Follow the right Thread, or find it. 

Dam. Why, kere his Play might have ended, if he 
would ha” letic; and have fſpar'd us the vexation of a 
fifth At yet to come, which every one here knows the 
iſſue of already, or may in part conjecture. 

Boy. That conjecture is a kind of Figure-tlinging, or 
throwing the Dice, for a meaning was never in the Po- 
ets purpoſe perhaps. Stay, and ſee his laſt .4#, his Cata- 
ſfrophe, how he will perplex that, or ſpring ſome freſh 
cheat, to entertain. the. Spettators, with a convenient 
delighe, till ſome unexpected, and new encounter break 


| out to rectifie all, and make good the Conclu/icn, 


Pro. Which , ending here, would have ſhown dull, 
flat, and unpointedz without any ſhape, or ſharpneks, 
Brother Damplay. 


Dam. Well, let us expect then : And wit be with us, 
o' the Poets part. 


Act V. Scene I. 
Needle, Item. 


Nee. TzS Mr. Lew, here's a Houſe divided, 
And quarter'd* into parts, by your Doctors En- 
gine. 
H* has caſt out ſuch afperſions on my Ladies 
Niece here, ot having had a Child ; as hardly 
Will be wip'd off, I doube. Ie. Why, is't not true ? 
Nee. True! did you think ic ? 
Ie. Was (he not in labour ? 
The Mid-wite ſent for ? Ie. There's your error now! 
Yo! ha* drunk of the ſame Water. be. Ibelicy'd it, 
And gave ic out too. 
Nee. More you wrong'd the Party ; 
She had no ſuch thing about her, innocent Creature ! 
7em, What had ſhe then ? only a fit o' the Mother ! 
They burnt old Shooes, Gooſe-feathers, 4/7 ferida, 
A few Horn-ſhavings, with a Bone, or two, 
And ſhe is well again, about the Houſe. 
Ite, I&t ble ? Nee. See it, and chen report it. 
Ite, Our ors Urinal-judgment is half crack'd then. 
Nee, Crack 't i the cale, molt hugely, with my Lady, 
And ſad Sir Moath, her Brother ; who is now 
Under a Cloud a little. te. Of what? Diſgrace ? 
Nee. He is committed to Rud-budibras, 
The Captain Ironſide, upon diſpleaſure 
From Mr. Compaſs, but it will blow off. 
ke. The Door (hall reverſe his inſtantly, 
And ſet all right again : if you'll afliſt 
But in a toy , Squire Needle, comes i' my Noddle now. 
Nee. Good, Needle and Noddle! what may *tbe? I 
long tor't. 
Ite. Why, butto go to Bed: fain a diſtemper 
Of walking 1 your ſleep, or talking in't 
A little idly, but ſo much, as on ic 
The Doctor may have ground to raiſe a cure 
For's Reputation. Nee. Any thing, to ſerve 
The worſhip o*'the Man I love and honour. 


. AR V. Scene Il. 
Poliſh, Pleaſance, Chair, Placentia, Keep. 


Pol. ! gi you joy Madamoiſelle Compaſs! 
Oz: -— bis Whirl pool now : Robe married, 

Againſt your Mothers leave, and without counſel ! 

H” has fiſh'd fair, and caught a Frog, I tear it. 

What Fortune ha* you to bring him in Dower ? 

You can tell Stories now : you know a world 

Of Secrets to diſcover. Ple. I know nothing 

But what is cold me 3 nor can I diſcover 


Any thing. Pol. No, you ſhall not, Fl take order. 
Go, 
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Go, get you in there : It is Ember-week | 
Pl keep you faſting from his Fleſh a while. 
Cha. See, who's here ? ſhe *has been with my Lady ; 
who kiſt her, all to kiſt her, twice or thrice. 
Nee. And call'd her Niece again, and view'd her Linnen. 
Pol. You ha' done a Miracle, Mother Charr. 
Cha, Not I, : 
My Cawdle has done it. Thank my Cawdle heartily. 
Pol. It ſhall be thank'd, and you too, wiſeſt Mother ; 
You ſhall have a new, brave, four-pound Beaver- Hat, 
Set with enamel'd Studs, as mine is here: 
And a right pair of Chriſtal Spe&acles, 
Chriſtal o' th' Rock, thou mighty Mother of Dames, 
Hung in an Ivory Caſe, at a Gold Belt, 
And Silver Bclls to gingle, as you puſs 
Before your fifry Daughte!s in proceſſion 
To Church, or from the Church. 
Cha. Thanks, Mrs. Poliſh. 
| Keep. She does deſerve as many Penſions 
As there be pieces in a— Maidenhead, 
Were I a Prince to givs 'em.. /Pol, Come ſweet Charge, 
You ſhall preſent your ſelf about the Houſe, be contt- 
dent, and bear up ; you ſhall be ſeen. 


A& V. Scene IM. 
Compaſs, Ironſide, Praftice. 


Can. Ke I can make you amends, my learned 
Counſel, 
And fatishie a greater Inju 
To chafed Mr. Praffice. Who would think 
That you could be thus teſty ? ro. A grave heap ! 
Giv'n over to the ſtudy of our Laws. 
Com. And the prime honours of the Common-wealth, 
Iro. And you to mind a Wite. 
Com. What ſhould you do 
With ſuch a toy asa Wife, that might diſtra&t you, 
Or hinder you i! your Courſe ? 
Iro. He ſhall not think on'. | 
Com. I will make over to you my Poſſeflion, 
Of that {ame place is fall'n (you know) to ſatisfie 
Surveyor of the Projedts general. 
Iro. And that's an office you know how to ſtir in. 
Com. And make your profits of. 
Ire. Which are (indeed ) 
The ends of a Gown'd-man: Shew your activity, 
And how you are built for buſineſs. Pra. I accept it 
As a Poſſeſſion, be*t but a Reverſion. 
Com. You firſt told Me 'twas a Poſſeſſion. Pra. I, 
I told you that I heard ſo. ro. All is one, 
He'll make Rever/ion a Poſſeſſion quickly. 
Com. But I muſt have a general Releaſe from you. 
Pra. Do one, Ill do the other. Com. It's a match 
Before my Brother Ironſide. Pra. Tis done. 
Com. We two are reconcil'd then. Iro.To a Lawyer, 
That can make uſe of a place, any half Title 
Is better than a Wife. Com. And will fave charges 
Of Coaches, Vellute Gowns, and Cut-work Smocks. 
Tro. He is to occupy an office wholly. 
Com. True, I muſt alk with you nearer, Mr. Prattice, 
About recovery o* my Wives Portion, 
What way I were beſt to take. Pra. The plaineſt way. 
Com. What's that, for plainneſs ? 
Pra. Sue him at Common-Law : 
Arreſt him on an Action of Choke-bail, 
Five hundred thouſand pound ; it will affright him, 
And all his Sureties. You can prove your Marriage ? 
Com. Yes. 
We! talk of it within, and hear my Lady. 


| A&t V. Scene IV. 


Intereſt, Lady, Rut, Item. 


—\ 'm ſure, the Rogue o* the Houſe went all that 
way 3 
She was with Child, and Mr. Compaſs got ic. 
Lad. Why, that you ſee is manifeftly falſe, 
tT' has married the other ; our true Niece, he ſays : 
He would not woe 'em both : he is not ſuch 
A Stallion, to leap all. Again, no Child 
Appears, that I can hind with all my ſearch, 
And ſtricteſt way of inquiry, I have made 
Through all my Family. A fit o' the Mother, 
The Women fay ſhe had, which the Mid-wife cur'd, 
With burning Bones and Feathers : Here's the DoRor. 
[ Enter Dotter. 
Int. O, noble Door, did not you, and your tem, 
Tell me our Niece was in labour? Rue. If I did, 
What follows ? Int. And that Mother Mid-night 
Was ſent for? Rut. $0 ſhe was; and is i the Houſe ill. 
Int. But here has a noiſe been ſince, ſhe was deliver'd 
of a brave Boy, and Mr. Compaſ;'s getting. 
Rut. I know no rattle of Goflips, nor their noiſes. 
I hope yoo take not me for a Pimp-errant, 
To deal in Smock affairs ? Where's the Patient ? 
The infirm Man, I was ſent for, Squire Needle ? 
Lad. Is Needle lick? *Rut. My *Pothecary «clls me 
He is in danger; how is *t Tim? where is he ? 
| Enter Tim, 
Ire. T cannot hold him down. He's up, and walks, 
And talks in his perfe& ſleep, with his Eyes ſhue, 
As ſenſibly, as he were broad awake. 
See, here he comes. He's faſt aſleep, obſerve him. 
_ He'll tell us wonders. What do theſe Women 
ere : | 


A& V. Scene V. 
Rut, Needle, Intersft, Item, Lady, Poliſh, Chair, Keep, 


Placentia. 


Hy22; a Man half naked? you are fine Beagles ! 
You'd have his Douſets. Nee. I ha' Linnen Breeks on. 
Rut. He hears, but he ſees nothing. Nee. Yes, 1 ſee 

Who hides the Treaſure yonder. 
Int, Ha? what Treaſure ? 
Rur. It you ask queſtions, he 'wakes preſently : 
And then you'll hear no more, till his next fic. 
Nee. And whom ſhe hides it for. 
Rut, Do you mark, Sir ? liſt. 
Nee. A fine ſhe Spirit it is, an Indian Mag-pic. 
She was an Aldermans Widow, and fell in love 
With our Sir Meath, my Ladies Brother. 
Rut. ( Hear you? ) 
Nee. And ſhe has hid an Aldermans Eſtate ; 
Dropt through her Bill in liccle holes, i' the Garden, 
hd finaghn Earth over 'em ; where none can ſpy 
But I, who ſee all by the Gloworms light, 
Thar creeps before. Pol. I knew the Gentlewoman 
Alderman Parrot's Widow, a fine Speaker, 
As any was i” the Clothing, or the Bevy ; 
She did become her Scarlet, and black Velvet, 
Her green, and purple 
Rur. Save thy colours, Rainbow, 
Or ſhe will run chee over, and all thy lights. 
Pol. She dwelt in Doo-little Lane, a trop of the Hill there 
I the round Cage, was after Sir Chime Squirrel s. 
She would eat nought but Almonds, I atlure you. 
Rut. Would thou had'ſt a Doſe of Pills, a double Doſe, 
O' the beſt Purge, to make thee turn Tail, tother way. 
Pol. You are a foul mouth'd, purging, abſurd Doctor ; 


7 


[ tell you crue, and I did long to tell it you, 
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You ha' ſpread a ſcandal 7 my Ladies Houſe here, 

On her ſweet Niece, you never can take © 

With all your Purges, or your Plaſter of Oaths 3 
Though you diſtil your Damm, drop by drop, 

p your detence. Thar ſhe hath had a Child, 

Here ſhe doth ſpit upon thee, and dehie thee; 

Or 1 do't for her. Rut. Madam, pray you bind her 

To her behaviour. Tie your Gofhp up, 

Or ſend her unto Ber'lem. Pol. Go thou thither, 

That better haſt deſerv'd it, ſhame of Dodtors: 

Where could ſhe be deliver'd ? by what charm, 

Reſtor'd to her ſtrength ſo ſoon ? who is the Father ? 

Or where the Infant ? Ask your Oracle, (gone? 
That walks, and talks in his ſleep. Rut. Where is he 
You ha' loſt a Fortune liſt'ning to her, to her Tabour. 
Good Madam lock her up. Lad. You mult give loſers 
Their leave to ſpeak,good Doctor, Rut. Follow his toot- 
Before he get to his Bed : This reſt is lolt elle. (ing 


A&t V. Scene VI. 
Compaſs, Prattice, Ironſide, Poliſh, Lady. 
os Here is my Wife? what ha* you done wich 
p w my Wite, 
Goſlip o' the Counſel ? Pol, I, \weet Mr. Compaſs, 
I honour you, and your Wife. Com. Well, do 1o ſtill. 
| will not call you Mother tho", bur Polyſh. = 
Good Goſlip Poliſh, where ha* you hid my Wite ? 
Pol. 1 hide your Wife ? Com. Orthe's run away. 
Lad. That would make all ſuſpected, Sir, a-freſh. 
Come we will find her, it ſhe be i the Houſe. 
Pol. Why ſhould I hide your Wite, good Mr. Compaſs ?. 
Com. I know no cauſe, but that you are goody Poliſh, 
That's good at malice ; good at miſchief ; all 
That can perplex or trouble a buſineſs throughly. 
Pl. You may ſay what you will: yo;are Mr.Compeſs, 
And carry a large ſweep, Sir, i your Circle, 
Lad. I'll ſweep all corners, _ co ſpring this. 
If *t be above Ground. 1 will have her cry'd, 
By che Common-cryer, through all the Ward, 
But 1 will find her. Iro. It will be an At 
Worthy your Juſtice, Madam. Pra. And become 
The integrity, and worſhip ot her Name. 


AQ V. Scene VII. 


Rut, Intereſt, Item, Needle. 


Rut. *FP1IS ſuch a Fly, this Goflip, with her buz, 
Ta blows on every thing, in every place ! 

Int. A buſie Woman is a fearful grievance ! 

Will he not ſleep again ? Rut. Yes, inſtantly, 

As ſoon as he is warm. Ir is the nature 

Of the Diſcaſle, and all theſe cold dry fumes, 

That are melancholick, to work at firſt, 

Slow, and infenſibly in their aſcent, 

Till being got up, and then diſtilling down 

Upo' the Brain ; they have a pricking quality 

That breeds this reftlefs reſt, which we, the Sons 

Ot Phyſick, call a walking in the fleep, 

And telling myſteries, chat mult be heard 

Softly, witch art, as we were ſewing Pillows 

Under the Patients Elbows, elſe they'd fly 

Into a phrenſie, run into the Woods, ; 

Where there are noiſes, huntings, ſhoutings, hallowings, 

Amidſt the Brakes, and Furzes, over Bridges, 

Fall into Waters, ſcratch their Fleſh , ſometimes 

Drop down a Pracipice, and there be lolt. oy 

How now ! what does her ? [te. He is up again, 

And *gins to talk. Int. O' the former matter, {rem ? 
ke. The Treaſure, and the Lady : That's his argument. 
Int. O me, happy Man! he cannot off it. 

I ſhall know all then. Rar. With what appetite 

Our own deſires delude us! Hear you Tim ? 

Let no Man interrupt us. 1te, Sir Diaphanons, 
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And Mr. Bias, his Court-friend's, deſire 

To kits his Nieces Hands, and gratulate 

The firm recovery of her good tame, 

And honour— 7Tzt. Good, lay ro *em, Mr. Irert, 
My Niece is, on my Ladies tide : they'll find her there, 

| pray to be bur ſpar'd, for half an hour : 

I'll [ze 'em preſemtly. Rut. Do, put *em off, Tim. 

And tell 'em the importance of the buſineſs. 

Here, he is come | footh; and have all out of him. 

Nee. How do you Lady-bird ? fo hard at work, till? 
What's that you ſay? do you bid me walk, ſweet Bird ? 
And tell our Knight? 1 will. How? walk Knave, walk ? 
I think y' are angry with me, Pol. Fine Pol : 

Pot's a fine Bird ! O fine, Lady Pol ! 

Almond for Parrat ; Partat's a brave Bird : 

Three hundred chouland Pieces ha* you ſtuck 

Edg long into the Ground, within the Garden ? 

O' bounteous Bird! It. And me, moſt happy creature. 

Rut.>Smother your joy. Nee, How? and dropp'd twice fo 

Many —— (old Well? 

Int. Ha |! where? Ru. Contain your ſelf. Nee. I the 

Int, I cannot, I am a Man of Fle(b, and Blood : 
Whocan contain himſelf, to hear the Ghoſt 
Ot a dead Lady, do ſuch works as thels ? 

And a City Lady too, o' the ſtraic Waſte ? 

Rut. Hes gone. Nee. I will go try the truth of it. 

Rui.Follow him,7im: ſee what he does; if he bring you 
A 'ilay of it now. Int. Ill ſay he's a rare Fellow : 

And has a rare Diſeaſe. Rut. And I will work 
As rare a Cure upon him. Ir. How, goou Door ? 

Rut. When he hath utcer'd all, that you would know of 
PIl cleanſe him with a Pill (as ſmall as a Peaſe) (him; 
And ſtop his Mouth : for there tis Iflue lies, 

Berween the Muſcles o' the Tongue. Int. He's come. 

Rut. What did he, Item ? * 1te. The firlt ſtep he ſtepr 
Intothe Garden, he pull'd theſe five Pieces 
Up, in a Fingers breadth one of another, 

The Dire ſticks on *em ſtill. Hr. I know enough. 
Do&tor, proceed with your cure, Vil make thee famous, 
Famous among the Sons of the Phylicians, 

Machaon, Podailmixs, Eſculapins. 

Thou ſhalc have a golden Beard, as well ashe had ; 
And thy Tim Item here, have one of Silver : 

A livery Beard. And all thy *Pothecaries 

Belong to thee. Where's Squire Needle? gone? 

Ire. He's prick'd away, now he has done the work: 

Rut. Prepare his Pill, and gi it him afore Supper. 

In. I'll tend fora dozen o' Labourers to morrow, 

1o curn the ſurface o the Garden up. (titted 3 

Rut. In Mold ? bruiſe every Clod ? Tnt. And have all 
For I'll not loſe a piece of the Birds bounty, 

And take an Inventory of all. Ras. And then, 

| would go down into che Well— It. My ſelt ; 

No truſting other hands : Six hundred thouſand, 

To the fiſt three; nine hundred thouſand Pound. — 

Rut. "Twill purchaſe the whole Bench of Aldermanity 
Stripe to their Shirts. H|t. There never did accrew 
So great a gitt to man, and from a Lady, 

I never ſaw but once ; now I remember, 

We met at Merchamt-Taylors-ball, at dinner, (dle 
In Thread: Needle-ſftrezt. Kut. Which was a ſign Squire Nee- 
Should have the threading of this Thread. It. 'Tis true ; 
I ſhall love Parrots better, while I know him. 

Kut. I'd have her Statue cut, now in whice Marble, 

Int. And have it painted in moſt Orient Colours. 

Rut. That's right ! all City Statues muſt be painced, 
Elſe they be worth nought 7? their ſabcile Judgments. 


Act V. Scene VIIL 


Intereſt, Bias, Rut, Palate. 
Y trueſt friend in Court, dear Mr. Bias ; 
You hear o' the recovery of our Niece 
In fame and credit? Bia. Yes, I have been with her, 
And gratulatcd to her 3 but I am forry 
I ce To 
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Int. 
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The Maegnetick Lady. 


To find the Author o* the foul aſperſion 
Here i' your company, this infolent DoQor. 
I=t. You do miſtake him : he is clear got off on't. 
A Goſlips Jealoufie firſt gave the hinr. 
He drives another way, now, as I would have him. 
He's a rare Man, the or, in his way. 
H' has done the nobleſt cure here, i* the Houle, 
On a poor Squire, my Siſters Taylor, Needle 
That talk'd in'sſlcep 3 would walk to St. Fobn's Wood, 
And Waltham Forreſt, fcape by all the Ponds, 
And Pits i' the way ; run over two inch Bridges ; 
With his Eyes faſt, and i the dead of night : 
Til ha? you better acquainted with him. Door, 
Here is my dear, dear, deareſt friend in Court, 
Wiſe, powerful Mr. Bias ; pray you falute 
Fach other, not as ſtrangers, but true friends. 
Rut. This is the Gentleman you brought to day, 
A Suicor to your Niece ? Int. Yes. Rut. You were 
Agred, I heard ; the Writings drawn between you 
Int. And ſeal'd. Rut.. What broke you off? 
Int. This rumour of her ? 
Was it not Mr. Bias ? Bia. Which I find 
Now falſe, and therefore come to make amends 
P the firſt place. I ſtand to the old conditions. 
Rut.Faith give *em him, Sir Moath,what cer they were. 
You have a brave occaſion now, to croſs 
The flanting Mr. Compaſs, who pretends 
Right tothe Portion, by th? other Intail. 
Int. And claims it. You do hear he's married ? 
Bia, We hear his Wife is run away from him, 
Within : She is not to be found i the Houle, 
With all the Hue and Cry is made for her, 
Through every Room ; the Larders ha” been ſearch'd, 
The Bake-houſes, and Boulting-tub, the Ovens, 
Waſh-houſe, and Brew-houſe, nay the very Fornace, 
And yet ſhe is not heard of, Int. Be ſhe ne'er heard of, 
The ſafety of Great Britain lies not on't. 
You are content with the ten thouſand Pound, 
Defalking the four hundred Garniſh-money ? 
That's the condition here, afore the DoRor, 
And your demand, friend Bias, Bis. It is Sir Moath, 
[ Enter Palate. 
Rut. Here comes the Par/en then, ſhall make all ſure. 
Int. Go you with my friend Bias, Parſon Palate, 
Unto my Niece 3 aſſure them we are agreed. 
Pal. And Mrs. Compaſs too, is found within. 
Int. Where was ſhe hid? Pal. In an old Bottle-houſe, 
Where they icrap'd Trenchers ; there her Mother had 
thruſt her. 
Rut. You ſhall have time, Sir, to triumph on him, 
When this fine feat is done, and his Rud- Ironſide. 


A&R V. Scene IX. 


Compaſs, Pleaſance, Lady, Ironſide, Praftice, Poliſh, 
Chair, Keep, &c. 


Corn. As ever any Gentlewoman us'd 
So barbarouſly by a malicious Goflip, 

Pretending to be Mother to her too ? 

Pol. Pretending! Sir, I am her Mother, and challenge 
A right, and power for what I have done. 

Com. Out, Hag ; 
Thou that haſt put all nature off, and Woman, 
For ſordid gain, betray'd the truſt committed 
Unto thee by the dead, as from the living: 
Chang'd the poor innocent Infants in their Cradles : 
Defrauded them c* their Parents, chang'd their names, 
Calling Placentia, Pleaſance ;, Pleaſance, Placentia, 

Pl. How knows he this? 

Com. Abus'd the Neighbour-hood ; 
But moſt this Lady. Did'{t entorce an Oath, 
To this poor Woman, on a pious Book, 
To keep cloſe thy Impicty. Pol, Ha' you told this ? 


Koep. I told it ? no, he knows it, and much more, 
As he's a cunning Man. Pol. A cunning Fool, 
If that be all. Com. Bur now to your true Daughter 
That had che Child, and is the proper Plea/ance, ; 
We muſt have an account of that too, Goflip. 

Pol. This's like all the reſt of Mr. Compaſs. 


A&t V. Scene X. 


Enter to them running, Rut. 


Rut. Elp, help for Charity ; Sir Moath Intereſt 
Is fall'n into the Well. Lad. Where? where ? 
Rur. I the Garden. 
A Rope to fave his life. Com. How came he there? 
Rut. He thought to take poſleflion of a Fortune, 
There newly drop't him, and the old Chain broke, 
And down fell he i the Bucket. Com. Is it deep ? 
Rut. We cannot tell, A Rope : help with a Rope, 
Enter Silk worm, Ironſide, Item, Needlk, 
and Intereſt, Rut. 
Sil. He is got out again. The Knight is ſav'd. 
Iro. Alictle ſfows'd i the Water ; Needle fav'd him. 
Ire. The Water fav'd him, *twas a fair eſcape. 
Nee. Ha" you no hurt? Int. A little wer. 
Nee. "That's nothing. 
Rut, 1 wilh'd you A Sir, till to morrow : And told 
It was no lucky hour : ſince fix a Clock (you, 
All Stars were retrograde. Lg4d.Þ the name | Lady. 
Ot fate, or folly, how came you i? the Bucket ? 
Int. That is a Bwere of another time, Siſter, 
The Doctor will refolve you— who hath done 
The admirableſt cure upon your Needle! 
Gi* me thy Hand good Needle : thou cam'(t timely ; 
Take off my and Coat ; And let me ſhake 
My ſelf a little., I have a world of bufineſs. | Bias: 
Where is —_—_— Bias ? and his Wite? | Placentia. 
Who bids gr em joy * Here they both ſtand 
As ure affianced, as the Parſon, or words | Palate. 
Can tie'em. Rut. We all wiſh *em joy, and happinefs. 
Silk, 1 ſaw the Contract, and can witneſs it. 
Int, He ſhall receive ten thouſand Pounds to morrow,. 
You look'd for't, Compaſs, or a greater ſumm, 
But *tis diſpos'd of, this, another way, 
I have but one Niece, verily Comps/«. 
Com, Ill find another, Varlzr, do your office. 
Var. I do arreſt your Body, Sir Meath Intere#t, 
In the King's name: at ſuit of Mr. Compaſs, | Varlet. 
And Dame Placentia his Wife, The Action's entred, 
Five hundred thouſand Pound. I». Hear you this, Siſter ? 
And hath your Houſe the Ears, to hear it too ? 
And to reſound the affront? Lad. I cannot ſtop 
The Laws, or hinder Juſtice. I can be 
Your Bail, if *e may be caken. Com. With the Captains, 
I ask no better. Kut. Here are better Men, 
Will give their Bail. Cow. But yours will not be taken, 
Worſhipful Doctor ; you are good ſecurity 
For a ſuit of Clothes, to th' Taylor, that dares truſt you: 
But not for ſuch a ſumm, as is this Action. 
Varlet, you know my mind. 
Var. You muſt to Priſon, Sir, 
| Unleſs you can find Bail the Creditor likes. 
Int. I would fain find it, if you'd ſhew me where. 
Silk, It is a terrible Action; more indeed, 
Than many a Man is worth. And is call'd Fright- Bal. 
Jro. Faith I will bail him, at mine own apperil. 
Varlet, be gone: Il once ha' the reputation, 
To be ſecurity for ſuch a ſumm. 
Bear up, Sir Aoath. Rat. He is not worth the Buckles 
About his Belt, and yet this Ironſide claſhes. 
Int, Peace, leſt he hear you Dodtor ; we'll make uſe 
of him. 
What doth your Brother Compaſs, Captain Ironſide, 


Demand of us, by way of challenge, thus ? 


Ire. Your 


te. 


le 


ro. Your Nieces Portion 3 inthe right of his Wite. 
Int. I have afſur'd one Portion, to one Niece, 
And have no more t© account for, that I know of : 
What I may do in charity— if my Siſter 
Will bid an off 'ring for her Maid, and him, 
As a Benevolence to 'em, after Supper, 
I'll ſpit into the Baſon, and intreat 
My Friends to do the like. Com. Spit out thy Gall, 
And Heart, thou Viper : I will now no mercy, 
No pitty of thee, thy falſe Niece, and Needle ; 
Bring forch your Child, or I appeal you of murder, 
You, and this Goſlip here, and Mother Char. 
[ Pleaſance feps out. 
Cha. The Gentleman's fall'n mad ! 
Ple. No, Mrs. Midwilec. 
I {aw the Child, and you did give it me, 
And put it i' my Arms, by this ill coken, 
You wilh'd me {uch another; and ir cry'd. 
Pra. The Law is plain ; if it were heard to cry, 
And you produce it not, he may Indict 
All hat conceal 't, of Felony, and Murder. 
Com. And I will take the boldnefls, Sir, to do it: 
Beginning wich Sir Moath here, and his Doctor. 
$i/k. Good faith this ſame is like to turn a buſineſs. 
Pal, And a ſhrew'd buſineſs, marry : they all ſtart att. 
Com. I ha? the right Thread now, and I will keep ir. 
You, goody Keep, confeſs the truth to my Lady, 
e truth, the whole truth, nothing bur the truth. 
Pol. I ſcorn to be prevented gf my glories. 
I plotted the deceit, and I witl own it. 
Love to my Child, and lucre of the Portion 
Provok'd me ; wherein though th event hath fail'd 


In part, I will make uſe of the beſt ſide. 


This is my Daughter, and ſhe hath had a Child 
This day, unto her ſhame, (I now profels ir.) 
By this meer falſe-ſtick, Squire Meedle, but 
Since this wiſe Knight hath thoughr it good to change 
The fooliſh Father of it, by affuring 
Her to his dear friend, Mr. Bias; and him 
Again to her, by clapping of him on 
ith his free promiſe of ten thouſand Pound, 
Afore ſo many witneſſes. $Si/k. Whereof I 
Am one. Pal. And I another. 
Pel. I ſhould be unnatural 
To my own Fleſh, and Blood, would I not thank him. 
I thank you, Sir : and I have reaſon for it. 
For here your true Niece ſtands, fine Mrs. Compaſs. 
(11! cell you truth, you have deferv'd it from me.) 
To whom you are by Bond engag'd to pay 
The ſixteen thouſand Pound, which is her Portion, 
Due to her Husband, on her Marriage-day. 
I ſpeak the truth, and nothing bue the truth. 
Iro You'll pay it now, Sir Moath, with Intereſt ? 
You ſze the truth breaks out on every ſide of you. 
Int. Into what Nets of cougnage am I caſt 
On ev'ry tide ? each Thread is grown a Noot: 
A very Meſh : I have run my ſelf into 
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A double break, of paying ewice the Money. 
Bia. You ſhall be relea&'d, of paying mea Penny, 
With theſe conditions. Pol. Will you leave her then ? 
Bia. Yes, and the ſumm, twice told, cer take a Wife, 
To pick out Monſieur Need!le's Baſting-ghp&ads. 
Com. Goflip you are paid : though a fic nature, 
Worthy to have a Whore juſtly put on him ; 
He is not bad enough to take your Daughter, 
On ſuch a cheat. Will you yet pay the Portion ? 
Int. What will you bate ? 
Com. No Penny the Law gives. 
Int. Yes, Bias's Money. 
Com. Whar, your friend in Court ? 


'} I will not rob you of him, nor the purchaſe, 


Nor your dear Doctor here, ſtand altogether. 
Birds of a nature all, and of a feather. 

Lad. Well, we are all now reconcil'd to truth. 

There reſts yet a gratuity from me, 

To be conterr'd upon this Gentleman ; 

Who(as my Nephew Compaſs ſays) was cauſe 

Firſt of th' offence, but ſince of all th' amends, 

The quarrel caus'd th' aftrighe ; that trighc brought on 
The travel, which made peace 3 the peace drew on 
This new diſcovery, which endeth all 

In reconcilement. Com. When the Portion 

Is tender'd, and receiv'd. rt. Well, you muſt have ©: 
As good at firſt as laſt. Lad. *Tis well faid Brother. 
And I, if this good Captain will accept me, 

Give him my ſelf, endow him with my Eſtace, 

And make him Lord of me, and all my Fortunes : 

He that hath ſav'd my hour, though by chance, 

I'll really ſtudy his, and how to thank him. 

Iro. And I imbrace you, Lady, and your goodneſs, 
And vow to quit all thought of War hereatter ; 

Save what is tought under your Colours, Madam. 

Pal. More work then tor the Parſon ; I ſhall cap 
The Loadſone with an Ironſide, | fee. 

Iro. And take in theſe, the forlorn Couple, with us, 
Needle, and's Thread, whole Portion I will chink on; 
As —_ a buſineſs, waiting on my bounty : 

Thus I do take polleflion of you, Madam, 
My true Magnetick Miltris, and my Lady. 


ms 


CHORUS changed into an EPILOGUE 
ro the KIN G. 


W- Gentlemen, I now muſt under Seal, 
And th' Author's charge, waive you, and make my 


Appeal, 


| To the ES Power, my Lord, the King ; 


Who beſt can judge of what we bumbly bring. 
| He knows cur nh s, and the Poets faults ; 
IWhere be doth ſtand upright, go firm, or balts ; 
And he will doom him. To which Voice be ſtands, 
And prefers that, *fere all the Peoples Hands. 


THER END. 
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T U B. 
A COMEDY 


— 


Compoſed by Ben, Johnſon. 


—— 


W- F-. 


——lIrficeto eſt inficetior rure, Carul. 


PROLOGUE. 
0 State-affairs, nor any politick Club, A 
Pretend we in our Tale, here, of a Tub: 
But atts of Clowns and Conſtables, to day 
Stuff out the Scenes of our ridecklous Play. 
A Coopers wit, or ſome ſuch buſie Spark, 
Ilumining the high Conſtable, and his Clerk. 
And all the Neighbour-boad, from ot Records, 
Of antick Proverbs, drawn from Whitſon-Lords. 
And their Authorities, at Wakes and* Ales, | 
With Country precedents, and old Wives Tales ; 


We bring you now, to ſhew what different things 
The Cotes of Clowns, are from the Courts of Kings, 


' fþ 


The 
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The PersoONs that Ac. 


Cuan Hus n, 
Souire Tus, 
BasKET-Hiltrts, 
Jusr. PxEaMBLE, 
Mites MeTtarPenaoOR, 
Lady .T u s, 
Por-Maxrten, 
Tospie Tuxtre, 
Da. SiB1t Turf es, 
Mrs. Awoxey Tukres, 
Joun Cray, 
In-axD-in MepLar, 
Ras: CLENncn, 
To-Pan, 
D'oor.;ScxiBsx, 
Bart Pueey, 
Fartuer Rosix, 
Joxs, Jorcs, 
Mavnce, PaKRNEL, 
GxiseL, Karte, 


Black Jacs, 


Vicar of Pancraſs, and Captain Thums, 
Of Totren-Courr, or Squire Tripely. 

Flis Man, and Governor, 

Of Maribone, alias Bramble. 

His Clerk, 

Of Totten, the Squire's Mother. 

Her Huiſher: Dido Wiſp ber Woman. 
High Conſtable of Kentiſh Town. 

Flis Wife. 

Their Daughter the Bride. 


Of Kilborn Tile-maker, the appointed Bride-groom, 


Of Wlingron, Cooper and Headboroggh. 


Of Hamlſted, Farrier, and petty Conſtable, 


Tinker, or Mettal-man of Belſiſe, Thirdborough. 


Of Chalcor, the great writer. 


The bigh Conſtable's Man. 
The Minſtrel, and bis two Boys. 


Maids of the Bridal. 


w 


The Lady Tub's Butler. 


Two GrxooMms. 


The Scene, 


FINSBUR Y-HUNDR ED. 


A TALE 


git 


A 


T ALE ol a T U B. 


Act IL Scene LI. 
Sir Hugh, Tub, Hilts. 
OW o© my Faith, Old Biſhop Valer 


Hug. | 
tine, 
You ha' brought us nipping weather : 
Februere 
Doth cut and ſhear ; your day, and Dioceſs 
Are very cold. All your Pariſhioners ; 
As well your Layicks, as your Quiriſters, 
Had need to keep to their warm Feather-beds, 
If they be ſped of Loves : this is no ſeaſon, 
To ſeek new Makes in z though Sir Hugh of Pancrace, 
Be hither come to Toren, on intelligence, 
To the young Lord & the Mannor, Squire Tripoly, 
On ſuch an Errand as a Miſtris is. 
What, Squire! Ifay? T6. I ſhould call him too; 
Sir Peter Tub was his Father, a Salt-petre-man; 
Who left his Mother, Lady Tub of Totren- 
Court, here, to revel, and keep open Houſe in ; 
With the youn Squire her Son, and's Governour Barket- 


Hilts, both by Sword and Dagger : Domine, 
Armiger Tub, Squire Tripoly, iſcere, 
I dare not call alood, leſt he ſhould hear me : 


And think I conjur'd up the Spirit, her Son, 
In Pricſts-lack- Lative : O ſhe 15 jealous 
Of all Mankind for him. Ti. Chanon, i'ſt you ? 
At the VVindor. 
Hug. The Vicar of Pancrace, Squire Tub! wa" hoh'! 
Tak I come, 1 ſtoop unto the call ; Sir Hugh ! 
F He comes down in bus Night-Gown. 
lure is from his Love: fair Awdrey, 
Th' high Conſtables Daughter of Kentiſh-Town, here, Mr. 
Tobias Turfe. Tub. What news of him ? 
Hug. He has wak'd me 
An hour before I would, Sir. And my duty 
To the young Worſhip of Totren-Court, Squire Tripoly ; 
Who hath my heart, as I have his: your Mrs. 
Is to be made away from you, this morning, 
Saint Valentines day : there are a knot of Clowns, 
The Counſel of Finsbury, fo they are y-{tyl'd, 
Met at her Fathers; all the wiſe o' th* hundred ; 
Old Baſt Clench of Hamſted, petty Conftable ; 
In-and-In Medlay, Cooper of Iſlington, 
And Headborough 3 with loud 7%-Pan, the Tinker, 
Or Metal-man of Belſiſe, the Third-borough : 
And D'ogenes Scriben, the great Writer of Chalcot. 
Tub. And why all theſe ? 
Hug. Sir, to conclude in Counſel, 
A Husband, or a Make for Mrs. Awdrey ; 
Whom they have nam'd,and prick'd down,Clay of Kilborn, 
A tough young fellow, and a Tile-maker. 
Tub. And what muſt he do? 
Hugh. Cover her, they ay : 
And keep her warm, Sir : Mrs. Awdrey Turfe, 
Laſt nighte did draw him for her Valentine ; 
Which chance, it hath fo taken her Father and Mother, 
(Becauſe themſelves drew fo, on Valentine's Eve 
Was thirty year) as they will have her married 


Hug. He knows m 


dp; 


To day by any means ; they have ſent a Meſſenger 
To Kilborn, poſt, for Clay z which when I knew, 
I poſted with the like to worſhipful Tripoly, 
The Squire of Totten : and my adviſe to croſs it. 
Tub. What is't, Sir Hugh ? 
Hugh. Where is your Governour Hzilrs ? 
Baſquet muſt do it. Tb. Baſquet ſhall be call'd : 
Hilts, can you ſee to riſe? Hil. Cham not blind, Sir, 
With coo much light. Tub. Open your rother Eye, 
And view it itbe day. Hil. Che can {py that 
Ar's little a hole as another, through a Milſtone. 
Tub. = will ha' the laſt word, though he talk Bilke 
or'e. 
Hugh. Bilke ? what's that ? 
Tub Why, nothing, a word ſignifying 
Nothing ; and borrow'd here to expreſs nothing. 
Hugh. A fine device ! 
Tak Yes, till we hear a finer. 
What's your device now, Chanon Hugh? 
Hugh. In private. | 
Lend it your Ear; I will not cruſt the Air with it ; 
Or ſcarce my Shire ; my Caſlock ſha* not know ic ; 
It I chought it did, Pll burn it. 7x6. That's the way, 
You ha' thought to get a new one, Hugh : Is't worth it? 


Let's hear ic firſt, 
Hugh. Then hearken, and receiveit. [They whiſper, 
This *tis, Sir, do you reliſh it? Tub. If Hilts 

Be cloſe enough to carry it; there's all, 


[Hilts enters, and walks by, 


making himſelf ready, 
Hil. It no Sand? nor Butter-milk F; 't be ns 
Ict'am no Zive, or Watring-pot, to draw 
Knots ?* your *caſjions. If you truſt me, zo: 
It not, praform it your zelves. Cham no Man's Wife, 
But refolure Hilrs : you'll vind me? the Butrry. 
Twb. Artelty Clown: but a tender Clown, as wooll: 
And melting as the Weather in a Thaw: 
He'll weep you, like all April : But he'ull roar you, 
Like middle March afore: He willbe as raellow, 
And tiplie too, as Ofober : And as grave, 
And bound up like a Froſt (with the new year) 
In January ; as rigid as he is ruſtick. 
Hug. You know his Nature, and deſcribe it well ; 
-PFIl leave him to your faſhioning. 
Tub. Stay, Sir Hugh; 
Take a good Angel with you, for your Guide : 
And let this guard you homeward, as the blefling, 
To our device. Hug. Ithank you Squires Worſhip, 
Moſt humbly (for the next, for chis I am fare of.) 


The Squire goes «ff. 
O for a Quire of theſe Voices, now, 
To chime in a Man's Pocket, and cry chink! 
One doth not chirp : it makes no harmony. 
Grave Juſtice Bramble, next muſt contribuce; 
His Charity muſt offer at this Wedding : 
I'll bid more to the Bafon, and the Bride-Ale ; 
Alchough bur one can bear away the Bride. 
[ {mile co think how like a Lottery 
Theſe Weddings are. Clay hath her in poſſeflion; 
The Squire he hopes to circumvent the Tile Kill : 


And 
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And now, it Juſtice Bramble do come off, 
"Tis ewo to one but Tub may loſe his bottom. 


AEt I. 
Clench, Medlay, Scriven, Pan, Puppy. 


Scene II. 


Cle. HY, 'cis thirty year, c'en as this day now, 
Zim Valentine's day, of all days kutſin'd, look 
you; . 
And the zame day o' the Month, as this Zin Valentine, 
Or I am vowly decciv'd, 
Med. That our High Conſtable, 
Mr. Tobias Turfe, and his Dame were married. 
I think you are right. But what was that Zin Valentine? 
Did you ever know *um, Good-man Clench ? 
Cle. Zin Valentine, 
He was a deadly Zin, and dwelt at High gate, 
AsT have heard; but *cwas avore my time : 
He was a Cooper too, as you are, Medlay, 
Ar In-an-In: A woundy brag young vellow : 
As th” port went o' hun then, and i' thoſe days. 
Scri. Did he not write his Name, Sim Valentine ? 
Vor I have met no Sn in Finsbury Books 
And yet I have writ *em fix or ſeven times over. 
Pan. O' yon mun look for the Nine deadly Sims, 
I' the Church books, D'oge ; not the high Conſtables ; 
Nor i” the Counties : Zure, that fame Zin Valentine, 
He was a ſtately Zim: an'he were a Zin, 
And kept brave hoaſc. 
Cle. Arthe Cock and Hen in High-gate. 
You ha* *freſh'd my rememory well in't! neighbour Pan: 
He had a Place in laſt King Harry's time, 
Of ſorting all the young Couples ; joyning 'em, 
And putting 'em together ; which is yet 
Praform'd, as on his day Zin Valentine ; 
As being the Zim of the Shire, or the whole County: 
I am old Rivet ſtill, and bear a Brain, 
The Clench, the Varrier, and true Leach of Hemſted. 
Pan. You are a ſhrewd Antiquity, neighbour Clench ! 
And a great Guide to all the Pariſhes ! | 
The very Belkweather of the Hundred, here, 
As I may zay. Mr. Tobias Turfe, 
High Conſtable, would not miſs you, for a Score on us, 
When he doe*ſcourſe of the great Charty to us. 
Pup. What's that, a Horſe ? Can *'ſcourſe nought but 
a Horſ: ? 
T nz*:e read o* bun, and that in Smith-veld Charty : 
P the old Fabians Chronicles : nor I think 
In any new. He may be a Giane there, 
For ought 'I know. 
Seri. You ſhould do well to ſtudy 
Records, Fellow Ball, both Law and Poetry. 
Pup. Why, all's but writing, and reading, is it Scriben? 
An't be any more, it's meer cheating Zzure. 
Vlat cheating ;- all your Law, and Poets too. 
Pan. Mr, High Conſtable comes. 
Pup. Vil zay't avore *hun. 


Act I. Scene II. 
Turſe, Clench, Medlay, Scriben, Puppy, Pan. 


Tur. \ N 7 Hat's that makes you all fo merry, and loud 
Sirs, ha Ml 4 

I could ha' heard you to my privy walk. 

Cle. A Contervarſie *twixt your ewo learn'd Men here: 
Amnibal Puppy Tays, that Law and Poetry 
Are both flac cheating; All's but writing and reading, 
He ſays, be't Verſe or Proſe. 

Tur, I think in conzience, as 
He do zay erue 2 Who ist do thwart *un, ha ? 

Med. Why, my Friend Scriben, and't pleaſe your 

Worthip. 


Twr, Who, D'oge? my D'ogenes? a great Writer, i | 
He'll vace me ds, bh _ ſelf ſometimes, "I 
That Verſe goes upon Veer, as you and I do ; 

Bur I can gi' 'unthe hearing ; zit me down, 

And laugh at 'un ; and to my felf conclude, 

The greateſt Clerks are not the wiſeſt Men 

Ever. Here they* re both! What, Sirs, diſputing, 
And holding Arguments of Verſe and Prole ? 

And no green thing afore the Door, that ſhews, 
Or ſpeaks a Wedding ? 

Scr. Thoſe were Verſes now, 

Your Worſhip ſpake, and run upon vire veet, 

Tur. Feet, vrom my Mouth, D'oge? Leave your 

*Zurd uppinions : 
And get me in | Boughs. 

Scy, Let *em ha' Leaves firſt. 

There's nothing green but Bays and Roſemary. 

Pup. _ they're too good tor ſtrewings, your Maids 

ay. 

Tur. You take up Dority ſtill, to vouch againſt me. 
All the twelve Smocksi*the houſe, zur, are your Authors. 
Get ſome freſh Hay then, to lay under foot: 

Some Holly and Ivy, to make vine the Poſts : 

Is not Son Valentine's day ? and Mrs. Awdrey, 
Your _— to be married ? I wonder Clay 
Should be ſo tedious : He's to play Son Valentine ! 
And the Clown fluggard's not come fro? Kilborn yet ? 

Med. Do you call your Son i' Law Clown, and'e pleaſe 

= Worſhip ? 

Tur, Yes, and vor worſhip too, my neighbour Medlay. 
A Middleſex Clown, and one of Finbury : 

They were the firſt Colon's o* the Kingdom here : 

The Primitory Colon's, my D'ogenes ſays. 

VVhere's D'ogenes, my V Vriter, now ? V Vhat were thoſe 
You told me, D'ogenes, were the firſt Colon's 

O'.che Countrey, that the Reman: brought in here ? 

Scr. The Colony. Sir, Colonw is an Inhabicant : 

A Clown Original : as you'ld zay a Farmer, a Tiller o* 
th* Earth, 
E're fin' the Romans planted their Colony firſt, 
VVhich was in Meddleſex. 
Tur. VVhy fo? Ichank you heartily, good D'ogener, 


you ha' zertified me. 
I had rather be an ancient Colon, (as they zay) a Clown 
of Middleſex : 

A good rich Farmer, or High Conſtable. 
1d play hun *gain a Knight, or a good Squire ; 
Or Gentleman of any other County 
P the Kingdom. 

Pan. Out-cept Kent, for there they landed 
All Gentlemen, and came in with the Conquerour, 
Mad Fulins Ceſar, who built Dover-Caſtle : 
My Anceſtor 7o-Pan, beat the firſt Kertle-Drum 
Avore *hun, here vrom Dover on the March : 
V Vhich piece of Monumental Copper hangs 
Up, ſcour'd, at Hammer-ſmith yet; for there they came 
Over the Thames, at a low Wat&-mark; 
Vore either London, I, or Kingſton-Bridge—— 
[ doubt were kurſin'd. 

Tur. Ze, who is here : Fobn Clay! 
Zon Valentine, and Bridegroom ! ha? you zeen 
Your Valentine-Þride yet, ſin' you came? Fobn Clay ? 


Act I. Scene IV. 


Clay. [ To them. 


O wuſſe. Che lighted, I, but now i' the yard: 
Puppy ha' ſcarce unſwadled my legs yer. 
Tur, What 7 wilpes of your Wedding day, zon ? 
This is right 
Originous Clay : and Clay o' Kilborn too! 


Cla. 


I would ha' had Boots o' this day, zure, zon |Fobn. 


Cla. 


: 
: 
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Cla. 1 did it to fave charges : we mun dance, 
O' this day, zure: and who can dance in boots ? 
No, I got on my belt ſtraw-coloured ſtockins, 
And ſwaddel'd 'em over to zave Charges ; I. 

Tar. And his new Shamois Doublet too with Points: 


like that yet : and his long Sa hoſe, 
4 the enter of Four ſmoaking Tile-kills, 
Which he is Captain of : Captain of Klborn : 
with his Hat turn'd up © the leer fide too : 
As if he would leap my Daughter yet &'er night, 
And ſpring a new Turfe to the old Houſe. 
Look, and the Wenches ha* not vound *un out, 
And do parzent un with a Van of Roſemary, 
And Bays, to vill a Bow-pot, trim the Head 
Of my beſt Vore-horſe ; we (hall all ha* Bride-laces, 
Or Points, I zee ; my Daughter will be valiant, 
And prove a very Mary Anbry i'the bufineſs. 
Cle. They zaid your Worſhip had fur'd her to Squire 
Of Totten-Cowrt here; all the Hundred rings on't. (Tub 
Tor. A Tale of « Tub, Sir, a meer Tale of Tub. 
Lend it no Earl pray you : The Squire Tub 
Ls a fine Man, but he is too fine a Man, 
And has a Lady T«+ too to his Mother : 
Pll deal withnone © choſe vine ſilken Twbs. 
"ny Cloth-breech for my Money and Daughter. 
comes another old Boy too, vor his 
[ Enter Father Roſin. 
Will ſtroak down my Wives Udder of Purſes, empty 
Of all her Milk-money, this Winter Quarter : 
Old Father Roſin, the chief Minſtrel here : 
Chief Minſtrel coo of Highgate : ſhe has hir'd him 
And all, his two Boys for a day and a half, 
And now they come for Ri ing, and Roſemary : 
Give *em enough Girls, g? '*em , and take it 
Out in his Tunes anon. Cle. Pl ha” Tom Titer, 
For our Jobn Clay's ſake, and the Tile-kills, zure. 
Med. And I the jolly Joyner, for mine own ſake. 
Pan. Vl ha'the joviall Tinker for To-Pan's ſake. 
Tr. We'll all be jovy this day, vor fon Valentine. 
My ſweet ſon Jobr's ſake. Scri. There's another reading 
My Mr. reads it Son, and not Sin Valentine. (now: 
Pup. Nor Zim : And he is 'the right. He is high Con- 
And who ſhould read above 'un, or avor*'hun? (ſtable. 
Tur. Son Fob ſhall bid us welcome all, this day : 
We'll zerve under his colours : Lead the troop Fobn, 
And Puppy, fee the Bells ring. Preſs all noiſes 
Of Finsbury, in our name ; D'ogenes Scriben 
Shall draw a __ of — _—_ buſineſs. 
Do's any wight t hir Majeſties perſon, 
This Hundred, Care the high Conſtable? Al. No, no. 
Tur. Uſe our Authority then, to the utmoſt on't. 


A&t I. Scene V. 


Hugh, Preamble, Metaphor. 


Hg O, you are ſure, Sir, to prevent 'hem all ; 
—_ throw a block i” the Bride-grooms way, 
obn Clay, 
Ti he will hardly leap o'er. Pre. I conceive you, 
Sir Hugh ; as if your Rhetorick would fay, 
Whereas the Father of her is a Turfe, 
A very ſuperficies of the earth 3 
He aims no higher, then to match in clay; 
And there hath pitch'd his reſt. 
Hug. Right Juſtice Bramble ? 
You ha the winding wit, compaſling all. 
Pre. Subtile Sir Hwgb, you now are i” the wrong, * 
And err with the whole Neighbour-hood, I muſt tell you; 
For you miſtake my name. Juſtice Preamble 
I write my ſelf; which with the ignorant Clowns here, 
(Becauſe of my Profeflion of the Law, 
And place © the peace) is taken to be Bramble. 
But all my warrants, Sir, do run Preamble : 


— 


Richard Preamble. Hugh. Sir I thank you for't. 
That your good ip, would not let me run 
ger in error, but would take me up thus— 
Pre, You are my learned, and canonick neighbour - 
I would not have =— _ : butthe — 
Knot-headed beaſt, the Clowns, or Conſtables, 
Still let them graze; eat Salads; chew che Cud : 
All the towr-muſick will not move a log. Chem. 
Hug. The Beetle and wedges will where you will have 
Pre. True, true, Sir Hugh, here comes Miles Metapher, 
My Clerk : He is the man ſhall carry it, Canon, 
By my inſtructions. Hug.'He will do't ad w1guers 
Miles Metaphere : He is a pretty fellow. 
Pre, I love not to keep res Ano or halt-wits, 
To foil a buſineſs. Metapbore! you ha' ſeen 
A King ride fort hin ſtare. Mer. Sir, that I have: 
King Edward our late Leige, and foveraign Lord: 
And have fer down the pomp. Pre. Therefore I ask'd 
Ha' you obſerv'd the Meſſengers o' the Chamber; (you, 
What habits they were in ? Mer. Yes, Minor Coats. 
Unto the guard, a Dragon, and a grey-hound, 
For the ſupporters of the Arms. Pre. Well mark'd ; 
You know not of 'em? Met. Here's one dwells 
In Maribone. Pre. Ha* you acquaintance with him, 
To borrow his coat an hour ? Hvg. Or bur his badge, 
"Twill ſerve: A little thing he wears on his breaſt. 
Pre. His coat, I fay, is ot more authority : 
Borrow his coat for an hour. I do love 
To do all things compleatly, Canon Hugh, 
Borrow his coat, Miles Metaphor, or nothing. 
Mer. The Taberd of his office, I will call ic, 
Or the Coat-armour of his place :and ſo 
Inſinuate with him by that Trope—-. 
Pre. I know your powers of Rhetorick, Metaphor. 
Fetch him off ia a fine figure for hiscoar I ſay. 
(Metaph. gobt cute 
Hog. I'll take my leave, Sir, of your worſhip too: 
Becauſe I may expe the iſſue anon. 
Pre. Stay, my diviner Cdunſel, take your fee ; 
We that take fees, allow? hem to our Counſel ; 
And our prime learned Counſel, double fees: 
There are a brace of Angels to ſupport you 
P your Foot-walk this Froſt, for fear of falling, 
Or ſpraying of a point of Matrimony, 
When you come at it. Hug. I your Worſhips ſervice ; 


That the Exploit is done, and you poſleſt 
Of Mrs. Awdrey Turfe.— Pre. I like your Projee. 
[ Preamble goes out. 


Hug. AndI, of this effe& of ewo to one 3 

It worketh i' my Pocket, *gainſt the Squire, 

And his halt bottom here, of half a Piece : 

Which was not worth the ſtepping o'er the Stile for : 
His Mother has quite marr'd him: Lady Ti, 

She's fuch a Vellel of Feces : alldry'd Earth! 

Terra damnata ! not a drop of Salt! 

Or Petre in her! All her Nicre is gone. 


A& I. Scene VI. 
Lady Tub, Pol-Martin. 


w—__ the Nag ready Martin? call the Squire. 
This froſty morning we will take the Air, 
About the Fields: for I do mean to be 
Some-bodies Valentine, i' my Velvet Gown, 
This morning, though it be but a arman. 
Why ſtand you ſtill, and do not call my Son? 
Pol. Madam, it he had couched wich the Lamb, 
He had no doubt been ſtirring with the Lark : 
But he fat up at Play, and watch'd the Cock, 
Till his firſt warning chid him off to reft. 
Lace Watchers are no early Wakers, Madam: 
But if your Ladiſhip will have him call'd. 


Vyvyv Laid 
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Lad. Will have him call'd ? Wherefore did I, Sir, 
him 
Be call'd, you Weazel, Vermine of an Huiſher ? 
You will return your Wit to your firſt ſtile 
Of Marten Polcat, by theſe Ginking Tricks, 
If you do uſe *em: I ſhall no more call you 
Pol-martim, by the Title of a Gentleman, 
If you go on thus-——Peo!. I am gone. 
ad. Be quick then, 
I your come off : and make amends you Stote: 
Was ever ſuch a Full-mart tor an Huiſher, 
To a great worſhipful Lady, as my felt ; 
Who, when I heard his Name firſt, Martin Polcat, 
A ſtinking Name, and not to be pronounc'd 
[ Without a Reverence. 
In any Ladies preſence ; my very heart Cen earn'd, lec- 
ing the Fellow 

Young, pretty and handſome; being then, I ſay, 
A Basker-Carrier, and a man 'd 
To the Salt-perer Works; made it my Suit 
To Mr. Peter Tub, that I might change it; 
And call him a: I do now, - Pol-martin, 
To have it ſound like a Gentleman in an Office, 
And made him mine own Fore-man, daily Waiter, 
And he to ſerve me thus! Ingratitude ! 
Beyond the Courſeneſs yet of any Clownage, 
Shew'n toa Lady | what now, is he ſtirring ? | He returns. 

Po/. Stirring berimes out of his Bed, and ready. 

Lad. And comes he then ? 

Pol. No, Madam, he is gone. 

Lad. Gone? whicher? ask the Porter : Where's he 

gone ? 

Pe. I met the Porte:, aid have ask'd him for him ; 
He lays, he let him torch an hour a-go. 

Lad. An hour ago! what buſineſs could tie have 
So early? Where 1s his Man, grave Baskes Hilrs ? 
His Guide and Governour ? 

P./. Gone with his Maſter. 

Lad. Is he gone too ? O that ſain? furly Knave, 
Is his right hand ; and leads my Sou aizzits, 
He has carried him to ſome drinking Match, or other : 
Pol-martin, I will call you fo again : 
P am Friends with you now. Go, get your Horſe, and 

ride 

To all the Towns about here, where his haunts are ; 
And croſs the Fields to meer, and bring me word : 
He cannot be gone far, being a foot. 
Be curious to inquire him : and bid W/pe, 
My Woman, come, and wait on me. The love 
We Mothers bear our Sons, we ha? bought with pain, 
Makes us oft view them, with too caretul Eyes, 
And over-look *em with a jcalous fear, 
Our-hitting Mothers, 


A& I. Scene VII 
Lady Tub, W i/pe. 


— now, IViſpe? Ha*' you 
A Valentine yet? I'm taking th' air to chuſe one. 
I/J1/. Fate fend your Ladyſhip a fit one then. 
Lad. VVhat kind of one is that ? 
I/i{. A proper Man, 
To pleaſe your Ladyſhip. Lad. Out of that Vanity, 
Thar takes the foolith Eye: Any poor creature, 
V Vhole want may need my alms, or courteſie, 
| rather wiſh ; ſo Biſhop Valentine 
Left us Example to do Deeds of Charity ; 
To feed the hungry, cloath the naked, vilic 
'The weak and lick 3 to enrercain the poor, 
And give the dead a Chriſtian Funeral : 
Theſe were the works of Piety he did practiſe, 
And bace us imitate; not look for Lovers, 
Or handiome Images to pleaſe our Senſes. 


[Pol-martin 
goes out. 


i 


bid | 


| 


I pray thee, Wiſpe, deal freely with me now : 
VVe are alone, may be merry a little : 
Tho? art none o' the Court-Glories, nor the V Vonders 
For VVir or Beauty i the City: tell me, 
V Vhat Man would fatisfie thy preſent Fancy ? 
Had thy ambition leave cup a Valentine, 
VVithin the Queens Dominion, fo a Subje&. 
Wiſ. Yo ha* gi'me a large {cope, Madam, I confeſs, - 
And I will deal with your Ladyſhip fincerely : 
I'll utter my whole heart to you. 1 would have him 
The braveſt, richeſt, and the propereft Man 
A Taylor could make up; or all the Poets, 
VVith the Perfumers: 1 would have him ſuch, 
As not another V Voman, but ſhould ſpite me : 
Three City-Ladies ſhould run mad for him : 
And Country-Madams infinite. 
Lad. You'ld ſpare me, 
And let me hold my Wits ? 
VViſ. 1 ſhould with you—-—— 
For the young Squire, my Maſter's ſake, diſpenſe 
A little; but it ſhould be very little. 
Then all the Court- Wives I'ld ha? jealous of me, 
Asall their Husbands jealous of chem : 
And not a Lawyers Puſs of any Quality, 
But lick her lips, for a ſnatch in the Terme time: 
Lad. Come, 
Let's walk : we'll hear the reſt as we go on : 
You are this Morning in a good Vein, Did : 
Would I could beas merry. My Son's abſence 
Troubles me not a little : though 1 ſeek 
Theſe ways to put it off ; which will noc help: 
Care that is entred once into the Breaſt, 
Will have the whole poſleflion, ere it reſt. 


Act Il. Scene L. 


Turfe, Clay, Medlay, Clench, To-Pan, Scriben, Puppy. 

Tur, On Clay, cheer up, the better leg avore ; 
This is a veatis once done, and no more. 

Cle. And then *tis done vor ever, as they ſay. 

Med. _-_ vor a Man ha' his hour, and a Dog his 

ay. 

Tur. True, Neighbour Medlay, yo' are ſtill In-and-In. 

Med. 1 would be Mr. Conttable, if ch' could win. | 

Pan. I zay, Jobn Clay, keep ſtill on his old gate: 
Wedding and hanging both go at a rate. 

Tur, Well ſaid, 7-Pan: you ha' ſtill the hap to hit 
The Nail of the head at a cloſe : I think there never 
Marriage was manag'd with a more aviſement, 

Than was this Marriage, though I ſay't, that ſhould not; 
Eſpecially 'gain* mine own Fleſh and Blood, 

My wedded Wife. Indeed my Wite would ha' had 
All the young Batchelors and Maids, forſooth, 

O' the zix Pariſhes hereabout : But I 

Cry'd none, ſweet Sybil : none of that gear, I: 

It would lick zalt, I told her, by her leave. 

No, three or vour our wiſe, choice honeſt neighbours: 
Upſtantial perſons: Men that ha* born Office : 

And mine own Family would be enough 

To eat our Dinner. What? Dear Meat's a Thief: 

I know it by the Butchers, and the Market-volk ; 
Hum drum 1 cry. No halt-Ox in a Pye : 

A man that's bid eo Bride-Ale, if he ha' Cake, 

And Drink enough, he need not vear his ſtake. 

Cle. *Tis right: he has ſpoke as true as a Gun: be- 

lieve ic. 

Tur. Come, Sybil, come: Did not I tell you of this ? 
This Pride, and muſter of women would mar all ? 

Six women to one Daughter and a Mother ! 
The Queen (God fave her) ha' no more her ſelf. 
D. Tur. Why, it you keep ſo many, Mr. Twrfe, 


Why ſhould nor all preſent our Service to her ? 
prey 
uy. 
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Tur. Your Service? Good! I think you'll, write to 
her ſhortly, 
Your very _ and obedient Mother. 

Tur. Come, ſend your Maids off, I will have *em ſent 
Home again, Wife : I love no Trains o' Kent, 

Or Chriltendom, as they fay. Sc. We will not back, 
And leave our Dame. Med. Why ſhould her Worthip 
lack | 

Hzr Tale of Maids, more than you do of Men ? 
Tur. VVhat, mutining, Madge ? fo. Zend back your 
C'lons agen. 
And we will vollow. Al. Elſe we'll guard our Dame. 

Tur. 1 ha' zet the Nett of V Vaſps all on a flame. 

D. Tur. Come, you are ſuch another, Mr. Turfe : 

A Clod you ſhould be call'd, of a High Conſtable : 
To let no Muſick go afore your Child 
To Church, to chear her Hearr up this cold Morning, 

Tur. You are for Father Roſin, and his Conſort 
Of fidling Boys, the great Feares, and the leſs : 

Becauſe you have encertain'd 'em all from Highgate. 
To ſhew your Pomp,you'ld ha' your Daughter and Maids 
Dance o'er the Fields like Fairies, co Church, this Froſt ? 
Pll ha'no Rondels, I, i the Queens Paths; ; 
Let 'un ſcrape the Gut at home, where they ha? fill'd it 
At Atter-noon. 

D. Tuwrfe. I'll ha* 'em play at Dinner. 

Ire. She is i* ch? right, Sir ; vor your Wedding-Dinner 
Is ſtarv'd without the Muſick. Med. If the Pies 
Come not in piping hot, you ha'loſt that Proverb. 

Tur. I yield to truth : Wife, are you ſuflified ? 

Pay. A right good Man! when he knows right, he 

loves it. 

Scri. And he will know't, and ſhew't too by his place 
Of being High Conſtable, if no where elle. 


Act II, Scene II. 
Hilts bearded, booted and ſpurr'd. [To them. 
ou, 


Hil. \ N/Ell over-taken, Gentlemen ! I pray y 
Which is the Queens High Conſtable a- 
mong you ? 
Pup. The _ Man : who ſhould be elſe, do you 
think ? 
Hil. Ie is no matter what I think, young Clown : 
Yo r anſwer favours of the Carr. 
Pup. How ? Cart? 

And Clown? Do you know whoſe Team you ſpeak to? 
Hi. No: nor I care not: VVhoſe Jade may you be ? 
Pap. Jade? Cart? and Clown? O tor a laſh of 

V Vhip-cord ! 

Three-knotted Cord ! | 
Hil. Do you mutter ? Sir, ſnorle this way, 

That I may hear, and an{wer what you ſay, 

V Vich my Schookdagger, *bout your Coltard, Sir. 

Look to'e, young Growſe : VII lay it on, and fure ; 

Take't oft who's wull. 

Cle. Nay, 'pray you Gentleman—— 
Hil. Go to: I will not bate him anace ofre. 

VVhat? Rowle-powle ? Maple-face? All Fellows? 

Pup. Do you hear, Friend ? 1 would wiſh you vor 
your good, 

Tie up your brended Bitch there, your Dun ruſty 

Pannier-hile Poinard : and not vex the Youth 

V Vith ſhewing the Teechof ict. V Ve now are going 

To Church, in way of Matrimony, ſome on us. 

Th'a' rung all in a' ready. It it had not, 

All the Horn-Beaſts are grazing i? this Cloſe, 

Should nor ha? pull'd me hence, till chis Aſh-plane 

Had rung Noon o* your Pate, Mr. Broom-beard. + 
Hil. "Chat would 1 fain zee, quoth the blind George 

Of Holloway : Come, Sir. 

Awd. O their naked weapons ! 
Pan. For the Paſſion of Man,hold Gentleman,and Puppy. 
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Cla. Murder, O Murder | : 
Awad. O my Father and Mother ! 

D. Twr. Husband, what do you mean ? Son Clay, for 
s _ ſake—— ” _ 
wr. I charge you in t eens Name, keep the peace. 
Hil. Tell me & no Qua or Keyſar : 1 malt hee 
A Leg, or a Hanch of him, e're I go. 
Med. Bur, Zir, 
You muſt obey the Queens High Officers. 
Hil. VVhy muſt 1, Goodman Muſt ? - 
Med. You muſt, an' you wull. 
Tur. CT » Pm here for Fault, High Con- 
able—— 
Hil. Are you zo? what then? 
Tur. 1 pray you, Sir, put up 

Your Weapons; do, at my Requeſt: For him, 

On my Authority, he ſhall lie by the heels, 

Verbatim contineme, an' I live. . 

D. Tur. Out on him for a Knave: what a dead fright 

He has put me into : Come, Awadrey, do not ſhake. 
Awd. But is not Puppy hurt ? nor the Cother man ? 
C/a. No Bun ; but had not 1 cry'd Murder, I wuſs— 
Pup. m_ Goodman Clench, 1 pray you reviſe my 

aſter, 

I may not zit i' the Stocks, till the Wedding be paſt, 

Dame, Mrs. Awdrey : I ſhall break the Bride-Cake elſe. 
Cle. Zomething muſt be to ſave Authority, Puppy. | 
D. Tur. Hubband— Cle. And Gofli 
Awd. Father —— Tur. *Treat me not. 

It isi' vain. If he lienot by the heels, 

P11 lie there for 'an. I'll teach the Hine, 

To carry a Tongue in his Head to his Superiours. 

Hil. This 's a wiſe Conſtable! where keeps he School ? 
Cle. In Kentiſh-Town; a very ſurvere man. 
Hil. But as ſurvere as he is, let me, Sir, tell him, 

He ſha* not lay his Man by the heels for this. 

This was my Quarrel: And by his Office leave, 

It*c carry 'un for this, it ſhall carry double ; 

Vor he ſhall carry me too. 

Tur. Breath of Man! 

He is my Chattel, mine own hired Goods : 

Arr if you do abet *un in this matter, 

P11 clap you both by the heels, ankle to ankle. 

Hilr. You'll clap a Dog of Wax as ſoon, old Blurt ? 

Come, ſpare not me, Sir; I am no Man's Wite : 

I care nor, I, Sir, not three skips of a Louſe for you, 

And you were Ten tall Conttables, noe I. 

Tur. Nay, pray you, Sir, be noe angry ; but content : 

My Man ſhall make you what amends you'll ask ?un. 

Hil. Lee *hun mend his Manners then, and know his 
Betrers : 

Ir's all T ask 'un: and *ewill be his own, 

And's Maſter's too, another day. Che vore *hun. 

Med. As right as a Club till. Zurethis angry man 

Speaks _— the mark, when he is pleas'd. 

Pup. I thank you, Sir; an' I meer you at Kentiſh-Town, 

I ha' the Courtelie o' Hundred for you. 

Hil. Gramercy, good High Conſtables Hine. But 
hear you ? 4 

Maſs Conſtable, I have other manner o' matter, 

To bring you abour, than this. And fo it is, 

I do belong to one o'the Queens Captains ; 

A Gent'man © the Field, one Captain Thum's , 

I know not whether you know 'un, or no: It may be 

You do, and't may be you do not again. 

Tur. No, I aſſure you on my Conſitable-ſhip, 

I do not know *un. Hil. Nor I neither, i faith. 

Ir skills not much 3 my Capeain, and my elf, 

Having occafion to come riding by, here, 

This morning, at the corner of Saint Fobn's Wood, 

Some mile o this Town, were ſer upon 

By a fort of Countrey Fellows ; that not only 

Beat us, but robb'd us moſt ſufficiently ; 

And bound us to our — hand and foot ; 

VV 2 


| — 


And 


5 


— 


A Tale of a Tub. 


And fo they left us. Now, Don Conſtable, 

I am to charge you in her Majeſties Name, 

As you will anſwer it at your apperil, 

That forthwith you raiſe Hue and Cry i' the Hundred, 
For all ſuch perſons as you can deſped, 

By the length and breadth o* your Office: vor I tell you, 
The loſs is of ſome value ; therefore look to't. 

Tur. As Fortune mend me, now, or any Office 

Of a thouſand pound, if I know what to zay, 
Would I were dead ; or vaire hang'd up at Tiburn, 
Tf I do know what courſe to take 3 or how 

To turn my {elf ; juſt at this time too, now, 
My Daughter is to be married : I'll but go 
To Pancridge-Church, hard by, and return inſtantly, 
And all my Neighbourhood ſhall go abour it. : 

Hil. Tut, Pancridge, me no Pancridge; if you let it 
Slip, you will anſwer it, and your Capbe of Wool; 
Theiefore take heed, you'll feel the ſmarr elſe, Conſtable. 

Tur. Nay, good Sir, ſtay. Neighbours ! what think 

you © this? 

D. Tur. Faith, Man — 

Odd, precious Woman, hold your tongue, 

And mind your Pigs o* the Spit at home; you muſt 
Have Ore in every thing. Pray you, Sir, what kind 
Of fellows were they ? 

Hil. Thieve's kind, I ha* told you. 

Tur. I mean, what kind of Men ? 

Hil. Men of our make. | 

Tur. Nay, but with patience, Sir ; we that are Officers 
Maſt *quire the ſpecial marks, and all the cokeus 
Of the deſpected parties; or perhaps elſe 
Be neer the near of our purpoſe in *prehending 'em. 
Can you tell, what 'parrel any of them wore ? 

Hil. Troth no: there were ſo many o' un, all like 
So one another: Now I remember-me, 

There was one buſic Fellow was'their Leader ; 
A blunt ſquat ſwad, but lower than your felt, 
He' had on a Leather Doublet, with long points, 
And a pair of pinn'd-up breeches, like Pudding bags : 
With yellow ſtockings, and his Hae curn'd up 
With a Silver Claſpe on his leer ſide. D. Twr. By theſe 
Marks it ſhould be Fobn Clay, now bleſs the man: 
Tur. Peace, and be nought : Ithink the Woman be 
_ phrenlick. 

Hil. Fobn Clay ? what's he, good Miſtris ? 

Awd. He that ſhall be 
My Husband—, Hil. How ! your Husband, pretty one? 

Awd. Yes, I ſhall anon be married : That's he. 

Tur. Paſſion o* me, undone ! 

Pup. Bleſs Maſter's Son !: 

Hil. O you are well *prehended : know you me, Sir ? 

Clay. No's my Record : I never zaw you avore. 

Hil, You did not? where were your Eyes then ? out 

at waſhing ? 

Tur, What ſhould a man zay ? who ſkould he truſt 
In theſe days? Hark you, Jobs Clay, it you have 
Done any ſuch thing, tell croth, and ſhame the Devil. 

Cle. Vaith do: my Gollip Turfe zays well to you, Fohn. 

Med. Speak, man, but do not convels, nor be avraid. 

Pan. A man isa man, and a beaſt's a beaſt, look to't. 

D. Tur. V the name of men or beaſts! what do you do ? 
Hare the poor fellow our on his five Wits, 

And ſeven Senſes ? Do not weep, Fobn Clay. 
I {wear the poor wretch is as —_ trom it, 
As the Child was, was born this very morning. 

Cla. No, as I am a kyrſin Soul, would I were hang'd, 
If ever I—alas, I! would I were out 
Of my life, ſo I would I were, and in again— 

Pup. Nay, Mrs. Awdrey will ſay nay tothat. 

No, In-and-out ? an' you were out o* your lite, 
How ſhould The do for a Husband ? who ſhould fall 
Aboard o* her then, Ball ? He's a Puppy ? 

No ; Hanniba! has no breeding : well I fay little 3 
But hitherto all goes well, pray it prove no better. 


Awd, Come, Father; I would we were married: 1 

am a cold. 

Hil. Well, Mr. Conftable, this your fine Groom here 
Bridegroom, or what Groom elle, ſoe'er he be, ; 
I charge him with the Felony ; and charge you 
To carry him back forthwith to Paddington, 

Unto my Captain, who ſtays my return there : 
I am to goto the next Juſtice of Peace, 
To get a Warrant to raile Hue and Cry, 
And bring him and his Fellows all afore *un. 
Fare you well, Sir, and look to *un, I charge you, 
As yo'll anſwer it. Take heed, the buſineſs, 
If you defer, may prejudicial you 
More than you think for; zay I told you fo. 
| Hilrs goes out, 

Tur, Here's a Bride-ale indeed ? Ah zon Jebn, zon Clay! 
little thought you would ha' prov'd a piece 
Of ſuch falſe Metal. 

Cla. Father, will you believe me 2? 

Would I might never ſtir i'. my new ſhooes, 
If ever would Go fo voul a Fac. 

Tur, Well, Neighbours, I do charge you to afliſt me 
With un to Paddmgiom, Be he atrue man, fo : 

The berrer for *un. I will do mine Office, 
An' he were my own begotten a thouſand times. 

D. Twr. Why, do you hear man? Husband?. Mr. Turfe? . 
What ſhall my Daughter do ? Puppy, ſtay here. 

| She follows ber Husband and Neighbours, 
Awd. Mother, I'll go with you, and with my Father. 


ACEt IT. Scene III. 


Puppy, Awdrey, Hilts. 


P47 Nay, ſtay, ſweet Mrs. Awdrey : here are none 
ut one Friend (as they zay) delires co ſpeak 
A word ortwo, cold with you: How do you veel 
Your ſelf this trolty morning ? 
Awd. What ha* you 
To do to ask, I pray you? Iam a cold, 
Pup. It ſeems you are hot, good Mrs. Awdrey. 
Awd. Youlye ; Iam as cold as Ice is: Feel elſe. 
Pap. Nay, you ha' cool'd my Courage : I am paſt it, 
I ha' done feeling with you. 
Awd. Done with me ? 
I do defie you. Sol do, to ſay 
You ha' done with me : you are a ſawcy Puppy. 
Pup. O you miſtake ! I meant not as you mean. 
Awd. Meant you not Knavery ? Puppy. No, not I. 
Clay meant you all the Knavery, it ſeems, 
Who rather than he would be married to you, 
Choſe to be wedded to the Gallows firlt. 
Awd. I thought he was a difſembler; he would prove 
A ſlippery Merchant i” the Froſt. He might 
Have married one firſt, and have been hang'd after, 
It he had had a mind to't. But you men, 
Fie on you. Pup. Mrs. Awdrey, can you vind 
I” your heart to fancy Puppy ? me poor Ball? 
Awd. You arediſpos'd to jeer one, Mr. Hannibal, 
Pity o' me! the angry man with the beard! { Enter Hiles, 
Hil. Put onthy Hat, I look for no deſpect. 
Where's thy Maſter ? Pup. Marry, he is gone 
With the Piture of Deſpair, to Paddingtcn. 
Hil.. Pr'y thee run after 'un, and tell *un he ſhall 
Find out my Captain lodg'd at the'Red Lyon 
In Paddington ; that's the Inn. Let'un ask 
Vor Captain Thum's; And take that for thy pain:: 
He may ſeek long enough elſe. Hie thee again. 
Pup. Yes, Sir, you'lllook co Mrs. Bride the while ? 
Hi. 'ThatI will : prethee haſte. 
Awd. What, Puppy ? Pu 


y £ 
Hil. Sweet Mrs. Bride, hel come again preſently, 
Here was no ſubtle device to get a Wench. 


This Chanon has a brave pate of his ow: 
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A ſhaven pate ! and a right monger, y* vaith! 
This was his plot ! I follow Captain Thum's ? 
We robb'd in Saint Foby's Wood ? I my Cother Hoſe ! 
Taugh to think what a fine Fool's finger they have 
O' chis wiſe Conſtable, in pricking out 
This Captain 7 bums to his Neighbours : you ſhall ſee 
The Tile-man too ſet fire on his own Kill, 
And leap into it, to fave himſelf from hanging. 
You talk of a Bride-alc, here was a Bride.ale broke 
I'the nick. Well : I muſt yet diſpatch this Bride, 
To mine own maſter, the young Squire, and then 
My task is done. Gen*'woman'! I have in fort 
Done you ſome wrong, but now I'll do you what right 
I can : Ir's true, you are a proper Woman ; 
But to be caſt away on ſuch a Clown-pipe 
As Clay ; me thinks your Friends are not fo wiſe 
As Nature might have made 'em ; VVell, go too : 
There's be tter Fortune coming toward you, 
Ar' you do not dejedt ic. Take a vool's 
Counſel, and do not ſtand i your own light. 
It may prove better than you think for: Look you. 
Awd. Alas, Sir, what is't you would ha'me do ? 
Fld fain do all for the beſt, if I knew how, 
Hil. Forſake not a good turn when 'tis offered you3 
Fair Miſtris Awdrey, that's your Name, I take it. 
Awd. No Miſtrs, Sir, my Name is Awdrey., 
Hil. VVell, fo it is, there 1s a bold young Squire, 
The Blood of Totten, Tub, and Tripoly ——— 
Awd. Squire Tub, you mean? 1 know him : he knows 
me too. 
Hil. He isin love with you : and more, he's mad for 


ou. 

Pr ſo he told me : in his VVits, I think. 
But he's too fine for me; and has a Lad 
Tub to his Mother. Here he comes himſelf! 


A&t II. Scene IV. 
Tub, Hilts, Awadrey. 


Tub. O you are a truſty Governour ! 
Hil. What ails you ? 
You do not know when yo” are well, I think: 
You'ld ha? the Calf with the white Face, Sir, would you ? 
I have her for you here ; what would you more ? 
Tub. Quietneſs, Hilts, and hear no more of it. 
Hil. No more of it, quoth you ? I do not care, 
If fome on us had not heard ſo much of't, * 
I tell you true z A man muſt carry and vetch, 
Like Bangy's Dog for you. 
Tub. What's he? Hil. A Spaniel. 
And ſcarce be ſpit i' the mouth tfor't. A good Dog 
Deſerves, Sir, a good bone, of a tree Maſter : 
Bur, an” your turns be ferv'd, the Devil a bic 
You care for a man after, e're a Lard of you. 
Like will tolike, y-faith, quoth the ſcabb'd Squire 
To th' mangy Knight, when both met in a Diſh 
Of butter'd Vith. One bad, there's ne'er a good; 
And not a Barrel better Herring among you. 
Tub. Nay, Hilts ! I pray thee grow not fram-pull now. 
Turn not the bad Cow after thy good Soap. 
Our plot hath hitherto tane good effect : 
And ſhould it now be troubled, or —_ up, 
*Twould prove the utter ruine of my hopes. 
I pray thee haſt&o Pancridge, to the Chanon ; 
And gi” him notice of our good ſucceſs ; 
Will him that all things be in readineſs. 
Fair Awdrey, and my felf, will ctofs the Fields, 
The neareſt path. Good Hiles, make thou ſome haſte, 
And mcet us on the way, Come, gentle Awdrey. 
Hil. Vaith, would I had a few more ces on't : 
An' you ſay the word, ſend me to Jericho. 
Out-cept a man were a Poſt-horſe, I ha' not known 
The like on't; yet, an' he had kind words, 
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'Twould never irke 'un. But a man may break 
His heart out i' theſe days, and get a flap 


| With a Fox-tail, when he has done. And there is all. 


Tub, Nay, ſay not fo Hilts : hold thee; there are 
Crowns —— 
My love beſtows on thee, for thy reward, 
It Gold will pleaſe thee, all my Land ſhall drop 
In bounty thus, to recompence thy merit. 

Hil. Tut, keep your Land, and your Gold coo, Sir: I 
Seek neicher—nother of 'ut. Learn to ger 
| More : you will know to ſpend that zum you have 
Early enough : you are aflur'd of me. 

I love you too too well, to live o the ſpoil : 
For your own ſake, were there were na worſe thanT. 
All is not Gold that gliſters ; I'll to Paxcridpe. 

Tub. See how his love doth mele him into Tears! 
An honeſt faithful Servant is a Jewel. 

Now th' adventrous Squire hath cime and leiſure 
To ask his Awdrey how the do's, and hear 

A grateful anſwer from her. She not ſpeaks : 
Hath the proud Tyran, Froft, uſurp'd the Seat 
Ot former Beauty in my Loves fair Check ; 
Seaining the Roſeate tinure of her Blood, 
With the dull dye of blue congealing cold ? 

No, fure the weather dares not fo preſume 

To hurt an Obje& of her brightneſs. Yet, 

The more I view her, ſhe but looks fo, ſo. 

Ha? gi” me leave to ſearch this myſtery ! 

O now I have it : Bride, I know your grief; 
The laſt Nights cold hath bred in you ſuch horror 
Ot the afligned Bridegroom's conſtitution, 

The Kilburn Clay-pit ; that Froſt-bitten marle ; 
That lump in Courage : melting Cake of Ice ; 
That the conceie thereof hath almoſt kill'd thee. 
But I muſt do thee good, wench, and refreſh thee. 

Awd. You area merry man, Squire Tub of Totten ! 

[ have heard much o? your words, but nor of your deeds. 

Tub. —_—_ ſayeſt true, ſweer ; Þ ha' been too lack in 

S. 

Awd. Yet I was never fo ſtraight lac'd to you, Squire. 

Tub. Why, did you ever love me, gentle 4wdrey ? 

Awd. Love you ? I cannot tell : -I muſt hate no body, 
My Father ſays. 

Tub. Yes, Clay and Kilbourne, Awdrey, 

You mult hate them. 
Awd. It ſhall be for your ſake then. 
Tub. And tor my ſake ſhall yield you that Gratnity. 
| He offers to kiſs her. 

Awd. Soft and fair, Squire, there go two words to 2 

bargain. | She puts bim back. 

Tub. What are thoſe, Awdrey ? 

Awd. Nay, I cannot tell. 

My Mother zaid, zure, if you married me, 
Yould make me a Lady the firſt week : and put me 
In, I know not what, the very day. 

Tub. What was it ? 

Speak, gentle Awdrey, thou ſhalt have it yer. 

Awd. A Velvet Drefling tor my Head, it is, 
They ſay will make one brave; 1 will not know 
Beſſe Moale, nor Margery Turne-up: I will look 
Another way upon'em, and be proud. 

Tub. Troth, I could wiſh my Wench a better Wit; 
But what ſhe wanteth there, her Face ſupplies. 
There isa pointed luſtre in her Eye 
Hath ſhot quite through me, and hath hic my heart: 
And thence it is I firſt receiv'd the wound, 

That ranckles now, which only ſhe can cure. 
Fain would I work my ſelf from this conceit ; 
But, bcing fleſh, I cannot. I muſt love her, 
The naked eruth is: and1I will go on, 

Were it for nothing, but to crols my Rivals. 
Come, Awdrey : 1 am now refoly'd to ha' thee, 
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A&t II. Scene V. 
Preamble, Metaphore, Tub, Awarey. 
Pre. NJ” do it quickly, Miles; Why ſhak'ſt thou, 
Man ? 


an * 
Speak but his Name : I'll ſecond thee my felt. 
Met. What is his Name ? 
Pre. Squire Tripoly, or Tub. 
Any thing 
Met. Squire Tb, FT do arreſt you 
P the Queens Majeſtics Name, and all the Councils. 
Tub. Arreſt me, Varlet ? 
Pre. Keep the Peace, I charge you. 
Tub. Are you there, Jultice Bramble ? Where's your 
Warrant ? 
Pre. The Warrant is direted here to me, 
From the whole Table 3 wheretore I would pray you 
Be patient, Squire, and make good the Peace. 
Tub. Well, at your pleaſure, Juſtice. I am wrong'd : 
Sirrah, what are you, have arrctted me ? 
Pre, He is a Purs'yvant at Arms, Squire Tub. 
Met. 1 am a Purs'yvant ; fee, by my Coat elle. 
Tub. Well, Pursyvant, go with me : Pll give you Bail. 
Pre. Sir, he may take no Bail. Ir is a Warrant, 
In ſpecial from the Council, and commands 
Your perſonal __ Sir, your Weapon 
I muſt require: And then deliver you 
A Priſoner to this Othcer, Squire Tub. 
[ pray you to conceive of me no other, 
Than as your Friend and Neighbour. Let my Perſon 
Be ſeverd from my Office in the Fac, 
And 1 am clear. Here, Purs'yvant, receive him 
Into your Hands; and uſe him like a Gentleman. 
Tub. Ithank you, Sir: But whither muſt I go now? 
Pre. Nay, that muſt not be told you, till you come 
Unto the place aflign'd by his Inftructions. 
I'll be the Maidens Convoy to her Father, 
For this time, Squire. 
Tub. I thank you, Mr. Bramble. 
I doubt, or fear, you will make her the Ballance 
To weigh your Juſtice in. Pray ye do me right, 
And lead not her, at leaſt, our of the way. 
Juſtice is blind, and having a blind Guide, 
She may be apt to flip alide. 
Pre. I'll ſee to her. 
Tub. I ſee my wooing will not thrive. Arreſted ! 
As I had fet my reſt up, for a Wife ? 
And being fo fair for it, as I was —— Well, Fortune, 
Thou art a blind Bawd, and a Beggar too, 
To croſs me thus ; and let my only Rival 
To ger her from me ? That's the Spighte of Spights. 
But moſt I muſe at, is, that I, being none 
O' th* Court, am ſent for thicher by che Council. 
My Hearrt is not fo light as't was i the morning. 


A&t II. Scene VI. 
Hilts, Tub, Metaphore. 


Hil. Ou mean to make a Hoiden, or a Hare 
O' me, t hunt Counter thus, and make theſe 
doubles : 
And you mean no ſuch thing as you lend about ? 
Where's your Sweer-heart now, I marle ? 
Tub. Oh, Hilts ! 
Hil. 1 know you of old! ne'er halt afore a Criple. 
Will you have a Cawdle ? where's your Griet, Sir ? Speak? 
Act. Do you hear, Friend ? Do you ſerve this Gen- 
tleman ? 
Hil. How then, Sir? what if I do? Peradventure yea: 
Peradventure nay ; whar's that to you, Sir ? Say ? 
Met. Nay, pray you, Sir, I meant no harm in truth | 


But this good Gentleman is arreſted. Hit. How ? 
Say me that again. Tub. Nay, Basket, never ſtorm 
I am arreſted here, upon command 
From the Queens Council ; and I muſt obey. 
Met. You fay, Sir, very true, you muſt obey. 
An honeſt Gentleman, in faith ' 
Hil. He muſt ? 
Tub, But that which moſt tormenteth me, is this, 
Thar Juſtice Bramble hath got hence, my Awarey. 
Hil. How ? how? ſtand by a little, Sirrah, you, 
With the Badge o* your Breaſt. Let's know, Sir, what 
you are ? 
Me. 1 am, Sir, (pray you do not look fo terribly) 
A Purs'yvanc. | 
Hil. A Purs'yvant ? Your Name, Sir ? 
Met. My Name, Sir—— 
Hil. What is't ? ſpeak ? Met. Miles Metaphor ; 
And Juſtice Preamble's Clerk. 
Tub. What ſays he? Hi. Pray you, 
Let us alone, You are a Pursyvant ? 
Met. No, faith, Sir, would I might never ſtir from you, 
I is made a Purs'yvant againſt my Will. 
Hil, = and who made you one ? tell true, or my 
Shall make you nothing inſtantly. Aer. Put up 
Your frighttul Blade; and your dead-doing look, 
And 1 ſhall tell you all. 
Hil. Speak then the truth, 
And the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 
Mer. My Maſter, Juſtice Bramble, hearing your Maſter, 
The =—_— Tub, was coming on this way, 
With Mrs. Awdrey, the High Conſtable's Daughter ; 
Made me a Purs'yvant : and gave me Warrant 
To arreſt him, fo that he might get the Lady, 
With whom he is gone to Pancridpe, to the Vicar, 
Not to her Fathers. This was the Device, 
Which I beſeech you, do not tell my Maſter. 
Tab. O wonderful ! well Bazker, let him riſe: 
And for my free Eſcape, forge ſome Excuſe. 
I'll poſt to Paddengton, © acquaint old Tiwfe, 
With the whole buſineſs, and fo ſtop the Marriage. 
Hil. Well, bleſs thee : 1 do wiſh Tos Grace to keep 
Thy Maſters Secrets, better, or be hang'd. 
Met. 1 thank you for your gentle admonition. 
Pray you, let me call you God-father hereafter. 
And as your God-ſon Meraphore, 1 promile, 
To keep my Maſters Privities, ſeal'd up 
PI the Vallies o' my truſt, lock'd cloſe for ever, 
Or let me be truſs'd up at 7iburne ſhortly. 
FH]. Thine own Wiſh, fave, or choak thee : Come 
away. 


AEt IIL., Scene TI. 
Turfe, Clench, Medlay, To-Pan, Scriben, Clay. 


Tw.TyAflion of me, was ever man thus croſg'd ? 
All chings run ArſieVerſie ; up-lide down. 

High Conſtable! Now by our Lady o'Walſingham, 

I had rather be mark'd out Tom Scavinger, 

And with a Shovel make clean the High-ways, 

Than have this Office of a Conſtable, 

And a High Conſtable ! The higher charge, 

It brings more trouble, more vexation with it. 

Neighbours, good Neighbours, 'vize me what to do : 

How we ſhall bear us in this Hwy and Cyy. 

We cannot find the Captain 3 no ſuch man 

Lodg'd at the Lion, nor came thither hurt. 

The morning we ha' ſpent in privy ſearch; 

And by that means the Bride-Ale is deferr'd ; 

The Bride, ſhe's left alone in Puppy's charge ; 

The Bridegroom goes under a pair of Suretics 3 

And held of all as a reſpected perſon. 


How 
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How ſhould we buſtle forward ? Gi” ſome counſel, 
How to beſtir our ſtumps?” theſe croſs ways. 
Cle. Faith, Goflip Twrfe, you have, you ſay, Remiſlion, 
To comprehend all fuch as are deſpected : 
Now would I make another privy ſearch 
Through this Town, and then you have zearch'd Two 
Towns. 
Med. Maſters, take heed, let's not vind too many : 
One's enough to ſtay the Hang-man's ſtomach. 
There is Fobn Clay, who is yvound already 
A proper man : A Tile-man by his Trade : 
A man, as one would zay, moulded in Clay : 
As ſpruce as any Neigbbour's Child among you : 
And he (you zee) is taken on Confpition, 
And two or three (they zay) what call you 'em ? 
Zuch as the Juſtices of Coram nobs 
Grant—— (I forget their Names, you ha* many on 'em, 
Mr. High Conſtable, they come to you.) 
I ha' it at my tongues end—— Conny-boroughs, 
To bring him ſtraight avore the Zeſſions houle. 
Tur. O you mean Warrens, Neighbour, do you not ? 
Med. I, I, thick ſame | you know 'un well enough. 
Tur. Too well, too well; wou'd I had never known 
*em. 
We good Vree-holders cannot live in quiet, 
But every hour new pnrcepts, Hues'and Crys, 
Pue us to Requiſitions night and day : 
What ſhud a man zay, ſhud we leave the zearch? 
I am in danger to reburſe as much 
As he was robb'd on ; I, and pay his hurts, 
If I ſhould vollow it, all the good cheer 
That was provided for the Wedding-dinner 
Is ſpoil'd and loſt. Oh, there are two vat Pigs, 
A zindging by the vier: Now by Saint Tomy, 
Too good to eat, buton a Wedding-day ; 
And then a Gooſe will bid you all, Come cut me. 
Zun Clay, zun Clay, (for I muſt call thee fo) 
Be of good comfort ; take my Muckinder , 
And dry thine Eyes. If thou beeſt true and honeſt ; 
Andif thou find! ſt thy Conſcience clear vrom it, 
Pluck up a good heart, we'll do well enough. 
If not, confeſs a truchs name. But in faith, 
I durſt be ſworn upon all holy Books 
John Clay would ne'er commic a Robbery 
On his own head. 
Cla. No: Truth is my rightful Judge : 
I have kept my hands, here hence, fro? evil ſpeaking, 
Lying and flandering z and my tongue from itealing, 
e do not live this day, can ſay, Fobn Clay, 
I ha' zeen thee, bur in the way of honeſty. 
Pan. Faith, Neighbour Med/ay, I durſt be his Bur- 
rough, 
He would not look a true man in the vace. 
Cla. 1 take the Town to concord, where I dwell, 
All Kilburn be my witnefs, it I were not 
Begot in baſhfulnefs, brought up in ſhamefac'dneſs : 
Let *un bring a Dog, but ro my vace, that can 
Zay, I ha* beat 'un, and withour a vaulct : 
Or but a Cat, will ſwear upon a Book, 
| have as much as zet a vier her tail ; 
And I'll give him, or her a Crown for *mends. 
But to give out, and zay, I have robbd a Captain! 
Receive me at the latcer day, if 1 
E're thought of any fuch matter ; or could mind it—— 
Med. No, Febn, you are come of too good Perſonage; 
I think my Goſflip Clench, and Mr. Turfe, 
Both chink, you would ra'tempt no fuch' voul matter. 
Tur. But how unhappily it comes to paſs! 
Juſt on the Wedding-day ! I cry me mercy : 
L had almoſt forgot the Hue and Cry : 
Good Neighbour Pan, you are the Third-burrow, 
And D'egenes Scriben, you my learned Writer, 
Make out a new purcept—Lord, for thy Goodneſs, 
I had forgot my Daughter, all chis while ; 


The idle Knave hath brought no news from her. 
Here comes the ſneaking ; Whar's the news ? 
My heart ! my heart! I fear all is not well, 

Some things miſhap'd, that he is come without her. 


Act IIL. Scene : IL 


Puppy, D. Turfe. [Tothers, 

Pup. H, _— my Maſter? my Maſter ? my Ma- 
er 

D. Tur. Thy Maſter ? what would'ſt with thy Ma- 


ſter, man ? 
There's thy Maſter. 
Tur. What's the matter, P ? 
Pup. Oh Maſter! oh Dame! oh Dame? oh Maſter! 
D. Tur. What ſayſt thou ro thy Maſter,or thy Dame? 
Pup. Oh. Fobn Clay ! Fobn Clay! Fobn Clay : 
Tur. What of Fobn Clay ? 
Med. Luck grant he bring not news, he ſhall be hang'd. 
Cle, The world forfend, I hope it is not fo well. 
_ Ogg - me! _ ſhallI _ poor Fobn: 
. Clay ! John Clay | Clay ! 
4 Ala ay ! Fobm Clay | Jobn Clay 
That ever I was born ! I will not ſtay by't, 
For all the Tiles in Kilburnes 
D. Tur. What of Clay? 
Speak, Puppy 3 what of him ? 
Pup. He hath loſt, he hath loſt. 
Tur. For luck ſake, ſpeak, Puppy ; what hath heloſt ? 
Pup. Oh, Awdrey, Awdrey, Awdrey ! 
D. Tur. What of my Daughter Awdrey ? 
Pup. I tell you, Awdrey——do you underſtand me? 
Awadrey, ſweet Maſter! Awdrey, my dear Dam? 
Tur. Where is ſhe? what's become of her, 1 pray thee ? 
Pup. Oh, the Serving-man ! the Serving-maa ! the 
Serving-man ! 
Tur. What talk'ſt thou of the Serving-man ? where's 
Awadrey? 
Pup. Gone with the Serving-man, gone with the Ser- 
ving-man. 
D. Tur. Good Puppy, whither is ſhe gone with him ? 
Pup. I cannot tell : he bad me bring you word, 
The Captain lay at the Lion, and before 
I came again, Awdrey was gone with the Serving-man ; 
I tell you, Awdrey's run away with the Serving-man. 
Tur. 'Od*focks ! my woman, what ſhall we do now ? 
D. Tur. Now, {fo you help not, man, I know nor, I. 
Tur. This was your pomp of maids: I told you onr. 
Six maids to vollow you, and not leave one 
To wait upo* your Daughter ! 1 zaid, Pride 
Would be paid one day, her old vi'pence, wite. 
Med. What of Fobn Clay, Ball Puppy ? 
Pup. He hath loſt 
Med. His lite for velony ? 
Pup. No, his wife by villainy. 
Tur. Now, Villains both! oh that ſame Hye and Cr; ! 
Oh Neighbours! oh that curſed Serving-man ! 
O maids! O wite! Bur Jobn Clay, where's he ? 
[Clay's firſt mi. 
How! fled for vear, zay ye? will he lip us now : 
We that are Sureties, muſt require *un our. 
How (ball we do to find the Serving-man ? 
Cocks bodikins | we mult not loſe Fobn Clay : 
Awdrey, my daughter Awdrey too | let us zend 
To all the Towns, and zeek her ; bur alas, 
The Hue and Cry, that muſt be look'd unto. 


Act 
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| — kN e's Heal, the Packer of he Maid. 
Scen . Pol- Martin, ſee, the ſtreets are ſtrew'd with herbs 
AZ IL. _ And here hath been a —_ Wiſpe, ic leems ! 
Tub. [To them. | Pray Heaven this Bridal be not for my Son! 
Good Martin, knock : knock quickly : Ask for Turfe, 
Tub. WW Hat, in a paſſion, Turfe ? My thoughts miſgive me, I am in ſuch a doubt—— 
Tur. I, good Squire Tub. Pol. keeps the Houſe here ? 


Were never honeſt Varmers thus perplerxt? 

Tub. Turfe, 1am privy to thy deep unreſt : 
The Ground of which ſprings from an idle plot, 
Caſt by a Suitor, to your daughter Awdrey—— 
And thus much, Twrfe, let me advertiſe you ; 
Your daughter Awdrey, met I on the way, 

With Juſtice Bramble in her company : 

Who means to marry her at Pancridge-Church, 
And there is Canon Hugh, to meet them ready : 
Which to prevent, you muſt not cruſt delay ; 
But winged ſpeed muſt croſs their fly inten : 

Then hie thee, Turfe, haſte to forbid the Banes. 

Tur. Hath Juſtice Bramble got my daughter Awdrey ? 
A little while ſhall he enjoy her, zure. | 
But O, the Hue and Cry ! that hinders me : 

I muſt purſue that, or _— my _ ' 

Pll &en leave all, and with the patient Afs, 

The over-laden Aſs, throw off my burden, 

And caſt mine Office; pluck in my large Ears 
Betimes, leſt ſome diſjudge *em to be Horns : 

Pil leave to beat it on the broken hoof, 

And eaſe my paſterns. Illno more High Conſtables, 

Tib, I cannot chuſe but ſmile, to ſee thee troubled 
With ſuch a bald, half-hatched circumſtance! 7 
The Captain was not robb'd, as is reported ; 

That Trick the Juſtice crafcily deviz'd, 
To break the marriage with the Tile-man, Clay. 
The Hue and Cry was meerly counterfeit : 
The rather may you judge 1t to be fuch, 
Becaule the Bridegroom was deſcrib'd to be 
One of the Thieves, firſt in the ym 
Which, how far *tis from him, your ſelves may gueſs: 
"Twas Juſtice Bramble's verch, to get the wench.. 
Tur. And is this true, Squire Twp ? 
Tub. Believe me, Turfe, 
As I am a Squire : or lefs, a Gentleman. 

Tur. I take my Office back, and my Authority, 
Upon your Worſhip's words. Neighbours, I am 
High Conſtable again : where's my zon Clay? 

He ſhall be zon yet, wife, your meat by leiſure :; 
Draw back the Spits. 

D. Tur. That's done already, Man. 

Tur. Vl break this Marriage off : and afterward, 
She ſhall be given to her firſt betroth'd. 

Look to the meat, wife : look well to the roaſt. 

Tub. F1l follow him aloof, to ſee the event. 

Pup. Dame, Miſtriſs, though I do nor turn the Spit, 
I hope yet the Pig's Head. 

D. Tur. Come up, Jack-ſfauce : 

Ie ſhall be ferv'd in to you. 

Pup. No, no Service ; 
But a Reward for Service. 

D. Tur. I ſtill cook you 
For an unmannerly = Will you come, 
And vetch more Wool to the Vier, Mr. Ball ? 

Pup, I Wood tothe Vier: I ſhall piſs it out firſt : 
You think to make me &'en your Ox or Afs, 
Or any thing. Though I cannot righe my ſelf 
On you, I'll ſure revenge me on your mear, 


A&t Ill. Scene IV. 


La. Tub, Pol- Martin, Wiſpe, Puppy. 
Pel. Adam, to Keniijh-Town, we are got at length ; 


4 But by the way we cannot meet the Squire : 
Nor by Inquiry can we hear of him. 


Pup. Why, the Door and Walls 
Do keep the Houſe. 

Pel. I ask then, who's within ? 

= Not you that are withour. 

Pol. Look forth, and ſpeak 


Pup. Help, help, good Dame. A Reaſons, and in time. 
Inſtead ob. with Colſtaves come ; inſtead of Spears, 
wit ts; 
Your flices ſerve for flicing Swords, to ſaye me, and 
my Wits: 
A Lady, and her woman here, their Huiſher eke by ſide, 
(Buc in _— mute) have plotted how your Puppy to 
vide. 


A&t IIL Scene V. 


D. Turfe, Maids. [ To them. 
D. ld © ha now ? what noiſe is this with you, Bel 
Puppy ? 


»ppy 

Pup. Oh Dame! and fellows o' the Kicchin ! arm, 
Arm, for my ſafety 3 if you love your Bal : 
Here is aſtrange thing, call'd a Lady, a Mad-dame: 
And a device of hers, yclept her Woman; 
Have plotted on me, inthe King's High-way, 
To ſteal me from my ſelf, and cut me in halks, 
To make one Valentine to ſerve 'em both ; 
This for my righe-ſide, that my left-hand loves. 

D. Tur. S0 ſaucy, Puppy? to uſe no more reverence 
Unto my Lady, and her Velvet Gown ? 

Lad. Turfe's Wife, rebuke him not : Your Man doth 

pleaſe me 

With his conceit. Hold : there are ten old Nobles, 
To make thee merrier yet, half-Valentine. 

Pup. I thank you, right-ſide : could my left as much, 
'T would make me a Man of Mark: young Hannibal ! 

Lad. Dido, ſhall make that good ; or I will for her, 
Here Dido Wiſpe, there's for your Hannibal : 
He is your Countrey-man, as well as Valentine. 

VViſ. Here, Mr. Hannibal : my Ladies Bounty 
For her poor Woman, Y/Viſpe. 

Pup. Brave Carthage Queen ! 
And ſuch was Dido : I will ever be 
Champion to her, who Funo is to thee. 

D. Twr, Your Ladyſhip is very welcome here. 
Pleaſe you, good Madam, to go near the Houle. 


Lad. Turfe's Wite, I come thus far to ſeek thy Husband, 
Is 


Having ſome buſineſs to impart unto him. 
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Is he at home? D. Tur. O no, and't ſhall pleaſe you : 
He is poſted hence to Pancridge, with a witnels. 
Young pumes Bramble has kept level - 

Here in our Quarters, ſtole away our Daughter, 
And Mr. Turfe's run after, as he can, 

To ſtop the 


iage, if ic will be ſtopp'd, 
Pol. Madam, theſs tidings are not much amils 
For if the Juſtice have the Maid in keep, 
You need not fear the marriage of your Son. 
Lad. That ſomewhat caſeth my ſuſpicious breaſt. 
Tell me, Twrfe's Wife, when was my Son with Awarey ? 
How longris't, ſince you ſaw him at your Houſe? 
Pup. Dame, let me take this Rump out of your Mouth. 
D. Tir. What mean you by that, Sir ? 
Pup. Rump and Tale's all one. 
Bue I would uſe a Reverence for my Lady : 
I would not zay furreverence, the Tale 
Out o' your Mouth, but rather take the Rump. 
_ D. Tur. A welk-bred Youth! and vull of Favour you 


are. 
Pup. What might they zay, when I were gone, if I 
Not weigh'd my words 2 Thi Puppy is a Vool ! 
Great Hamiba/'s an Aſs ; he had no breeding: 
No Lady gay, you ſhall not zay, 
That your Val. Puppy, was fo unlucky, 
In ſpeech to fail, as © name a Tail, 
Be as be may be, 'vore a fair Lady. 
Lad, Leave jeſting ; tell us, when you ſaw our Son. 
Pup. Marry, it is two hours ago. 
Lad. Sin* you ſaw him ? ; 
Pnp. You might have ſeen him too, if you had 
| look'd up. 
For it ſhin'd as brighr as day. 
Lad. Mean my Son. 
Pup, Your Sun, and our Sun, are they not all one ? 
Lad. Fool, thou miſtak'ſt ; I ask'd thee, for my Son ! 
Pup. I had thought there had been no more Suns 
than one. 
I know not what you Ladies have, or may have. 
Pol. Did'ſt chou ne'er hear my Lady had a Son ? 
Pap. She may have twenty ; but for a Son, unleſs 
She mean preciſely, Squire Twb, her Zon, 
He was here now, and brought my Maſter word, 
That Juſtice Bramble had got Mrs. Awdrey. 
But whither he be gone, here's none can tell. 
Lad. Martin, I wonder at this ſtrange diſcourſe : 
The Fool it ſeemstells true ; my Son, the Squire, 
Was doubtleſs here this morning. For the match, 
Pll ſmother what I think, and ing here, 
Attend the Sequel of this ſtran 
Turfe's Wife, my people, and I will trouble thee, 
Until we hear ſome tidings of thy Husband. 
The rather, for my party Valentine. 


A&t III. Scene VI. 
Turfe, Awdrey, Clench, Medlay, Pan, Scriben. 


Tur. Ell, I have carried it, and will — 
Over this Juſtice, as becomes a Conſtable ; 
And a High Conſtable : next our Saint George, 
Who reſcued the King's Daughter, I will ride; 
Above Prince Arthur. 
Cle. Or our Shore-ditch Duke. 
Med. Or Pancridge Earl. 
Pan. Or Beus, or Sir Guy, 
Who were High Conſtables both. 
Cle. One of Southampton —— 
Med. The tother of V/arwick-Caſtle. 
Tur. You ſhall work it 
Into a Story for me, neighbour Medlay, 
Over my Chimney. 
Seri. 1 can give you, Sir, 
A Roman Story of a Petty-Conſtable, 


That had a Daughter, that was call'd Virginia, 
Like Mrs. Awdvey, and as young as ſhe; 
And how her Father bare him in the buſineſs, 
'Gainſt Juſtice Appins, a Decemwvir in Rome, 
_ on of Aſſize. 
ur. t, that good Dogenes ! 
A Learned Man is a Chronicle! 
Scri. I can tell you 
A thouſand, of great Pompey, Ceſar, Trajan, 
All che High Conſtables there. 
Twr. That was their place : 
They were no more. 
Scr. Diltator, and High Conſtable, 
Were both the ſame. 
Med. High Conſtable was more, though ! 
He laid Dick Tator by the heels. 
Pan. Dick Titer ! 
It was one o' the Waights o* the City : I ha' read of "un 
He was a fellow would be drunk, debauch'd 
And he did zet 'un i” the Stocks indeed : 
His name Vadien, and a cunning Toter. 
Awd. Was ever filly Maid thus poſted off ? 
That ſhould have had three Husbands in one day ; 
Yer (by bad Fortune) am poſleſt of none? 
I went to Church to have wed to Clay; 
Then Squire Tub he ſeiz'd me on the way, | 
And thought to ha* had me ; but he miſt his aim : 
And Juſtice Bramble (neareſt of the three) 
Was well nigh married to me ; when by chance, 
In ruſh'd my Father, and broke off that dance. 
Tur. 1, Girl, there's ne'er a Juſtice on 'em all, 
Shall ceach the Conftable to guard his own : / 
Let's back to Kentiſh-rown, and there make merry ; 
Theſe news will be glad tidings to my Wife : 
Thou ſhalt have Clay, my wench. That word ſhall ſtand, 
He's found by this time, ſure, or elſe he's drown'd : 
The CI will be ſpoild : make haſte. 
_——_ , they ſay, grow thick ; but thin arg 
own. 
I care not who it be, ſo I have one. 
Tier. I : zay you zo? Perhaps you ſhall ha' none, for 
that. 
Awd. Now out on me! what ſhall I dothen ? 
Med. Sleep, Miſtris Awdrey, dream on proper Men. 


A& IIL Scene VII 
Hugh, Preamble, Metaphore. 


Hugh. Oo Bone Dews | have you ſeen the like? 
Here was Hodge, hold thine Ear fair, whilſt 
I ſtrike. 
Body o' me, how camethis gear about ? 
Pre. I know not, Chanon, bur it falls out croſs. 
Nor can I make conjecture by the Circumſtance 
Of theſe Events ; ic was impoſlible, 
Being fo cloſe, and politickly carried, 
To come ſo quickly to the Ears of Turfe. 
O Prieſt, had but thy low delivery 
Been nimble, and thy lazy Latine Tongue, 
But run the Forms o'er, with that ſwift diſpatch, 
As had been requiſite, all had beet well! 
. What ſhould have been;that never lov'd the Frier; 
But thus you ſee th' old Adage verified, 
Multa cadunt inter——you can gueſs the reſt. 
Many things fall berween the Cup and Lip: 
And though they touch, you are not ſure to drink. 
You lack'd good fortune, we had done our parts : 


Give a Man fortune, throw him i'the Sea. 
Theproperer Man, the worle luck : Stay a time; 
Temp edax—In time the ſtately Ox, &c. 
Good Counſels lightly never come too late. 

Pre. You, Sir, will run your Counſels out of breath. 


Hug. Spur a free Horſe, he'll run himſelf co death. 
XxX San#i 
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Santti Evangeliſte ! Here comes Miles ! , 
Pre. What news, man, with our new-made Pujs'yvant? 
Met. A Purſuyvant? would I were, or more purlie, 
And had more ſtore of money ; or lels purlic, | 
And had more ſtore of breath: you call me Purs'yvant. 
Burt I could never vaunt of any Purſe 
I had, fin yo? were my God-fathers and God-mothers, 
And ga' me that nick-name. 
Pre. What now's the matter ? 
Met. Nay, tis no matter. I ha? been fimply beaten, 
Hug. What is become of the Squire, and thy Priſoner ? 
Mz. The lines of Blood, run ſtreaming from my Head, 
Can ſ>eak what Rule the Squire hath kept with me. 
Pre. I pray thee, Miles, relate the manner, how ? 
Met. Be*t known unto you, by theſe Preſents, then, 
That I, Miles Metaphor, your Worſhip's Clerk, 
Have een been beaten, to an Allegory, 
By multitude of hands. Had they been but 
Some five or ſix, I had whip'd'em all, like Tops 
In Lent, and hurl'd 'em into Hoblers bole ; 
Or the next Ditch : I hadcrack'd all their Coſtards, 
As nimbly as a Squirrel will crack Nuts: 
And flouriſhed like tro Hercwles, the Porter, 
Among the Pages. But, when they came on 
Like Bees about a Hive, Crows about Carrion, 
Flies about Sweer-meats; nay, like Water-men 
About a Fare : then was poor Merephor, 
Glad to give up the Honour of the Day, 
To quit his charge to them, and run away 
To fave his life, only to tell this news. 
Hus. How indireQly all things have fall'n out ! 
I cannot chuſe but wonder what they were, 
Reſcued your Rival from the keep of Adiles: 
But moſt of all I cannot well digeſt, 
The manner how our purpole came to Turfe. 
Pre. Miles, T will ſee that all thy Hurts be dreſt. 
As for the Squires Eſcape, it matters not : 
We have by this means a—_—_—_ him ; 
And that was all the main Iaimed at. 
But Chanon Hugh, now muſter up thy Wits, 
And call thy thoughts into the Conliltory, 
Search all the ſecret corners of thy Cap, 
To find another qu2int deviſed drift, 
To diſappoint her Marriage with this Clay : 
Do that, and I'll reward thze jovially. 
Hug. Well ſaid, Magiſter Juſtice. If I fit you not 
With ſuch a new, and well-laid Stratagem, 
As never yet your Ears did hear a finer, 
Call me, with Lily, Bos, Fur, Sus atq, Sacerdes. 
Pre. | hear, there's comfort in thy words yet, Chanon. 
Fl eruſt thy Regulars, and ſay no more. 
Met. Vil follow roo. And if che dapper Prieſt 
Be but as cunning, point in his device, 
As 1 was in my lye: My Maſter Preamble 
Will ſtalk, as led by the Noſe with theſe new Promiſes, 
And fatted with Suppoſes of fine Hopes. 


Act Il. Scene VIIL 
Turſe, D.Turfe, Lady Tub, Pol-Martin, Awdrey, Puppy. 


Tur. Ell, Madam, I may thank the Squire your Son: 
For, but tor him, I had been over-reachr. 

D. Tur. Now Heavens Bleſting light upon his Heart : 
We are bcholden co him, indeed, Madam. 

Lad. But can you not reſolve me where he is ? 
Nor about what his Purpoſes were bent? 

Tur. Madam, they no whit were concerning me : 
And therefore was I leſs inquilitive. 

Lad, Fair Maid, in faith, ſpeak truth, and not diſlemble: 
Do's he not often come, and vilit you ? 

Awd. His Worſhip, now and then, pleaſe you, takes 

pains 

To ſee my Father and Mother : But, for me, 


I know my ſelf eoo mean for his high thoughts 
To ſtoop at, more than asking a light queltion, 
To make him z Or to pals his time. 

Lad. A ſober Maid ! call tor my Woman, Martin. 

Pol. The Maids, and her half-Valentine, have ply'd her 
With courtlie of the Bride- Cake, and the Bowle, 
As ſhe is laid a while. Lad. O, let her reſt! 
We will croſs o'er to Canterbury, in the interim; 
And fo make home. Farewel, good Turf, and thy Wife, 
I wiſh your Daughter Joy, 
Tur. Thanks to your Ladiſhip: 
Where is Fobn Clay now ? have you ſeen him yet ? 
D. Tur, No, he has hid himſelt out of the way, 
For fear o' the Hue and Cry. 

Tur. What, walks that Shadow 
Avore *un {till ? Puppy, go ſeck 'un out, 
Search all the corners that he haunts unto, 
And call *un forth. We'll once more to the Church, 
And try our vortunes, Luck, Son V.lentine : 
Where are the Wiſe Men all of Finsbury ? 

Pup. ___ WiſeMen ſhould be; at che Ale, and Bride- 

I 
I would this Couple had their Deſtiny, 
Or to be hang'd, or married out of the way : 
| Enter the Neighbours ro Turfe, 

Man cannot get the mount'nance of an Egg (hell, 
To ſtay his Stomach. Vaith, vor mine own part, 
I have wo up fo much'Broth, as would have cover'd 
A Leg o* Beef, o'er Head and Ears, i* the Porridge-Pot : 
And yet I cannot ſuffifie wild Nature. 
Would they were once diſpatch'd, we might to dinner. 
I am with Child of a huge Stomach, and long, 
Till by ſome honeſt Midwife-picce of Beef, 
I be deliver'd ot it: I muſt go now, 
And hunt out tor this K:/bourn Calf, Job Clay : 
Whom whereto find, I know not, nor which way. 


Act IIl. Scene IX. 
Chanon Hugh, like Captain Thumbs. 


Hug. "J*Hus as a Beggar in a King's diſguile, 

T Or an old Crols, well ſided with a May-pole, 

Comes Chanon Hugh, accoutred, as you ſee, 

Diſguis'd, Soldado like : Mark his Device : 

The Chanon, is that Captain 7hbum's, was robb'd : 

Theſe bloody Scars upon my Face, are Wounds : 

This Scarff upon mine Arm, ſhews my late Hurts : 

And thus am I to gull the Conſtable. 

Now have among you, for a Man at Arms : 

Friends, by your leave ; which of you is one Turfe ? 
Tyr. Sir, I am Twrfe, if you would ſpeak with me. 
Hug. With thee, Twrfe, it thou beeſt High Conftable. 
Tur, 1 am both Turfe, Sir, and High Conſtable. 

Hug. Then, Twrfe, or Scurfe, High, or Low Conſtable: 

Know, I was once a Captain at Saint Duintins, 

And paſling crofs the ways over the Caountrey, 

This Morning, betwixe this and Hemſted:beath, 

Was by a Crew of Clowns robb'd, bobb'd, and hurr. 

No ſooner had I got my Wounds bound up, 

Bur with much pain, 1 wene to che next Juſtice, 

One Mr. Bramble, here, at Maribone : 

And here a Warrant is, which he hath direaed 

For you, one Twrfe 3 it your Name be Toby Turfe; ' 

Who have let fall (they ſay) the Hue and Cry: 

And you ſhall anſwer it atore the Juſtice. 

Tur. Heaven and Hell, Dogs, Devils, what is this? 

Neighbours, was ever Conſtable thus croſs'd ? 

What ſhall we do? 

Med. Faith, all go hang our ſelves : 
I know no other way to {cape the Law. 
Pup. News, news, O news —— = 
Tar. What, haſt thou found out Clay ! 
Pup. No, Sir, the news is, that 1 cannot find tim. 
Hug. 


[To them, 
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Hug. Why do you dally, you, damn'd Ruſler Coat ? 
You Peaſant, nay, you Clown, you Conſtable; 
See that you bring forth the ſuſpe&ed Party, 
Or by mine Honour (which I won in Field) 
1'll make you pay for it, afore the Juſtice. 
Tur. Fie, fie: O Wife; 'm now in a fine pickle. 
He that was moſt ſuſpe&ed is not found : 
And which now makes me think, he did the Deed, 
He thus abſents him, and dares not be ſeen. 
Captain, my Innocence will plead for me. 
Wite, I mu needs, whom the Devil drives : 
Pray for me, Wife, and Daughter; pray for me. 
Hug. VIl lead the way : Thus is the Match put off : 
And if my Plot ſucceed, as I have laid it, 
My Captain-ſhip ſhall coſt him many a Crown. 
[They go out. 
D. Tur. So, we have brought our Eggs to a fair Market. 
Out on that Villain, Clay : Would he do a Robbery ? 
Vil ncer truſt ſmooth-fac'd Tile-man for his ſake. 
Awd. Mother, the ſtill Sow eats up all the Draffe. 
= go out. 
Pup. Thus is my Maſter, Toby Twrfe, the Pattern 
Of all the painful a*ventures now in Print. 
I never could hope better of this match : 
This Bride-Ale: For the nighe before ro day, 
(Which is within man's memory, I cake rd 
At the Report of it, an Ox di NE 
Who dy*d ſoon after : A Cow loſt her Calf: 
The Bell-wether was flea'd for't: A fat Hog 
Was ſing'd, and waſh'd, and ſhaven all over; to 
Look ugly *gainſt this day : The Ducks they quak'd; 
The Hens too cackled : at the noiſe whereof, 
A Drake was ſeen to dance a headleſs round : 
The Gooſe was cut i* the head, to hear it too: 
Brave Chant-it-clear, his noble Heart was done 5 . 
His Comb was cut: And two or three o' his Wives, 
Or faireſt Concubines, had their Necks broke, 
Erc they would zee this day; To mark the yerven 
Heart of a Beaſt, che very Pig, the Pig, 
This very morning, as he was a roaſti 
Cry'd out his Eyes, and made a ſhow, as he would 
Ha' bit in two the Spit ; as he would ay, 
There ſhall no Roaſt-meat be this diſmal day 
And zure, I think, if I had not got his Tongue 
Berween my Teeth, and eat it, he had ſpoke it. 
Well, I will in, and cry too ; never leave 
Crying, until our Maids may drive a Buck 
Wich my ſalt Tears at the next waſhing day. 


Ac IV. Scene LI 
Preamble, Hugh, Turfe, Metapbore. 


Pre. FC 36? out thoſe fellows ; I'll ha none come in, 
But the High Conſtable, the Man of Peace, 
And the Queens Captain, the brave Man of War. 
Now, Neighbour Tuwrfe, the Cauſe why you are call'd 
Before me, by my Warrant, but unſpecified, 
Es this; 'and pray you mark it thoroughly : 
Here is a Gentleman, and, as it ſeems, 
Both of good Birth, fair Speech, and peaceable, 
Who was this morning robb'd here in the Wood ; 
You, for your part, a man of good Report, 
Of Credit, Landed, and of fair Demeans, 
And by Authoricy, High Conſtable ; 
Are, notwithſtanding, touch'd in this Complaine, 
Of being careleſs in the Hue and Cry. 
I cannot chuſe bur grieve a Soldiers loſs ; 
And I am ſorry too for your negle&, 
Being my Neighbour : This is all I obyeR. 

Hug. This is not all; I can alledge far more, 
And almoſt urge him tor an Acceſlary. 


Good Mr. Juſtice, gi” me leave to ſpeak, 

For I am Plaintiff. Let not Neighbourhood 

Make him ſecure, or ſtand on privilege. 

Pre. Sir, I dare uſe no partiality : 

Obje chen what you pleale, ſo ic be truth. 

Hug. This more: and which is morethanhecan anſwer, 
Beſide his letting tall the Hue and Cry, 


| He doth prote& the Man charg'd wich the Felony, 


And keeps him hid, I hear, wichin his Houle, 
Becauſe he is affied unto his Daughter. 
Tur. I do dehie *un, fo ſhall ſhe do too. 
I pray your Worſhip's Favour, le? me have hearing. 
[ do conveſs, 'twas told me ſuch a Velony, 
And't not diſgriev'd me a little, when *ewas told me, 
Vor I was going to Church, to marry Awdrey : 
And who ſhould marry her, but this very Clay, 
Who was charg'd to be the chief Thief o' 'un all. 
Now I (the Halter ſtick me, if I cell 
Your Worthips any Leazins) did fore-think 'un 
The erueſt Man, cill he waz cun away. 
I choughc I had kad 'un as zure as in a Zaw-pit, 
Or i' mine Oven: Nay, i'the Town-pound. 
I was za ſure o* 'un, I'd ha? gi'a my life for %un, 
Till he did ſtare. But now I ze2 "un guiley, 
As var as I can look at *un. Would you ha*' more ? 
Hug. Yes, I will have, Sir, what the Law will give me; 
You gave your word to ſee him fate, forth-coming 3 
I challenge that » But that is forteited ; 
Beſide, your carelefsnefs in the purſuit, 
Argues your flackneſs, and negle& of duty, 
Which ought be puniſh'd with ſeveriry. 
Pre, He ſpeaks but reaſon, Twrfe. Bring forth the Man, 
And you are quit : But otherwiſe, your word 
Binds you co make amends for all his loſs, 
And think your ſelf be-friended, it he take it, 
Without a tarther Suit, or going to Law. 
Come to a Compoſition with him, Twrſe: 
The Law is coſtly, and will draw on charge. 
Tur. Yes, Ido know, I rurſt mun vee a Returney, 
And then make Legs to my great Man o' Law, 
Tobe of my counſel, and take trouble-veecs, 
And yet zay nothing vor me, but deviſe 
All diſtrict means, to ranſackle me o* my money. 
A Peſt'lence prick the throats o? 'un. I do know 'an 
As well az I waz ' their Bellies, and brought up there. 
What would you ha' me do? what would you askof me ? 
Hug. I ask the reſtitution of my money ; 
And will not bate one penny o' the ſum : 
Fourſcore and five pound, 1 ask, beſides 
Amendment for my hurts ; my pain and ſuffering 
Are loſs enough tor me, Sir, to fit down with ; 
P11 put it co your Worſhip ; what yon award me, 
FIl cake; and gi” him a general Releaſe. 
Pre.And what rh now,neighbour Turfe? Tur.l pnt it 
E'en to your Worthip's bieterment, hab, nab. 
I ſhall have a chance © the dice for't, I hope, let *em &en 
run: And-—— 
Pre. Faith, then Vt pray you, *cauſe he is my neighbour, 
Tv take a hundred pound, and give him day. 
Hug. Saint Valentine's day, I will, this very day, 
Before Sun ſet : my Bond is forfeit elfe. 
Tur, Where will you ha? it paid ? 
. Faith, 1 am a ſtranger 
Here Y the Countrey : Know you Chanon Hugh, 
The Vicar of Pancras? Tur. Yes, we who nor him ? 
Hug. I'll make him my Att to receive it, 
And give you a Diſcharge. Tur. Whom hall I ſend for't ? 
Pre. Why, it you pleaſe, fend Merapher, my Clerk. 
And Twfe, I much commend thy willingnels ; 
It's argument of thy _— 
Tur. Bur my Integrity be my zelf ſtil}: 
Good Mr. Met , give my Wite this Key ; 
And do but whiſper ic into her Hand : 


(She knows it well enow) bid her, by chat, 
X xXx 2 De- 
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Deliver you the two zeal'd Bags o* Silver, 
That lie i* the corner of the Cup-board, ſtands . 
At my bed-ſide, they're vifty pound a piece ; 
And bring *em to your Maſter. 

Met. It I prove not 
As juſt a Carrier as my Friend, Tom Long, was, 
Then call me his Curcall, change my name of Miles, 
To Guile's, Wile's, Pile's, Bile's, or the fouleſt name 
You can deviſe, tocramb with, for Ale. 

Hug. Come hither, Miles, bring by that token too, 
Fair Awdrey 3 ſay, her Father ſent for her : 
Say, Clay is found, and waits at Pancras Church, 
Where I attend to marry them in haſte. 
For,(by this means) Males, I may ſay*t to thee, 
Thy Maſter muſt to Awdrey married be. 
But not a word but mum ; go get thee gone ; 
Be wary of thy charge, and keep it cloſe. 

Met. O ſuper-daincy Chanon | Vicar in c6ney, 
Make no delay, Miles, but away. 
And bring the Wench, and Money. 

Hug. Now, Sir, I ſee you meant but honeſtly 3 
And, but that buſineſs calls me hence away, 
I would not leave you til! the Sun were lower. 
But, Mr. Juſtice, one word, Sir, with you. 
By the ſame token, is your Miſtris ſenc for 
By Metaphere, your Clerk, as from her Father. 
Who when ſhe comes, Il —_— to you, 
Unwitting to this Twrfe, who ſhall attend 
Me at the Parſonage. This was my plot : 
Which I muſt now make good ; turn Chanon again, 
In my Square Cap. I humbly take my leave. 

Pre, Adieu,good Captain. Truſt me, neighbour Turfe, 
He ſeems to be a ſober Gentleman : 
But this diſtreſs hath ſomewhat ſtirr'd his patience. 
And Men, you know, in ſuch Extremities, 
Apt not themſelves to points of Courteſie ; 
I'm glad you ha' made this end. 

Twr. You ſtood my Friend : 
T thank your Juſtice-worſhip ; pray you be 
Prezent anon, at tendring o' the Money, 
And zee me have a diſcharge : Vor I ha* no craft 
P your Law Quiblins. 

Pre. T'll ſecure you, neighbour. 


The Scene incerloping, 
Medlay, Clench, Pan, Scriben. 


Med. Indced there is a woundy luck in names, Sirs, 

And a main Myſtery, an' a Man knew where 

To vind it. My God-ſ(ires Name, Tl tell you, 

Was In-and-In Shittle, and a Weaver he was, 

And it did fit his Cralt : for ſo his Shittle 

Went in, and in (till; this way, and then that way. 

And he nam'd me, In-and-In Med!ay : which ſerves 

A Joyners Craft, bycauſe that we do lay 

Things in and in, in our work. But, I ameruly 

Archtectonicus Profeſſor, rather: 

Thar is, (as one would zay) an ArchiteR. 

Cle. AsI ama Varrier, and a, Viſicary : 

Horſe-Smich of Hamſted, and the whole Town Leach-— 
M-d. Yes, you ha' done woundy Cures, Goflip Clench, 
Cle. An'l can zee the Stale once, through a Utine-hole, 

Pll give a ſhrewd guek, be it Man or Beaſt. 

[ curd an Ale-wite onc2, that had the Staggers 

Worſe than five Horſes, without rowelling. 

My God-phere was a Rabian, or a Jew, 

(You can tell, D'egge !) They call'd *un Door Refs. 

Scr. One Kaſis wasa great Arabick Doctor. 
Cle. He was King Herry's Door, and my God-phere. 
Pan, Mine was a merry Greek, ToPan, of Twyford : 
A jovial Tinker, and a ſtopper of Holes ; 
Who let: me Metal-man of Bel/i/e, his Heir, 
Med. But what was yours, D'oge ? 


Scr. Vaith, I cannot tell; 

If mine were kyrſin'd, or no. But zure he had 

A kyrſin Name, thathe left me, Diogenes. 

A mighty learned , but peftlence poor. 

Vor I had no Houſe, fave an old Tub, to dwell in, 

(I vind that in Records) and ſtill he turn'd it 

P the Wind's Teeth, as't blew on his back ſide, 

And there they would lie rowting one at other, 

A Week ſometimes, 

Med. Thence came A Tale of a Tub ; 

And the virt Tale of a Tub, old D'ogenes Tub. 
Ser. "That was avore Sir Peter Tub, or his Lady. 
Pan. I, or the Squire their Son, Tripoli Tub. 
Cle. The Squire 1s a fine Gentleman ! 

Med. He 1s more : 

A Gentleman and a half; almoſt a Knight ; 

Within zix Inches : That's his true meafare. 
Cle. Zure you can gage 'un. 

Med. To a ſtreak, or leſs : 

I know his D'ameters, and Circumference : 

A Knight is ſix Diameters; and a Squire 

Is vive, and zoniewhat more : I know't by compaſs, 

And skale of Man. T haye upo' my Rule here, 

The juſt perportions of a Knight, aSquire 

With a tame Juſtice, or an Officer rampant, 

Upco the Bench, from the High Conſtable 

Down to the Headborough, or Tiching-man ; 

— Miniſter o = ron, God fave *an. 

an. , you can' tell us e Squire, Neighbour , 

Whence he by calld a Conftabl? Do 
Med. No, that's a Book+caſe : Scriben can do that. 

Thar's writing and reading, and Records. 

Scr. Two words, 

Cyning and Staple, make a Conſtable : 

As we'd ſay, a hold, or ſtay for the King. 

Ch. All Conſtables are truly Fobn's for the King, 

What ere their Names are, be they Tony, or Roger. 
Med. And all are ſworn, as vingars o' one hand, 

To hold together *gainſt the breach o* the Peace ; 

The High Conſtable is the Thumb, as one would zay, 

The hold-faſt o' the reſt. 

Pan. Pray luck he ſpeed 

Well the buſineſs, between Captain 7hwms, 

And him. Aecd. I'll warrant 'un for a Groat; 

I have his meaſures here in Rithmetique, 

How he ſhould bear 'un felf in all the Lines 

Of's Place and Office : Let's zcek *un our. 


A&t IV. Scene II 
Tub, Hilts, Metaphor. 
how do'ſt thou like of chis our good days 


Tub, Its, 
H work ? 

Hil. As good &'enneer a whit, as ne'er the better. 

Tub. Shall we to Pancridge, or to Kentiſh-town, Hilts ? 

Hil. Let Kentiſh*town, or Pancridge, come to us, 

If eicher will: 1 will go home again. 

Tub. Faith, Backer, our ſucceſs hath been bur bad, 
And nothing proſpers that we undertake 3 
For we can neither meet with Clay nor Aw 
The Chanon Hugh, nor Turfe the Conſtable ; 
We are like Men that wander in ſtrange Woods, 

And loſe our ſelves in ſearch of them we ſeek. 
Hil. This was becauſe we roſe onthe wrong fide : 
But asI am now here, juſt in the mid-way, 
I'll zet my Sword on the Pommel, and that line 
The point valls to, we'll take : whether ic be 
To Kentiſh-town, the Church, or Home again. 
Tub. Stay, ſtay thy Hand : here's Juſtice Brambl:'s 
Clerk, Enter Metaphot, 
The unlucky Hare hath croſt us all this day. 
Pll ſtand afide whilſt thou pump'ſt out of him 
His Buſineſs, Hilrs ; and how he's now employed. . 
Hi. 
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Hil. Let me alone, F'll uſe him in his kind. 
" Met. Oh, fora Pad-horſe, Pack-horſe, or a Poſt-horſe, 
To bear me on his Neck, his Back, or his Crup ' 
I am as weary with running, as a Mill-horſe 
That hath led the Mill oace, twice, thrice about, 
After the breath hath been out of his Body. 
I could get up upon a Pannier, a Pannel, 
Or, to ſay truth, a very Pack-Saddle, 
Till all my Honey were turn'd into Gall, 
And I fit in the Seat no longer : 
Oh the Legs of a Lackey now, or a Footmman, 
Who is the Surbater of a Clerk currant, 
And the Confounder of his tre{slels Dormant ! 
But who have we here, juſt in tho nick ? 
KL lam neither nick, nor in the nick : therefore 
You lye, Sir Metaphor. 
Met. Lye? how? Hil. Lye fo, Sir. 
[ He ffrikes up bus Heels. 
Met. Tlye not yet i* my throat. 
Hil. Thou ly'ſt o' the ground. 
Do'ſt thou know me ? 
Met. Yes, I did know you too late. 
Hil. What is my Name then ? 
Met. Batket. Hil. Backet ? what? 
Met. Backet, the Great—— 
Hil. The Great ? what? Met. Lubber 
I ſhould. fay, Lover, of the Squire, his Maſter. 
Hi. Great is my patience, to forbear thee thus, 
Thou Scrape hill, Scoundrel, and thou skum of Man ; 
Uneivil, orenge-tawny-coated Clerk : 
Thou cam'ſt but half a thing into the world, 
And waſt made up of patches, parings, ſhreds : 
Thou, that when laſt thou wert put out of Service, 
TravelleA'ſt to Hamfted-Heath, on an Aſb-we'neſday, 
Where.thou didft ftand fix weeks the Fack of Lent, 
For Boys to hurle, three throws a y, at thee, 
To make thee a Purſe: Seeſt thou this, bold bright blade ? 
This Sword (ball ſhred thee as ſmall unto the Grave, 


As minc'd meat for a Pie. I'll ſet thee in Earth 


All, ave thy Head, and thy Right Arm ar liberty, 
To keep thy Hat off, while I queſtion chee, 
What? why ? and whither thou were going now, 
With a Face, ready to break out with buſineſs ? 
And tell me eruly, leſt I daſt't in pieces. 

Met. Then, Backet, put thy Smicer up, and hear ; 
I dare not tell the Truth to a drawn Sword. 

Hil. "Tis ſheath'd, ſtand up, ſpeak without fear or wit. 

Met. 1 know not what they mean 3 but Conſtable 

Turfe 

Sends Ky of Key, for Moneys in his Cubbard, 
Which he muſt pay the Captain that was robb'd 
This Morning. Smell you nothing ? 

Hil. No, not I: 
Thy Breeches yer are honeſt. 

Met. As my Mouth. 
Do you not ſmell a Rat ? I tell you truth, 
I think all's Knavery : For the Chanon whiſper'd 
Me in the Ear, when Tuwrfe had gin me his Key, 
By the ſame token to bring Mrs. Awdrey, 
As ſent for thicher ; and co ſay, Jobn Clay 
Is found, which is indeed to ger the Wench 
Forth for my Maſter, who isto be married 
When ſhe comes there : The Chanon has his Rules 
Ready, and all there, to diſpatch the matrer. 

Tub, Now on my life, this is the Chanon's plot !' 
Miles, 1 have heard all thy diſcourſe to Backer. 

Wile thou be true, and Vil reward thee well, 
To make me happy, in my Miltris Awarey ? 

Met. Your Worſhip ſhall diſpoſe of Metaphor, 
Through all his parts, e*en from the fole o the Head, 
To the Crown of the Foot, ro manage of your ſeryice. 

Tub. Then do thy Meſſage to the Miltris 7urfe, 
Tell her thy token, bring the Money hither, 

And likewiſe take young Awdrey to thy charge : 


Which done, here, Metephor, we will attend, 

And intercept thee. And for thy Reward, 

You two ſhall ſhare the Money, 1 the Maid: 

If any take offence, I'll make all good. 
Met. But ſhall I have half the Money, Sir, in faith ? 
Tub. 1, on my Squire-ſhip, ſhale thou ; and my Land. 
Mer. Then, if I make not, Sir, the clenlieſt icuſs 

To get her hither, and be then as careful 

To keep her for you, as't were for my ſelf, 

Down of your knees, and pray that honeſt A4/ss 

May break his Neck ere he get o'er two Stiles. 


A& IV. Scene III, 
Tub, Hilts, 


Tub. Ake haſte then : we will wait here thy r& 
turn. 
This luck unlook'd for, hath reviv'd my hopes, 
Which were oppreſt with a dark melancholy. 
In happy time, we linger'd on the way, 
To meer theſe Summons of a better ond, 
Which are the Eſſence of my Soul's Conten. 
Hi. This heartdlefs fellow ; ſhame to Serving-men 
Stain of all Liveries ; what Fear makes him do ! 
How ſordid, wretched, and unworthy things 3 
Betray his Maſters Secrets, ope? the Cloſet 
Of his Devices, force the fooliſh Juſtice, 
Make way for your Love, plotting of his own: 
Like him that digs a Trap, to catch another, 
And falls into *t himfelt ! 
Tab. So wou'd I have its 
And _ *ewill prove a Jeſt to twic the Juſtice with. 
Hil. But that this poor white-liver'd Rogue ſhould do't? 
And meerly out of, fear ? 
Tub. hope of Money, Hales. 
A valiant Man will nibble at thar Bair. 
Hil. Who, but a Fool, will refuſe Money proffer'd ? 
Tub. _— by ſo good chance. Pray Heaven he 


Til. If he come empty-handed, let him count 
To go back empty-headed; Fl not leave him 
So much of Brain in's Pate, with Pepper and Vinegar, 
To be lerv'd in for Sawce to a Calves Head, 
T6. "Thou ferv'ſt him rightly, Hilts. 
Hil. T'll ſeal as much 
Wich my Hand, as I dare ſay now wich my Tongue ; 
Bue if you get the Laſs from Dargi/cn, 
What will you do with her ? 
Tub. We'll think of that 
| When once we have her in poſleflion, Governour.” 


Act IV. Scene IV. 
Puppy, Metaphor, Awadrey. 


Pup. 6 ſee we truſt you, Mr. Metaphor, 

Wich Mrs. Awadrey : *pray you, uſe her well, 
As a Gentlewoman ſhould be us'd. For my part, 
I do incline a lictle toche Serving-man ; 
We have been of a-Coat—1 had one like yours : 
Till ic did play me ſuch a fleevelefs Errand, 
AsT had nothing where to put mine Arms in, 
And then I threw it off. Pray you, go before her, 
Serving: marrlike, and ſee that your Noſe drop nor. 
As for example, you ſhall ſee me: Mark, 
How I go a-fore her : So do you. Sweer Miles, 
She, for her own part, is a Woman cares not 
What Man can do unto her, in the way 
Of Honeſty, and good Manners. So farewel, 
Fair Mrs. Awdrey : Farewel, Mr. Miles. 
I ha* broughe you thus far, onward o' your way : 
I muſt go back now to make clean the Rooms, 


| Where my good Lady has been. Pray you commend me. 


To 
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To Bridegroom Clay ; and bid him bear up ſtiff. 
& Mer. Thank you, good Hewnibal Puppy ; I (hall fit 
The Leg of your Commands, with the ſtraight Buskins 
Of diſpatch preſently. 
Pup. Farewel, fine Metaphore. 
Met. Come, gentle Miltris, will you pleaſe to walk ? 
Awd. 1 love not to be led: I'd go alone. 
Met. Let not the Mouſe of my good meaning, Lady, 
Be ſnap'd up in the Trap of your Suſpicion, 
To loſe the Tail there, cither of her Truth, 
Or ſwallow'd by the Cat of MiſconſtruRion. 
Awd. You are too finical for me ; ſpeak plain, Sir. 


A& IV. Scene V. 


Tub, Awdrey, Hilts, Metaphore, Lady, Pol- 
martin. [To them. 


Tub. Elcome again, my Awdrey : welcome, Love : 
You ſhall with me 3 in taith deny me not. 
I cannot brook the ſecond hazard, Miſtris. 
Awd. Forbear, Squire Tub, as mine own Mother ſays, 
I am not for your mowing. You'll be flown 
Ere I be fledg'd. Hil. Haſt thou the Money, Miles ? 
Met. Here are two Bags, there's Fifty Pound in each. 
Tub. Nay, Awadrey, I poſſeſs you for this time : 
Sirs, take that Coyn between you, and divide it. 
My pretty Sweeting, give me now the leave 
To challenge Love, and Marriage at your hands. 
Awd. Now, out upon you, are you not aſham'd ? 
What will my Lady fay ? In faith, I think 
She was at our Houſe : and I think ſhe ask'd for you: 
And I think ſhe hie me 7 th' teeth with you, 
I thank her Ladyſhip: and I think ſhe means 
Not to go hence, ll he has found you. How ſay you ? 
Tub. Was then my Lady Mother at your Houſe ? 
Let's have a word aſide. 
Awd. Yes, Twenty words. 
Lad. *Tis ſtrange, a Motion, but I know not what, 
Comes in my mind, to leave the way to Totten, 
And turn to Kentiſh-rown, again my Journey : 
And ſee my Son, Pol-martin,with his Awdrey : 
Ere while we leit her at her Father's Houſe : 
And hath he thence remov'd her in ſuch haſte! 
What ſhall | do ? Shall I ſpeak fair, or chide ? 
Pol. Madam, your worthy Son, with dutious Care, 
Can govern his AﬀeRions : Rather than 
Break off cheir Conference, ſome other way, 
Pretending ignorance of what you know. 
Tub. And this all, fair Awdrey : I am thine. 
Lad. Mine you were once, though ſcarcely now 
our own. 
Hil. *Slid, my Lady! my Lady ! 
Met. Is this my Lady bright ? 
Tub. Madam, you took me now a little tardy. 
Lad. At Prayers, I think you were: Whar, fo devout 
Of late, that you will ſhrive you to all Confeſlors 
You meer by chance? Come, go with me, good Squire, 
And leave your Linnen : I have now a butineſs, 
And of importance, to impart unto you. 
Tub. Madam, I pray you, ſpare me but an hour ; 
Pleaſe you to walk before, I follow you. 
Lad. It muſt be now, my buſineſs lies this way. 
Tub. Will not an hour hence, Madam, excuſe me ? 
Lad. Squire, theſe Excuſes argue more your Guilt. 
You have ſome new Device now, to proje, 
Which the Tile-man ſcarce will thank you for. 
What ? will you go? 
Tub. T ha' tanc a charge upon me, 
To tice this Maid conducted to her Father, 
Who, with the Chanon Hugh, ſtays her at Pancras, 
To fee her married to the tame Fobn Clay. 
Lad. Tis very weil : bur, Squire, take you no care. 
T1: end Po! marim with her, for thar Office : 


You ſhall along with me; it is decreed. : 
Twb. IT have a little buſineſs with a friend, Madam. 
Lad. Thar friend ſhall ſtay for you, or you for him. 

Pol martin, take the Maiden to your care : 

Commend me to her Father. 

Tub. I will follow you. 
Lad. Tut, tell not me of following. 

w. Tub. Vil but ſpeak a word. 

Lad. No whiſpering: you fi your ſelf, 

And make your Love coo palpable : A Squire ? 

And think 4 meanly ? fall upon a Cow-ſhard ? 

You know my mind. Come, Ill to Tarfe's Houſe, 

And ſee for Dido, and our Valentine. 

Pol-martm, look to your charge ; Ill look to mine. ' 

| They all go out but Pol-martin 
and Awdrey. 
Pol, I ſmile to think, after ſo many profers 
This Maid hath had, ſhe now ſhould fall ro me ; 
That I ſhould have her in my cuſtody : 
'Twere but a mad crick to make the Eſſay, 
And jump a Match with her immediately : 
She's fair and handſome ; and ſhe's rich enough : 
Both time and place miniſter fair occaſion. 
Have at it then : Fair Lady, can you love ? 
Awd. No Sir : What's that ? 
Pol. A Toy which Women uſe. 
Awd. lt't be a Toy, it's good co play withal. 
Pol. We will not ftand dicourſing o' the Toy : 

The way is ſhort, pleaſe you to prov'r, Miſtris ? 
Awd. If you do mean to ſtand fo long upon it. 

I pray youler me give ic a ſhort cut, Sir. 
Pol. It's thus, fair Maid ; Are you diſpos'd ro marry ? 
Awad. You are diſpos'd to ask. 
Pal. Are you to _— 
Awd. Nay, now I ſee you arediſpos'd indeed. + 
Pol. I fee the Wench wants but a little Wir ; 

And that Defe&, her Wealth may well ſupply : 

In plain terms, tell me, Will you have me, Awdrey ? 
Awd. In as plain terms, I tell you who would ha' me, 
ob Clay would ha* me, but he hath too hard Hands ; 
like not him: Belides, he isa Thief, | 

And Juſtice Bramble, he would fain ha* catch'd me: 

Bur the young Squire, he, rather than his lite, 

Would ha' me yet; and make me a Lady, he ſays, 

And be my Knightz to do me true Knights ſervice, 

Before his Lady Mother. Can you make me 

A Lady, would I ha' you? Pol. Ican gi” you 

A Silken Gown, and a Rich Petticoat - 

And a French Hood. All Fools love to be brave : 

I find her Humour, and I will purſucir. 


A& IV. Scene VI. 
Lady, D. Turfe, Squire Tub, Hilts, Puppy, Clay. 


Lad. Nd, as I told thee, ſhe was intercepted 
By the Squire, here, my Son, and this bold 


Ruffan, 
His Man ; who ſafely would have carried her 
Unto her Father, and the Chanon Hugh : 
But for more care of the Security, 
My Huiſher hath her now in his grave charge. 
D. Tur. Now on my Faith, and holy-dom, we are 
Beholden co your Worſhip. She's a Girl, 
A fooliſh Girl, and ſoon may tempted be: 
But if this day paſs well once o'er her Head, 
ll wiſh her cruſt to her ſelf. For I have been 
A very Mother co her, though 1 lay it. 
Tub. Madam, 'tis late, and Pancridge is i” your way : 
I chink your Ladyſhip forgets your {clt. 
Lad. Your mind runs much on Pancridpe. 
young Squire, 
The black Oxe never trod yet o your foot : 


Well, 


Theſe idle Phanc'fies will torſake you one day. 
Come, 


n 
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Come, Mrs. Turfe, will you go take a walk 


' Over the Fields to Pancridge, to your Husband ? 


D. Tur. Madam, I had been there an hour ago : 
But that I waited on my Man Ball Puppy. 
What, Ball, I ſay ? I think the idle Slouch 
Be fall'n aſleep 1 the Barn, he ſtays fo long. 
Pup. Sattin, i' the nameof Velvet-Sattin, Dame ! 
The =_ CR CES 
Help, help, a Legion——Spicit-Legion 
Is 4 the Barn ! in every Straw a Devil. 
Tur. Why do'ſt thou bawi ſo, Puppy ? Speak, what 
ails thee ? 
Pup, My Name's Ball Puppy, I ha' ſeen che Devil 

Among the Straw : O for a Crols ! a Collop 

Of Friar Bacon, or a conjuring ſtick 

Of Doctor Fauſtw | Spirits are in the Barn. 

Tus. How! Spirits in the Barn? Barker, go ſee. 
Hil. Sir, an' you were my Maſter cen times over, 

And Squire to boot ; I know, and you ſhall pardon me : 

Send me ? Devils? 1 zee you love ms not : 

Hell be at their Game : Pll not trouble them. 

Twb. Go ſee; I warrant thee there's no ſuch matter. 
Hil. An' they were Giants, *twere another matter. 

Bur Devils! No, if I be corn in pi 

What is your Warrant worth? Pll ſee the Fiend 

Set fire o* the Barn, ere I come there. 

D. Tur. Now all Zaints bleſs us, and if he be there, 

He is an ugly Spright, I warrant. » As ever 

Held Fleſh-hook, Dame, or handled Fire-fork rather : 

They have put me in a ſweet pickle, Dame : 

But chat my Lady Valentine ſmells of Musk, 

[ ſhould be aſham'd to preſs into this preſence. 

Lad. Basket, I pray thee ſee what is the Miracle ! 

Tub. Come, go with me; I'll lead. Why ſtand'ſt 
thou, Man? 

Hil. Cocks precious, Maſter, you are not mad indeed ? 

You will not goto Hell before your time? 

Tub. Why art thou thus afraid ? 
Hil. No, not afraid : 

Bur by your leave, I'll come no near the Barn. 

Tur. Puppy ! wilt thou go with me ? 
Pup. How? go with you ? 

Whither, into the Barn ? To whom, the Devil ? 

Or to do what there ? to be torn ? 'um ? 

Stay for my Maſter, the High Conſtable, 

Or In-and-In, the Head-borough 3 let _— 

Into the Barn with Warrant ; ſeize the Fiend ; 

And ſet him in the Stocks for his ill rule: 

'Tis not for me that am but Fleſh and Blood, 

To meddle with 'un. Vor I cannot, nor I wu' nor. 
Lad. 1 pray thee, Tripoly, look, what is the matter ? 
Tub. That thall I, Madam. 

Hil. Heaven prote& my Maſter. 

I tremble every joynt till he be back. 

Pup. Now, now, even now they are tearing him in 
ieces, 

Now Fc . they tolling of his Legs and Arms, 

Like Loggets at a Pear-tree: Ill cothe hole, 

Peep in, and look whether he lives or dies. 

Hil. 1 would not be i my Maſters Coat for Thouſands. 
Pup. Then pluck it off, and turn thy ſelf away. 
O the Devil | che Devil! the Devil! 
Hil. Where, Man ? where ? 
D. Twr. *Alas, that ever we were born. So near too ? 
Pup. The Squire hath him in his hand, and leads him 
Our by the Collar. 
D. Tur. O, this is Fobn Clay. 
Lad. Fobn Clay at Pancrace, is there to be married. 
Tub. This was the Spirit revell'd ? the Barn. 
Pup. The Devil he was : was this he was crawling 

Among the Wheat-ſtraw ? Had it been the Barley, 

I ſhould ha'cane him for the Devil in drink ; 

The Spirit of the Bride-Ale: But, poor Joby, 

Tame Jobn of Clay, that ſticks about the Bung-hole——- 


| 


| Hil. If this be all your Devil, I would take 
N hand to conjure him: But hell take me, 
If ere I comein a right Devil's walk, 
If Ican keep me out ont. 
Tub, Well meant, Hiles. 
Ms But how came Clay thus = _ i' the Straw, 
news was brought, to , he was at Pancridee : 
And you believ'd it ? " 
D. Tur. Juſtice Bramble's Man 
_ __ LE : ny by that ſame token, 
nd ot awa Daughter, 
And two leal'd Bags of Sp 
Lad. Where's the Squire : 
Is he gone hence ? 
Tub. i was here, Madam, but now. 
Clay. Is the Hue and Cry paſt by ? 
Pop. I, I, Fobn Clay. 
Clay. And am I our of danger to be hang'd ? 
Pup. Hang'd, Jobn ? yes, ſure; unleſs, as with the 
Proverb, 
You mean to make the choice of your own Gallows. 
Cls. Nay, then all's well, hearing your news, Bal 


Puppy, 

You ha*brought from Ps. dingron, I cen ſtole home here, 
And thought to hide me in the Barn ere ſince. 

Pup. O wonderful | and news was brought us here, 
You were at Pancridge, ready to be married. 

Cla. No, faith, I ne'er was further than the Barn. 

D. Tur. Haſte, Puppy. Call forth Miſtris Dido ſpe, 
My Ladies Gentlewoman, to her Lady 
And call your ſelf forth, and a Couple of Maids, 
To wait upon me: we are all undone! 
My Lady is undone ! her fine young Son, 
The Squire, is got away. 

Lad. Haſte, haſte, good Valemme. 

D. _— you, Jobn Clay; you are undone too 
My Husband is undone, by a true Key, 
But a falſe Token : —_— felf's indo, 
By paveng with my Daughter, who'll be married 
To lome Body, that ſhe ſhould not, if we haſte not. 


AR V. Scene I. 
Tub, Pol-martin. 


Tub. I Pray thee, good Pol-martin, ſhew thy diligence, 
And, faith, in both : Ger her bur ſo diſguis'd, 

The Chanon may not know her, and leave me 
To plot the reſt: I will expe thee here. 

Pol. You ſhall, Squire. Pll perform it with all care, 
If all my Ladies Ward-robe will diſguiſe her. 
Come, Miſtris Awdrey. 

Awd. Is the Squire gone ? 

Pol. He'll meer us by and by, where he appointed : 
You ſhall be brave anon, as none ſhall know you. 


A& V. Scene II. 
Clench, Medlay, Pan, Scriben, Tub, Hilts, [To them. 


Cle. Wonder where the Queens High Conſtable is ! 
I I vear they ha* made *un iy. 
Med. No zure ; the Juſtice 
Dare not conzent to that. He'll zee 'un forth coming. 
Pan. He muſt, vor we can all cake Corpulent Oath, 
We zaw 'un go in there. 
Ser. I, n Record ' 
The Clock drept Twelve at Maribone, 
Med. You are right, Doge! 
Zet down to a minutes, now 'gis a'moft yowre. 
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Cle. Here comes Squire Tub. 

Scr. And's Governour, Mr. Barket 
Hilts, do you know 'un, a valiant wile vellow ! 

Az tall a Man on his Hands, as goes on veet. 
Blefs you, Maſs Backer. Hil. Thank you, good D oge. 

Tub. Who's that? 

Hil. D'oge Scriben, the great Writer, Sir, of Chalcot. 

Tub. And, who the reſt ? 

Hil. The wiſeſt _ o* the —_ 

Medlay the , Head-borough of 1/inpton, 
Pan of Be ___ Clench, the 77 Pe] 
The High Conſtables Counſel, here, of Finsbury. 

Tub. Prezent me to*em, Hits, Squire Tub of Totten. 

Hil. Wiſe Men of Finsbury , make place for a Squire, 
I bring to your acquaintance, Tub of Totten. 
Squire Tub, my Maſter, loves all Men of Vertue , 
And longs (as one would zay) till he be one on you. 

Cle. His Worſhip's wel'cun to our Company: 
Would 't were wiſer for 'un. 

Pup. Here be ſome on us, 

Are call'd the Witty Men, over a Hundred. 

Scr. And zome a Thouſand, when the Muſter-day 

comes. 

Twb.1 long (as my Man Hilts ſaid, and my Governour) 
To be adopt in your Society. 

Can any Man make a Maſque here i this Company? 

Pan. A Maſque ! what's that ? 

Scr. A Mumming, or a Shew, 

With Vizards and fine Clothes. 

Cle. A Diſguiſe, Neighbour, | 
Is the true word: There ſtands the Man can do't, Sir : 
Medlay the Feyner, In-and-In of Iſlington, 

The only Man at a Diſguiſe in Middleſex. 

Tub. But who ſhall write it ? 

Hil. Scriben, the great Writer. 

Scr. He'll do't alone, Sir ; he will joyn with no man: 
Though he be a Joyner, in deſign he calls it 
He muſt be ſole Inventer : In-and-Þ 
Draws with no other in's Proje, he'll tell you, 

It cannot elſe be feazeable, or conduce : 
Thoſe are his ruling words? Pleaze you to hear *un ? 

Tub. Yes, Mr. In-and-In, I have heard of you. 

Med. I can do nothing, I. 

Cle. He can do all, Sir. 

Med. They'll tell you fo. 

Twb, I'd have a Toy preſented, 

A Tale of a Tub, a Story of my ſelf, 

You can expreſsa Tub. Med. If it conduce 
To the Delign, whate'er is ſeazcable : 

I canexpreſs a Waſh-houſe (if need be), 

With a whole Pedigree of Tubs. 7b. No, one 
Will be enough to note our Name and Family : 
m—_ Tub of Totten, and to ſhew my Adventures 
This very day. Id have it in Tubs Hell, 

At Tutten Court, my Lady Mothers Houle ; 

My Houle indeed 3 for 1 am Heir to it. 

Med. If 1 might ſce the place, and had fſurvey'd it, 

I could ſay more : For all Invention, Sir, 
Comes by degrees, and on the view of Nature, 
A world of things concur to the deſign, 

Which make it teazible, if Art ———_— 

Tub. You ſay well, witty Mr. In-and-}z. | 
How long ha? you ſtudied, Ingine ? Med. Since I firſt 
Joyn'd, or did in-lay in Wit, ſome vorty year. 

Txb. A pretty time | Barker, go you and wait 
On Maſter I-and-In, to Totten-Court, 
And All the other wiſe Maſters : Shew *em the Hall : 
And taſte the Language of the Buttery to 'em : 

Let 'em ſee all the Tubs about the Houſe, 
That can raiſe Matter, cill I come—— which ſhall be 
Within an Hour, at leaſt. 
Cle. It will be glorious, 
If In and-In will undertake it, Sir : 
iz has a monſtrous Medlay Wit 0 his own. 


a 


——_— 
— — 


Tub. Spare for no coſt, either in Boards or Hoops, 
Toarchite& your Tub : Ha' = ne'er a Cooper 
At London, call'd Vitruvims ? Send for him ; 
Or old Fobn Haywood, call him to you, to help. 

Scr. He ſcorns the Motion, truſt to him alone. 


A& V. Scene III. 
Lady, Tub, D. Tur. Clay, Puppy, Wiſpe, Preamble, 
Turfe. 
Lead. '0] Here's the Squire! you lipp' us finely, Son! 
Theſe Manners to your Mother, will com- 
mend you ; 
But in another Age, not this : Well, 7ripoly, 
Your Father, good Sir Peter, (reſt his Bones) 
Would not ha* done this : Where's my Huiſher Martin ? 
And m4 fair Mrs. Awdrey ? 
Twb. I not ſee %em, 
No Creature, but the Four Wiſe Maſters here, 
Ot Fin:bury Hundred, came to cry theis Conſtable, 
Whoy they do fay, is loſt. 
D. Tur. My Husband loſt ? 
And my fond Daughter loſt ? I fear me too. 
Where is pn Gentleman, Madam ? Poor Fobn Clay, 
Thou haſt loſt thy Awdrey. 
Cla. I ha' loſt my Wits, 
My little Wits, good Mother; I am diſtracted. 
Pup. And I have loſt my Miſtris Dido Wiſpe, 
Who frowns upon her Puppy, Hannibal. 
Lofs ! loſs on every ſide! a publick loſs ! 
Loſs o' my Maſter ! loſs of his Daughter ! loſs 
Of Favour, Friends, my Miſtris! loſs of all! 
Pre. What Cry is this ? 
Tur, My Man ſpeaks of ſome loſs. 
Pup. My Maſter is found: Good luck, and'tbe thy will, 
Light on us all. 
D. Tur. O Husband, are you alive ? 
They ſaid you were loſt. 
Tur. Where's Juſtice Bramble's Clerk ? 
Had he the Money that I ſent for? D. Tur. Yes, 
Two Hours ago, two Fifty Pounds in Silver, 
And Awdrey too, 
Tur. Why Awdrey ? who ſent for her ? 
D. Tur. You, Maſter Turfe, the Fellow ſaid. 
Tur, He lyed. 
I am cozen'd, robb'd, undone: Your Man's a Thief, 
And run away with my Daughter, Mr. Bramble, 
And wich my Money. 
Lad, Neighbour Turfe, have 
I can afſuce you that = Danger is ſaſe, 
But for the Monics, I know nothing of. 
Tur. My Money is my Daughter, and my Daughter 
She is my Money, Madam. Pre. I do wonder 
Your Lady(hip comes to know any thing 
In theſe affairs. Lad. Yes, Juſtice Bramble, 
I met che Maiden i” the Fields by chance, 
Þ the Squire's Company, my Son : How he 
Lighted upon her, himſelf beſt can tell. 
Tub. I intercepted her, as coming hither, 
To her Father, who ſent for her, by Miles Metaphor, 
Juſtice Preamble's Clerk. And had your Ladyſhip 
Not hindred it, I had paid fine Mr. Jultice, 
For his young Warrant, and new Purs'yvant,. 
He ſerv'd it by this morning. 
Pre. Know you that, Sir? 
Lad. You told me, Squire, a quite other Tale, 
But I believ'd you not, which made me fend 
Awadrey another way, by my Pol martin : 
And take my Journey back to Kentiſh-rown, 
Where we found Fobn Clay hiddeni” the Barn, 
To ſcape the Hue and Cry : and here he is. 
Tur. Jobn Clay agen! nay, then——-ſct Cock a hoop: 
I ha” loſt no Daughter, nor no Money, Juſtice. _ 
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muy ſhall pay. Tillook to you now, Fobn.| 
aith, out ic muſt, as at night as morning- 
Iam Cen as vull as a Piper's Bag, with Joy 5 
Ora great Gun upon Carnation-day ! 
I could weep Lyons Tears to fee you, Fohn. 
'Tis but two vifty I ha? ventur'd for you : 
But now I ha' you, you ſhall pay whole hundred. 
Run from your Burtoughs, Son! Faith, &en be hang'd. 
An' you once earth your ſelf, Fobn, i the Barn, 
I ha? no Daughter vor you : Who did verrert 'un ? 

D. Tur. My Ladies Son, the Squire here, vetch'd 

*un out. 
had put us all in ſuch a vright, 

8 thought the Devil was i the Barn ; and no body 
Durſt venture o* *un. | 

Tur. I am now refolv'd 
Who ſhall ha' my Daughter. D. Tir. Who ? 

Tur. He beſt deſerves her. 
Here comes the Vicar. Chanon Hugh, we ha? yound 
Fobn Clay agen! the matrer's all come round. 


A& V. Scene IV. 
Chanon Hugh. 


b.YS Metaphor return'd yet? 
Ip I Pre. All is eurn'd y 
Here to confuſion : We ha? loſt our Plot ; 
I fear my Man is run away with the Money, 
And Clay is found, in whom old Turfe is ſure 
To ſave his Stake. 
Hug. What ſhall we do then, Juſtice ? 
Pre. The Bride was met i* the young Squire's hands. 
Hug. And what's become of her ? 
Pre. None here can tell. 
Tub. Was not my Mothers Man, Pol-mertiv, with you? 
And a ſtrange Gentlewoman in his company, 
Of late here, Chanon ? 
Hug. Yes, and I-diſpatch'd *em. 
Tub. Diſpatch'd 'em! how do you mean? 
Hug. Why, married 'em. 
As they dein'd ; but now. 
Tub. And do you know 
What you ha? done, Sir Hagh ? 


Hig No harm, I hope. ; 
Tub. You have ended all the Quarrel : Awdrey is 
married, 
Lad. Marricd ! to whom ? 
Tur, My Daughter Awdrey married, 
And ſhe not kndw of it! 
D, Twr. Nor her Father, or Mother ! 
Lad. Whom hath ſhe married ? 
Tub. Your Pol-martin, Madam. 
A Groom was never dreame of. Tur. Is he a Man? 
Lad. = he is, Twrfe, and a Gentleman, I ha* made 


D. Tur. Nay, an' hebe a Gentleman, let her ſhift. 4 
Hug. She was ſo brave, I knew her not, I ſwear; 
And yet I marricd her by her own name. 
But ſhe was fo difguis'd, fo Lady-like, 
I chink ſhe did not know her ſelf che while ! 
I married 'em as a meer pair of ſtrangers : 
And they gave out themielves for ſuch. Lad. Iwiſh'em 
Much Joy, as they have given me hearts cafe. 
Tub. Then, Madam, Fl intreat you now remit 
Your Jealoufic of me; and pleaſe to take 
All this good Company home with you to Supper : 
We'll have a merry night of it, and laugh. 
Lad. A right good motion, Squire ; which 1 yield to * 
And thank them to accept it. Neighbour 7arfe, 
Pl have you merry, and your Wite: And you, 
Sir Hug, be pardon'd this your happy Error. 
By Juſtice Preamble, your Friend and Patron. 


[Tothem. 


Pre. If the young Squire can pardon it, I do. 


—_— 


At V. Scene V. 
Puppy, Dido, Hagh. [Tarry behind. 


Pup. Tay, my deat Dido, and good Vicar Hugh, 
Sg We ho a bufine(s with you : In ſhort, this, 

If you dare knit another pair of Strangers, 
Divo, of C e, and her Countrey- man, 
Stout Hannibal ftands to'r. I have ask'd conſent, 
And ſhe hath granted. 

Heg, Bur faith Dido fo ? 

d. From what Ball-Hemny bath ſaid, I dare not go. 
Hug. Come in then, Ill diſpatch you. A good 
Supper 

Would not be loſt, good Company, good Diſcourſe 3 
Bur above all, where Wit hath any ſource. 


A& V. Scene VI. 


Pol-martin, Awdrey, Tub, Lady, Preamble, Turfes 
'D. Turfe, Clay. 


Pol. A Fer the hoping of your pardon, Madam, 
A For many Faults Road ant Here my Wife, 

And I do ſtand, expecting your mild Doom. 

Lad. I wiſh thee Joy, Pol-martin ; and thy Wife 
As much, Mrs. Pel-martin. Thou haſt trick'd her 
Up very fine, me thinks. Pol. For that, I made 
Bold _ Ladyſhips Wardrobe , but have tref- 

a 


P 

Within the limits of your leave——1 hope. 

Lad. 1 give her what ſhe wears. I know all Women 
Love to be fine. Thou haſt deferv'd it of me : 
I am extreamly pleas'd with thy good Fortune. 
Welcome, good Juſtice Preamble; And Turfe, 
Look merrily on your Daughter: She has married 
A Gentleman. 

Tur. So me thinks. Idare not touch her, 
She is fo fine : yet I will ſay, God bleſs her. 

D. Twr. And I coo, my fine Daughter. I could 


love her 

Now, twice as well, as if Clay had her. 

T»b. Come, come, my Mother is plcas'd : I pardon all. 
Pol-martin, in, and wait upon my Lady. 
Welcome good Gueſts : ſee Supper be ferv'd in, 
With all the Plenty of the Head Worſhip. 
I muſt confer with Mr. I=and-h, 
About ſome Alkerations in my Maſque : 
Send Hilts out to me ; Bid him bring the Council 
Of Finshwry hicher. I'll haveſuch a night 


Shall make the Name of Totten-Court Immortal : 
And be Recorded to Poſterity, 


A& V. Scene VII. 
Tub, Medlay, Clench, Pan, Scriben, Hilts. 


Tub. Mr. In-and-Is, what ha? you done? 
Med. Survey'd the Place, Sir, and deſign'd 
the Ground, 

Or ſtand ſtill of the work: And this it is. 
Firſt, I have fixed in the Earth, a 7wb ; 
And an old Tb, like a Salt-Petre-Tub, 
PR your Father's Name, Sir Peter. 
And the Antiquity of your Houſe and Family, 
Original from Salt-Perre. Tub. Good yfaith, 
You ha' ſhewn Reading, and Antiquity here, Sir, 

Med. I have a lietle knowledgo in delign, 
Which I can vary, Sir, to Ifinito. 

Tub. Ad Infinitum, Sir, you mean. Med. I do. 
I ſtand not on my Latme, I'll invent; 
But I muſt be alone then, - 3 with no Man. 


| This we do call the Stand-ſtill of our work. 
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AT ale of 2 Tub. 


Tub. Who are thoſe we, you now joyn'd to your ſelf ? 
Med. 1 mean my ft Nall, in the Plural Number, 
And out of this we raiſe our Tale of a Tub. 
Tub. No, Mr. In-and-In, my Tale of a Tub, 
By your leave, I am Tab, the Tale's of me, 
And my Adventures ! I am Squire Tab, 
Subjettum Fabule. Med. But I the Author. 
Tub, The Workman, Sir | the Artificer | I grant you. 
So Skelten-Laureat, was of Elmour Bummaing ; 
But ſhe the Subject of the Rout and Tunning. 
Cle, He has put you to it, Neighbour In aud-In. 
Pan, Do not diſpute with him, he ſtill will win. 
Thar pays for all. Scr. Are you revis'd o that ? 
A Man may have Wit, and = put off his Hat. 
Med. Now, Sir, this Tub, { will have capt with Paper: 
A fine Oyl'd Lantern-paper, that we ule, _ 
Pan, Yes, every Barber, every Cutler hasit. 
Med. Which in it doth contain the light to the buſineſs. 
And ſhall with the very Vapour of the Candle, 
Drive all che motions of our Matter about : 
As we preſenc *em. For Example, firſt, : 
The Worſhipful Lady Tub. Tub. Right Worſhipful, 
I pray you, I am Worſhipful my felt. . 
Med. Your Squireſhip's Mother,paſſerh by(her Huiſher, 
Mr. Pol-mzrtin, bare-headed before her) 
In her Velvet Gown. Tb. But how ſhall theSpeRators, 
As it might be, I, or Hilrs, know *tis my Mother ? 
Or that Pol-martin, there, that walks before her. 
M:d. O wedonothing, if we clear not that. 
Cle. You ha'fcen none of his Works, Sir ? 
Par, All thz poſtures 
Of the Train'd Bands o* the Countrey. 
Scr. All their Colours. 
Pan. And all their Captains. 
C/e. All the Cries of the Gity : 
And all the Trades i their Habits. 
Scr. He has his Whiſtle | 
Of Command : Seat of Authority : ; 
And Virge to interpret, tip'd with Silver, Sir, : 
You know not him. Tub. Well, 1. will leave all to him. 
Med. Give ms the brief o' your Subjet. Leave the 
wholz 
State of the thing ro me. Hil. Supper is ready, vir. 
My Lady calls tor you. Tub. Filſend it you in writing. 
Med. Sir, | will render feazible, and facile, 
What you expe. Tub. Hilts, be't your care, 
To ſe: the Wiſe of Finsbury made welcome : 
Let 'em want nothing. Is old Roſen ſent tor ? 
| The Squire goes out. 


Hil. He's come within. 

Scr. Lord! what a world of buſineſs 
The Squire diſpatches | Med. He is a learned Man: 
I think there are but vew of the Inns o* Court, 
Or the Inns of Chancery like him. 

Cle. Care to fit *va then. [ The reſt follow. 


Act V. Scene VII. 


Fack, Hilts. 


Fac. Y Onder's another Wedding, Maſter Backer, 
Brought in by Vicar Hugh. 
H:1. What are they, Jack ? 
Fac. The High Conſtable's Man, Ball Hanny ; and 
Mrs. Hi/pes, 
Our Ladies Woman. Hil. And are the Table merry ? 
Jac. There's a young Tile-maker makes all laugh; 
He will not eat his Meat, but crys at th* Board, 
He ſhall be hang'd. FH. He has loſt his Wench already: 
As good be hang'd. Fac. Was ſhe that is Pol-martin, 
Our Fellows Miſtris, wench to that Sneak-Fobn ? 
Hzl. 1 faith, Black Jack, he ſhould have been her Bride- 
groom : 
But I muſt goto wait o' my Wile Maſters. 


1 


OO I—_—— 


ack, you ſhall wait on Fe, and ſee the Mask anon : 


am half Lord Chamberlain i my Maſter's abſence. 
Jac. Shall we have a Mask? Who makes it ? 
Hil. In and-In. 


The Malſterof Jlington : Come, go with me 
To the ſage Sentences of Finsbury. 


Act V. Scene IX. 


2 Grooms. 


Ome, give us in the great Chair, for my Lady, 

And ſet it there: and this for Juſtice Bramble. 

Gro, 2, > 4 lor the Squire my Maſter, on the right 
nd, 

Gro. 1,' And this for the High Conſtable. 

Gro. 2, This his Wife. 

Gro, 1, Then forthe Bride and Bridegroom here, Pol- 

martin, 

Gro, 2, And ſhe Pol martin, at my Ladies Feet, 

Gro. 1, Right. 

Gro. 2, And beſide them Mr. Hawnibal Puppy. 

Gro. 1. And his ſhe Puppy, Mrs. VViſpe that was : 
Here's all are in the Note. Gro. 2. No, Mr. Vicar : 
The petty Chanon Hugh. Gre. 1. And Caſt-by Clay : 
There they are all. 7ub, Then cry a Hall, a Hall! 

'Tis merry in Totrenbam Hall, when Beards wag all. 
Come, Father Roi, with your Fiddle now, 
And two tall-roters: Flouriſh to the Maſque. [ Loud Muſick, 


A&t V. Scene XN. 


Lady Preamble before her. Tub, Turfe, D. Turfe, Pol-martin, 
Awadrey, Puppy, VViſpe, Hugh, Clay. All take 
their Seats. Hits waits on the by. 
Lad. 0 fro all welcome : Now doth Totten-Hall 
Shew like a Court : And hence ſhall firſt be 
call'd fo. 
Your witty ſhort Confeffion, Mr. Vicar, 
Within, hath been the Prologue, and hath open'd 
Much to my Son's Device, his Tale of a Tub. 
Tub, Letmy Maſque ſhew it ſelf : And In-and-In, 
The Architect, appear: I hear the Whiſtle. [Hil. Peace: 
| Medlay appears above the Curtain, 
Med. Thus riſe I firſt, in my light Linnen Breeches, 
To run the meaning over in ſhort Speeches. 
Here is a Tub, a Twb of Totten-Court : 
An ancient Tub, hath call'd you to this ſport : 
His Father was a Knight, the rich Sig Peter 
Who got his Wealth by a 7b, and by Sale-Petre : 
And left all co his Lady Tub, the Mother | 
Of this bold Squire Tub, and to no other. 
Now of this T#b, and's Deeds, noe done in Alc, 


Obſerve, and you ſhall ſee the very Tale. 
| He draws th: Curtain, and diſcovers the top of the Tub, 


The Fir /t Motion. 


| Ho? peace. Leud Muſick. 
Med. HE; Chanon Hegh firſt brings to Totten-Hall 
The High Conſtable's Council, tells the 
Squire all; 
Which, though diſcover'd (give the Devil his due :) 
The Wile of Fimsbury do [till puriue. 
Then with the Juſtice doth he counterplor, 
And his Clerk Metaphor, to cut that knot : 
Whilſt Lady Tub, in her ſad Velvet Gown, 
Mifling her Son, doth feek him up and down. 
Tub. With her Po/-martin bare bclore her. Med. Y cs, 
I have expreſt it here in Figure, and Mit 
tris /Viſpe, her Woman, holding up her Train. 
Tub. V the next page, report your ſecond Strain, 
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The Second Motion, 


[ Hil. Ha? peace. Loud Muſick. 
1:4. Here the High Conltable, _ Sages walk 

To Church, the Dame, the Daughter, Bride-maids talk 

Of Wedding bulineſs ; till a Fellow in comes, 

Relates the Robbery of one Captain Thum's : 

Chargeth che Bridegroom with it : Troubles all, 

And gets the Bride; who in the Hands doth fall 

Of the bold Squire ; but thence ſoon is tane 

By che ſly Juſtice, and his Clerk profane, 

In ſhape of Purſuyvant ; which he not long 

Holds, but betrays all with his trembling Tongue : 

As eruth will break out, and ſhew, &c. 

Tub. O, thou haſt made him kneel there in a corner, | 
I ſee now : There is ſimple Honour for you, Hits ! 

Hil, Did I not make him to confeſs all to you ? 

Tub. True, In-and- In hath done you right, you ſee. 
Thy Third, I pray thee, witty In-and-Ip. 

Cle. The Squire commends *un. He doth like all well. 

Pan. He cannot chuſe. This is Gear made to ſell. 


The Third Motion. 


[ Hil. Ha" peace. Loud Muſick. 

Med. The careful Conſtable, here drooping comes, 

In his deluded ſearch of Captain Thum's. 

Puppy brings word, his Daughter's run away 

With the call Serving-man. He frights Groom Clay 

Out of his Wits. Returneth then the Squire, 

Mocks all their Pains, and gives Fame out a Lyar, 

For falſly charging Clay, when *ewas the Plor 

Of ſubtle Bramble, who had Awdrey got, 

Into his hand, by his winding device. 

The Father makes a Reſcue in a trice : 

And with his Daughter, like Saint George on foot, 

Comes home triumphing, to his dear Heart root, 

And tells the Lady Tub, whom he meets there, 

Of her Son's Courteſies, the Batchelor. 

Whoſe words had made 'em fall the Hue and Cry. 

When Captain Thum's coming to ask him,\why 

He had fo done ? He cannot yield him cauſe: 

Bur fo he runs his Neck into the Laws. 


The Fourth Motion. 


[ Hil. Ha peace. *Loud Muſick. 


Mz:d. The Laws, who have a Nooſe to crak hisNeck, 
As Juſtice Bramble tells him, who doth peck 
A Hundreth Pound out of his Purſe, that comes 
Like his Tecth trom him, unto Captain Thurs. 
Thum'”s is the Vicar in a falſe diſguiſe : 
And employs Metaphor to fetch this Prize. 
Who tells the Secret unto Basket-Hilts, 
For fear of beating. This the Squire quilts 


Within his Cap ; and bids him bur purloin 
The Wench for him : They Two ſhall ſhare the Coyn, 
Which the ſage Lady, in her 'forefaid Gown, 
Breaks off, returning unto Kentiſh-town, 
To ſeek her /Viſpe 3 taking the Squire along, 
Who finds Clay Fobn, as hidden in Straw throng. 
Hil. O, how am I beholden to the Invencer, 

That would not, on Record, againſt me encer ! 

My flackneſs here, to enter in the Barn ; 

Well, In-and-In, 1 fee thou canſt diſcern ! 
Tub. On with your laſt, and come to a Concluſion. 


The Fifth Motion. 


( Hil, Ha" peace, Loud Muſich 

Med. The laſt is known, and needs but ſmall infuſion 
——_ Memories, by leaving in 
Theſe Figures, as you fit. I, Iand-1v, 

Preſent you with the Show : Firſt, of a Lady 

Tab, and her Son, of whom this Maſque here, made | 

Then Bridegroom Pol, and Miſtris Pol the Bride: 

With the Sub-Couple, who fit them beſide. 

Tub. one: only Verſe 1 alcer'd for the better, {vzoria 
atid. 

Med. Then Juftice Brawble, with Sir Hugh the Chanon: 
And the Bride's Parents, which I will not ſtan* on, 
Or the loſt Clay, with the recovered Giles : 

Who thus unto his Maſter, him *conciles, 
On the Squire's Word, to pay old Twrfe his Club, 
And fo doth end our Tale here, of a Tub. 


EPILOGUE. 


Squire T U B. 


: by Tale of me, the Tub of Totten-Court, 

A Poet firſt invented for your Sport. 
V/hberein the Fortune of moſt empty Tubs 

Rowling in Love, are ſhewn ;, and with what Rubs 
VV” are commonly encountred : V/hen the VVit 

Of the whole Hundred ſo oppoſeth it. 
Our c Chanon's Forked Plot in chief, 

Sly Faflic Arts, with the High Conſtable's Brief, 
And brag Command: ; my Lady Muthers Care, 

And ber Pol-martin's Fortune ; with the rare 
Fate of poor John? thus tumbled in the Cack ; 

Got In-and-In to gi't you in @ Maſque : 
That you be pleas d, who come to ſee a Play, 

VVith thoſe that bear, and mark not what we ſay. 


VVherein the Pozts Fortune ws, I fear, 
Still to be early up, but neer the near. ” 
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| Nec erubuit ſylvas habitare Thaleia, Virg. 
ſ 
L 
The PersoONs of the Prav. 


Roninuyoon, The chief Wood-man, Maſter of =, 
the Fraft. MELLIFLEUR, The Sweet, 
MaRrran, Hu Lady, the Miſtris, AM, The Gentle, & Shepberdeſſe, 
LARINE, The Be 
Their Family. 
Frarar Tuck, The Chaplain and Steward. Troubl es unexpetted. 
on : p 8 , J OHN, Bowbearer, MauDpLiix, . The Envious : The Witch of Pap- 
oe Meas « $70 Brothers, Huntſmen. K plewick. 
GEORGE A GREEN, Huiſher of the Bower. TEEN The Proud : Her Daughter. 
; ; ' —w— ORELL, The Rude, A Swintard , ihe 
M vu cn, Robin-hood's Bailiff, or Acater. Witches Sim. 
The Gueſts iroited. PUCKHAIRY, Or Robin Goodf:llow, thcr 
CrarlionN, The Rich, Hine. 
LioNnsrL, The Courteons, 
ALKE N, The Sage, Shepherds. T be Reconciler. 
AEGLAMOUR, The Sad, 
KAROLIN, The Kind. REuBE>N, A Devout Hermit, 


The SceneE 6 SHERWOOD. , 


Conſiſting of a I andt-ſhapeof Foreſt, Hills, Valleys, Cottages; A Caſtle, a River, Paſtures, Heards, Flocks, all 
tull of Countrey Simplicity. Rebin Heed's Bower, his Wellz the Witches Dimble, the Swin&ards Oak, the Hermirs Ce#. 
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THE 


ARGUMENT 


Of the Fiſt A C T. 


»- Hood, having invited all the Shep'erds and Shep'erdeſles of the Vale of Be'woir, to a Feaſt in the Fo. 
— "*f | "rms. and truſting to bis Milſtris, Maid Marian, with her Wood-men, to kill him Veniſon 
againſt the day: Having left the like Charge with Friar Tuck, his Chaplain and Steward, to command 
the reſt of his merry men, to ſee the Bower made ready, and all things in order for the Entertain» 
ment : meeting with his Gueſts at their entrance into the Wood, welcomes and condudtsthem to his Bower. Where, 
by the way, he receives the Relation of the Sad Shep'ard Eglamour, who is fall'n into a deep Melancholy, tor the 
loſs of his beloved Earme; reportcd to have been drowned in paſling over the Trent, ſome few days before. : They 
endeavour, in what they can, to comfort him; But his diſcaſe having taken ſo ſtrong Root, all is in vain, and 
they are forced to leave him. In the mean time, Marian is come from hunting with the Huntſmen, where the Lo- 
vers interchangeably expreſs their Loves. Robin-Hood enquires if ſhe hunted the Deer at force, and what Sport he 
made ? how long he ſtood? and what Head he bore? All which is briefly anſwer'd, with a relation of breaking him 
up, and the Raven, and her Bone. The ſuſpet had of that Raven to be Maudlmm, the Witch of Paple-wick, whom 
one of the Huntſmen met i? the morning, at the rowling of the Deer, and is confirm'd by her being then in Rebyr- 
Hood's Kitchin, i* the Chimney-corner, broyling the ſame Bit, which was thrown to the Raven, at the Quarry, or 
Fall of the Deer. Marian being gone in, to ſhew the Deer to ſome of the =, arg returns inſtantly to rhe 
Scene, diſcontented ; ſends away the Veniſon ſhe had kill'd, to her they callthe Witch, quarrel with her Love Re- 
bin-Hood, abuſerh him, and his Gueſts the Shep'erds ; and fo departs, leaving them all in wonder and perplexity. 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


E that hath feaſted you theſe Forty Years, 


Such ſay ſo, who can make none : he preſumes : 
And fitted Fables for your finer Ears, 


Elſe there*s n» Scene, more properly aſſumes 


Although at firſt, be ſcarce could hit the bore ; 
Yet you, with patience harkning more and more, 
At length have grown up to bim, and made known, 
The Working of bis Pen « now your own : | 
He prays you would wouchſafe, for your own ſake, 
To oo him thas once more, but ſit awake. 
And though be now — you with ſuch VVooll, 
As from meer Engliſh Flocks Ex Muſe can pall, 
He hopes when it is made up into Cloath, 
Nut the moſt curicrs Head bere will be loath 
Te wear a Hood of it ; it being a Fleece, 
To match, or thoſe of Sicily, or Greece. 
His Scene is. Sherwood : And his Play « Tale 
Of Robin- Hood's inviting from the Vale 
OF Be'voir, all the Shep'ards to a Feaſt : 
Where, by the caſual abſence of one Gueſt, 
The Mirth is troubled much, and in one Man 
As much of Sadneſs ſhown, as Paſſion can. 
The ſad Tuung Shep'ard, whom we bere preſent, 
Like hu Woes Figure, dark and diſcontent, 
[The Sad Shep'ard palleth filently over the Stage. 
For bu loſt Love, who im the Trent « ſaid 
To have miſcarried ; laſs ! what knows the Head 
Of a calm River, whom the Feet bave drown'd? 
Hear what hs Sorrows are ; and if they wound 
Your Gentle Breaſts, ſo that the End crown all, 
I#hich m the ſcope of one Days chance may fall: 
O!d Trent will ſend you more ſuch Tales as theſe, 
Ard ſhall grow Toung again, as one doth pleaſe. 
| Here the Pcologue thinking to end, returns upon 
a new Purpoſe, and ſpeaks on. 


But here's an Herefie of late let fall, 
That Alirth by no means fits a Paſtoral : 


The Sock. For whence can Sport in kind ariſe, 
But from the Rural Routs and Families ? 

Safe on this ground then, we not ſear to day, 

To tempt your bter by our Ruſtick Play. 
Wherem if we diſtaſte, or b: cry'd down, 

We think we therefore ſhall not leave the Town ; 
Nor that the Fore-Wits, that would draw the reſ? 
Unto their liking, always like the beſt. 

The wiſe, and | ar Critick, will not ſay, 
Thu worſt, or better us, before he weigh ; 

Where every piece be perfet} in the kind : 

And then, sbough m themſelves be difference find, 
Yet if the place require it where they ſtood, 

The equal fitting makes them « ood. 

You ſhall have Love, and Hate, Teahtonſie, 
Ar well as Mirth, and Rage, and Melancholy: 

Or whatſcever elſe may either meve, 

Or ſtir affeftions, and your likings prove. 

But that no Stile for Paſtoral ſhould go 
—_—_— yy what « ſtamp'd with Ah, and O s 
Who judgeth ſo, ma larly err ; 

As / all Poche nxt 4c 

In which, what were not written, were not right , 
Or that the Man who made ſuch one poor flight, 
In hs whole Life, had with bs winged Sk; 
Advanc'd bim upmoſt on the Muſes Hill. 

When he like Poet yet remains, as thoſe 

Are Painters who can only make a Roſe. 

From ſuch, your Wits redeem you, or your Ghance, 
Leſt to a greater height you do advance 

Of Folly, to contemn thoſe that are known 
Artificers, and truſt ſuch as are none. 
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Tale of Robin Hood. 


A&t I. Scene 
e/Eplamour. 


ERE! ſhe was wont togo! and here! 
and here! 
Juſt where thoſe Daiſies, Pinks, and Vio- 
lets grow : 
The World may find the Spring by fol- 
lowing her ; 
For other print her airy ſteps ne'er left : 
Her treading would not bend a blade of Grafs ! 
Or ſhake the downy Blow-ball from his Stalk ! 
But like the ſoft Y/ef# Wind, ſhe ſhot along, 
And where ſhe went, the Flowers took thickeſt Root, 
As ſhe had ſow'd *em with her odorous Foot. 


Act I. Scene Il. 
Marian, Tuck, fobn, VVood-men, &C. 


any  %— you, or can you gueſs, my merry men, 
What *tis that keeps your Maſter, Robin-hood, 
So long, both from his Marian, and the Wood ? 
Tuc. Forlooth, Madam, he will be here by Noon, 
And prays it of your Bounty, as a Boon, 
That you by them have kill'd him Veniſon ſome, 
To feaſt his jolly Friends, who hither come 
In threaves co frolick with him, and make cheer ; 
Here's Little Fobn hath harbour'd you a Deer, 
I ſee by his cackling. 
Jo. And a Hart of Ten, 
I trow he be, Madam, or blame your Men : 
For by his Slot, his Entries, and his Port, 
His Frayings, Fewmets, he doth promile Sport, 
And ſtanding *fore the Dogs; he bears a Head, /ſpread. 
Large, and well beam'd: with all Rights fomm'd, and 
Mar. Let's rowle him quickly, and lay on the Hounds. 
Fo. Scathlock is ready with them on the Grounds : 
So is his Brother Scarlet: now they 'ave found 
His Layre, they have him fure within che Pound. 
Mar. Away then, when my Robin bids a Feaſt, 
'Twere ſin in Marin to detraud a Guelt. | 


A& I. Scene II.. 
Tuck, George a Green, Much, «/Eglamour. 


Tuc. A Nd 1, the Chaplain, here am lefe to be 
Steward coday, and charge you all in ice, 
To d'on your Liveries, ſes the Bower dreſt. 


RN 


And fic the fine devices for the Feaſt : 

You, George, muſt care to make the Baldrick trim, 

And Garland that muſt crown, or her, or him 

Whoſe Flock this Year, hath brought the earlieſt Lamb/ 

Geo. Good Father Tuck, at your Commands I am 

To cut the Table out of the green Sword, 

Or any other Service for my Lord; 

To carve the Gueſts large Seats ; and theſe laid in 
Wich Turfe (as ſoft and ſmooth as the Mole's Skin:) 
And hang the bulled Noſegays *bove their Heads, 
The Pipers Bank, whereon to fit and play, 

And a fair Dial to meet out the day. 

Our Maſter's Fea(t ſhall want no "aſt delights : 

His Entertainments muſt have all the Rites. 

Muc. I, and all choice that Plenty can fend in ; 
Bread, Wine, Acates, Fowl, Feather, Fiſh, or Fin, 
For which my Father's Nets have ſwept the Trent. 

 Xglamour falls in with thers, 
e£g. And ha' you found her ? 

Muc. Whom ? eg, My drowned Love, 

Earine ! the {weet Earme ! 

The bright, and beautiful Earine ! 

Have you not heard of my Earime ? 

Juſt by your Father's Mill (I chink I amright) 

Are not you Much, the Miller's Son? Mc. I am. 
og. And Bailiff to brave Robin-bood ? 

Muc. The ſame. 

eg. Cloſe by your Father's Mills, Earine ! 

Earine was drown'd! O my Earine ! 

(Old Maud/in tells me fo, and Douce her Daughter) 
Ha'* you ſwept the River, ſay you ? and not found her ? 
Muc, For Fowl and Fiſh we have. 

eg. O, not tor her? 

You're goodly Friends! righe charitable Men ! 

Nay, keep your way, and leave me: make your Toys, 
Your Tales, your Poeſies, that you talk'd of; all 

Your Entertainments : you not injure me : 

Only it I may enjoy my Cypreſs Wreath ! 

And you will let me weep ! (tis all I ask ;) 

Till 1be turn'd to Water, as was ſhe ! 

And troth, what leſs Suic can you grant a Man? 

Tuck. His Phantaſie is hurt, let us now leave him : 
The Wound is yet too freſh to admir ſearching, 

e£g. Searching? Where ſhould I ſearch ? or on what 

Track ? 
Can my flow drop of Tears, or this dark ſhade 
About my Brows, enough deſcribe her loſs ! 
Earine, O my Earme's lols ! 
No, no, no, no 3 this Heare will break firſt. 

Geo, How will this {ad diſaſter ftrike the Ears 
Of bounteous Robim-bood, our gentle Maſter ? 
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Muc. How will it mar his Mirth, abate his Feaſt ; 
And ftrike a Horror into every Gueſt! 

eg. If I could knit whole Clouds about my Brows, 
And weep like Swithen, or thoſe watry Signs, 
The Kids that riſe then, and drown all the Flocks 
Of thoſerich Shepherds, dwelling in this Vale 3 
Thoſe careleſs Shepherds that did let her drown! 
Then I did ſomething» or could make old Tren: 
Drunk with my ſorrow, to ſtart out in breaches, 
To drown their Herds, their Cattle, and their Corn ; 


| Rob. I do not know what their ſharp ſight may ſce, 
Of late, bur I ſhould think it ſtill might be 
(As*rwas) a happy Age, when on the Plains 
The Wood-men met the Damſels, and the Swains 
The Neat'ards, Plow-men, and the Pipers loud, 
And each did dance, {ome to the Kit, or Crowd, 
Some to the Bag-pipe, ſome the Tabret mov'd, 
And all did either love, or were belov'd. 
Lio. The dextrous Shepherd chen would try his Sling, 
Then dart his Hook at Daiſies, then would ſing, 


Break down their Mills, their Dams, o'er-turn their | Sometimes would wraſtle. 


Wares, 
And ſee their Houſes, and whole Livelihood 
Wrought into Water, with her, all were good : 
Pld kiſs the Torrent, and thoſe Whirles of Trent, 
That ſuck'd her in, my ſweet Earine ! 
When they have caſt their Body on the Shoar, 
And it comes up as tainted as themſelves, 
All pale and bloodleſs, 1 will love ir ſtill, 
For all that they can do, and make 'em mad, 
To ſee how I will hug it in mine arms ! 
And hang upon the Looks, dwell on her Eyes : 
Feed round about her Lips, and eat her Kiſſes ! 


Cla. 1, and with a Laſs : 
And give her a new Garment on the Graſs ; 
__ a —_ ” oak, or Baſe. 
7 all chele deeds were ſeen wi 
Or the leaſt hazard of their | 5000 qa —_ 
Rob. Thoſe charitable Times had no miſtruſt. 
Shepherds knew how to love, and not to luſt. 
Cla. Each minute that we loſe thus, I confefs, 
Deſerves a Cenfure on us, more or leſs; 
Bur that a ſadder Chance hath given allay, 
Both tothe Mirth and Muſick of this day. 
Our faireſt Shepherdeſs we had of late, 


Suck of her drowned Fleſh! and where's their malice ? | Here upon Trent, is drown'd ; for whom her Mate, 


Not all their envious ſouſing can change that : 

But I will ſtudy ſome Revenge paſt this: 

I pray you giveme leave, for 1 will ſtudy, : 
Though all the Bells, Pipes, Tabors, Timburines ring, 
That you can plant about me : I will ſtudy. 


A& I. Scene IV. 


Young eAglamour, a Swain, who beſt could cread 
Our Countrey Dances ; and our Games did lead, 
Lives like the _—_—_ Tr, drown'd 
Deeper in Woe, than ſhe in Water: crown'd 
With Tewgh and Cypreſs, and will ſcarce admit 
_— of our Preſence to his Fit. 

Ljo. Sometimes he ſits, and thinksall day, then walks, 
Then thinks again, and ſighs, weeps, laughs and calks ; 


To him.) Robin bood, Clarion, Meliflewr, Lionel, Amie, | 29 Cwixt his pleaſing Frenzy, and fad Grief, 


Alkin, Tuck, Servants, wich Muſick of all forts. 


Reb. \ TElcome, bright Clarion, and ſweet Melliflenr, 
The courteous Licwel, fair Amie ; all _ 

My Friends and Neighbours to the Jolly Bower 

Of Robin-bood, and to the green Wood Walks : 

Now that the ſhearing of your Sheep is done, 

And the waſh'd Flocks are lighted of their Wooll, 

The ſmoother Ewes are ready to receive 

The mounting Rams again ; and both do feed, 

As either promis'd to increaſe your Breed 

At eaning time and bring you luſty Twins. 

Why ſhould, or you, or we fo much forget 

The Seaſon in our ſelves, as not ro make 

Uſe of our Youth, and Spirits, to awake 


The nimble Horn-Pipe, and the Timburine, 


And mix our Songs and Dances in the Wood, 
And each of us cut down a Triumph-Bough ? 
Such were the Rites the yourhful Fure allow. 

Cla. They were; gay Robin, but the fowrer ſort 
Of Shepherds, now diſclaim in all ſuch ſport : 
And ſay, our Flocks the while, are 34”. 
When with ſuch Vanities the Swains are led. 

Twc. Would they, wiſe Clarion, were not hurried more 
With Covetiſe and Rage, when to their Store 
They add the poor man's Eanling, and dare fell 
Both Fleece and Carkaſs, not gi'ing him the Fell. 
When to one Goat, they reach that prickly Weed, 
Which maketh all the reſt forbear to feed ; 

Or ftrew Tods Hairs, or with their Tailsdo ſweep 
The dewy Graſs, to do'ff the limpler Sheep ; 

Or dig deep Pits, their Neighbours Neat to vex, 
To drown the Calves, and crack the Heifers Necks, 
Or with pretence of chaſing thence the Brock, 
Send in a Cur to worry the whole Flock. 

Lio. O Friar, thoſe are Faults that are not ſeen, 

Ours open, and of worſt Example been. 

They call ours Pager Paſtimes, that infect 

Our Blood with Eaſe, our Youth with all neglect ; 

Our Tongues with Wantonneſs, our Thoughts with Luſt, 
And what they cenſure ill, all others muſt. 


Is ſo diſtracted, as no fought relief, 
By all our Studies can procure his Peace. 

Cla. The Pathon finds in him that large increaſe, 
As we doubt hourly we ſhall loſe him too. 

Rob. You ſhould not croſs him then, whate'er you dot 
For Phant'fie ſtopp'd, will ſoon take fire, and burn 
Into an Anger, or to a Phrenſie turn. 

Cla. Nay, ſo we are advis'd by Alhen here, 

A good ſage Shepherd, who, altho* he wear 
An old wortz Hat and Cloak, can tell us more 
Than all the forward Fry, that boaſt their Lore. 

Lis. See, yonder comes the Brother of the Maid, 
Young Kerolin ! how curious, and afraid 
He is at once ! willing to find him out, 

And loth to offehd him. 

Alken. Sure he's here about. 


Act I. Scene V. 


Robin-bood, Clarion, Mellifleur, Lionel, Amie, Allen, Karo- 
lim, eAglamour, lictting upon a Bank by. 


Cla.C\Ee where he ſits. 
e/£g. It will be rare, rare, rare ! 
An exquiſite revenge: But peace, no words 
Not for the faireſt of all the Flock : 
If it be known afore, tis all worth nothing ! 
Pll carve it on the Trees, and in the Turfe, 
On every Greenſworth, and in every Path, 
Juſt co che Margin of the cruel Trent ; 
There will I knock the Story in the Ground, 
In ſmooth great Pebble, and Moſs fill ic round, 
Till the whole Countrey read how ſhe was drown'd. 
And withthe plenty of ſale Tears there ſhed, 
Quite alter the Complexion of the Spring. 
Or I will get ſome old, old Grandam thither, 
Whoſe rigid Foot but dip'd into the Water, 
Shall ſtrikethat ſharp, and ſudden cold throughout, 
As it ſhall loſe all Vertue 3 and thoſe Nimphs, 
| Thols treacherous Nimphs, pull'd in Earme ; 
Shall ſtand curl'd up, like Images of Ice; 


And 


—— 


The ſad k bepber d. 5 37 


Cold Hemlock ? Yew ? the Mandrake, or the Box ? And read of more, wh' have had their doſe, and deep, 
Theſe may grow ſtill; but what can ſpring beſide ? Ot theſe ſharp birter-ſweers. Lis. Bur what is this 


And never thaw ! Mark, never! a ſharp Juſtice : But by my ſelf alone : Now you ſhall leave me. 
Or ſtay, a better | when the year's at horreſt, Some of theſe Nymphs, here, will reward you; this, 
And that the Dog-Star foams, and the Stream boils, This pretty Maid, although but with a Kiſs, 
And curls, and works, and {wells ready to ſparkle: : [He forces Amie to kiſs bir. 
To fling a fellow with a Fever in, Liv'd my Earine, you ſhould have Twenty : 
To et it all on fire, till ic burn For every Line here, one I would allow 'em 
Blue as Scamander, *fore the Walls of Troy ; From mine own Store, the Treaſure I had in her: 
When Vulcan leap'd into hinf, to conſume him. Now I am poor as you. Kar. And I a Wretch ' 
Rob. A deep hure Phanr'lic. Cls. Yet eep an Eye upon him, Karolin. 
eg. Do you not approve it ? { Eglamour goes out, and Karolin follows bins. | 
Rob. Yes, gentle efglamour, we all approve, Mel. Alas ! that ever tuch a generous Spirit, | 
And come to gratulate your juſt Revenge : As e#2/amour's, ſhould fink by fach a loſs! | 
Which ſince it is ſo perte&t, we now hope, Cla. The trueſt Lovers are leaſt fortunate, b# 
You'll leave all care thereof, and mix with us, Look all cheir Lives, and Legends, what they call * 
In all the profer'd folace of the Spring. The Lovers Scriptures, Heliodores, or Tatii ! Ls 
Ag. A Spring, now ſhe is dead: of what, of Thorns? | Long: ! Euftathii ! Prodomi | you'll find it ! b64 
Briars, and Brambles ? Thiſtles ? Burs, and Docks? What think you, Father? 41k. I have known ſome few, | 5, 


Did not the whole Earth ſicken, when ſhe died ? To jolly Robin , who the Story is, þ 
Asif there ſince did fall onedrop of dew, Ot all beatitude in Love? Claz. And told h 
But what was wept for her! or any ſtalk Here every day, with wonder on the World. & 
Did bear a Flower ! or any Branch a Bloom, Lio. And with Fame's Voice. | pt 
After her wreath was made : In faith, in faith, Alk. Save that ſome folk delight Uo. 
You do not fair, to put theſe things upon me. To blend all goodot others, with ſome ſpight. ( 
Which can in no fort be : Earine, Cla. He, and his Marian, are the Sum and Talk {4 
Who had her very am and her Name. Of all, that breathe here in the Green-Wood Walk. Ka 
With the firſt knots, or buddings of the Spring, Mel. Or Bewoir Vale ? i 
| Born with the Primroſe, and the Violer, Kar. 'The Turtles of the Wood. 
Oc earlieſt Roſes blown: when Cupid {mil'd, Cla. The billing Pair. Ak. And fo are underſtood if 
And Venus led the Graces out to dance, For timple Loves, and ſampled Lives beſide. | 
And all the Flowers, and Sweets in Natures lap, Mel. Faith, ſo much Vertue ſhould not be envi'd. 
Leap'd out, and made their folemn Conjuration, Alk. Better be fo than pitied, Mellifleur ! 
To laſt, but while ſhe liv'd : Do not I know, For *gainſt all Envy, Vertue is a Cure ; 
How the Vale wither'd the ſame Day ? How Dove, But wretched Pity ever calls on Scorns. 
0! Dean, Eye, and Erwaſh, Idel, Snite, and Soare, The Deer's brought home : I hear it by their Horns. 
Each broke his Urn, and Twenty Waters more, 
That ſwell'd proud Trent, ſhrunk themſelves dry ; that AR I. Scene VI. 
ſince, 
No Sun, or Moon, or other chearful Star, To Robin, &c. Marian, Fobn, Scarlet, Scatblock. 
Look'd out of Heaven ! bur all the Cope was dark, 
As it were hung ſo for her Exequies ! Rob. Y Marian, and my Miſtris ! 
And not a voice or found, to ring her knell : Mar. My lov'd Robin ! 
But of that diſmal pair, the ſcrieching Owl, Mzl. The Moon's at full, the happy Pair are met ! 
And buzzing Hornet! hark, hark, hark the foul Mar. How hath this morning paid me, for my riting! 
Bird ! how ſhe flutters with her wicker Wings! Firſt, with my Sports; but molt with meeting you ! 
Peace, you ſhall hear her ſcriech. I did not halt ſo well reward my Hounds, 
Cla. Good Karolin, ſing, As ſhe hath me to day: although I gave them 
Help to divert this Phant'tie. Kar. All I can. All the ſweet Morſels, call'd Tongue, Ears and Dowcets! 
Reb. What ? and the Inch-pin? Mar. Yes. 
The SONG. Rob. Your Sports then pleasd you? 
ad Mar. You are a Wanton. 
[Which while Karolin fngs, Xglamour reads. Rob. One, I do confeſs, 
py 1 am young, and cannot tell, I wanted till you came; but now I have you, 
Euher what Death, or Love is well, Ill grow to your Embraces, till Two Souls 
Yet I have beard, they both bear Darts, Diſtilled into Kifles, chrough our Lips, 
And both do aim at Humane Hearts : Do make one Spirit of Love. 
And then again, [ have been told, Mar. O Robin ! Robin ! 
Love wounds with beat, as Death with cold 1 Rob. Breathe, breathe a while, what ſays my gentle 
So that I fear they do but bring Marian ? 
Extreams to touch, and mean one thing. Mar. Could you fo long be abſent ? \ 
Rob. What, a Week ? 
As in a Rnine, we it call, Was that {o long ? 
One thing to be blown up, or fall ; Mur. 'How long are Lovers Weeks, 
Or to our end, like way may have, Do you think, Robin, when they are aſundecr ? 
By a flaſh of Lightning, or a Wave : Are they not Pris'ners Years ? 
So Loves inflamed Shaft, or Brand, Rob. To ſome they ſeem fo; _ 
May kill as ſoon as Death's cold Hand ; Bue being mer again, they are School-boys Hours. 
Except Loves Fires the Vertue bave Mar. That have got leave to play, and fo we uſe 
To fright the Froſt out of the Grave. them. 


Rob. Had you good Sport i' your Chaſe to day ? 
eg. Doyou think ſo? are you in that good Hereſie? | fo. O, prime! 
And I meas Opinion ? It you be, tay nothing : Mar. A luſty Stag? Rob. And hunted ye at force ? 
Pll ſtudy it, as a new Philoſophy, 


EE Mar. 


— 
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Mar; In a full cry. Fo. Andnever hunted change - 
Rob. You had ſtanch Hounds then ? 
Mar. Old and fure 3 I love 
No young raſh Dogs, no more than changing Friends. 
Rob. What relays fet you ? 
Fo. None at all ; we laid not 
In one freſh Dog. Rob. He ftood not long then ? 
Sca. Yes, 
Five hours and more. A great, large Deer! 
Rob, What Head ? 
Fob. Forked ! A Hart of Ten. 
Mar. He is good Veniſon, 
According to the Seaſon ? che Blood, 
Fil promiſe all your Friends, for whom he fell. 
oh, But at his fall there hap't a chance. 
Mar. Worth mark ? : 
Rob. T | what was that, ſweet Marian ? | He kiſſes ber. 
Mar. You'll not hear ? 
Rob. I love theſe interruptions in a Story ; 
[ He kiſſes ber agaim. 
They make ic ſweeter. Mar. You do know, as ſoon 
As the Aﬀlay is taken. [ He kiſſes her again. 
Rob. On, my Marian. 


I did but take the Aſſay. Mar. You ſtop ones Mouth, 
And yet you bid 'em ſpeak——when the Arbor's made. 
Rob. Pull'd down, and Paunch turn'd out. 
AM ar. He that undoes him, 
Doth cleave the Brisket-bone, upon the Spoon 
Of which, a little Griſtle grows, you call it—— 
Rob. The Ravens Bone. 
Mar. Now, o'er Head fate a Raven ! 
On a ſere Bough! a grown great Bird ! and Hoarſe: 
Who, all the while the Deer was breaking up, 
So crok'd and cry'd for't, as all the men 
(Eſpecially old Scarblock) thought ir ominous : 
Swore it was Mother Maudlin, whom he met 
At the day-dawn, juſt as he rows'd the Deer 
Our of his Laire: but. we made ſhift to run him 
Off his Four Legs, and ſunk him e&'re we left. 
Is the Deer come ? Scat. He lies within o* thedreſler ! 
Mar. Will you go ſee him, Mellifleur ? 
Mel. I attend you. 
Mar. Come, Amie, you'll go'with us ? 
Am. I am not well. 
Lio. She's fick of the young ro that bekiſt her. 
Mar. Friend, chear your Friends up, we will eat him 
merrily. 
Alk. Saw you the Raven, Friend ? 
Scat, I, qu'ha fuld let me? 
I fuld be afraid 6 you, Sir, ſuld I? 
Clar. Huntſman ! 
A Dram more of Civility would not hurt you? 
Rob. Nay, you muſt give them all cheir rudeneſſes; 
They are not elſe themſelves, without their Language. 
Alk. And what do you think of her ? 
Scat. As of a Witch. 
They call her a Wiſe-woman, but I think her 
An arrant Witch. 
Clar. And wherefore think you fo ? 
Scar. Becauſe I ſaw her ſince broiling the Bone 
Was caſt her at the Quarry. 
Alk. Where ſaw you her ? 
Scat. V the Chimney nuik, within: ſhe's there now. 
Rob. Marian. 


A& I. Scene VII. 


Marian. 


[ To them. 


Our Hunt holds in his Tale ſtill; and cells more : 
Mar. My Hunt ? what Tale? 
Reb. How ! cloudy, Marian ! 
What look is this? Mar. A fir one, Sir, for you. 
Hand off, rude Ranger! Sirrah, get you in | To Scathlock. 


ſtr weep, aud to forſwear it, 


And bear the Veniſon hence : It is too good 

For theſe courſe Ruſtick Mouthes, that cannot open, 

Or ſpend a thank for't. A ſtarv'd Muttons Carkaſs 

Would better fit their Palates. See it carried 

To Mother Maudlizs, whom you call the Witch, Sir. 

Tell her I ſent it to make merry with, 

She'll turn us thanks at leaſt! why ſtand'ſt thou, Groom? 
Rob. I wonder he can move ! that he's not fix'd ! 

It chat his feeling be the ſame with mine ! 

I darenot truſt the Faith of mine own Senſes. 

I tear mine Eyes and Ears : this is not Marias ' 

Nor am I Rob:n-bood ! I pray you ask her ! 

Ask her, good Shep'erds! ask her all for me; 

Or rather ask your ſelves, if (be be ſhe; 

Or I be I. Mar. Yes, and you are the Spy : 

And the ſpid Spy, that watch upon my Walks, 

To inform what Deer I kill, or give away ! 

Where: when! to whom ! But ſpy your worſt, good 


7 
I will diſpoſe of this where leaſt you like ' 


*| Fall to your Cheeſe-Cakes, Curds, and clawted Cream, 


Your Fools, your Flaunes; and of Ale a ſtream 
To waſh it from your Livers: ſtrain Ewes Milk 
Into your Cyder Sillabubs, and be drunk 
To him, whoſe Fleece hath broughe the earlieſt Lamb 
This year; and wears the Baudrick ac your Bord ! 
Where you may all go whiſtle ; and record 
This your Dance : and foot it luſtily. 
| She leaves thern, 
Rob. : pray you, Friends, do you hear ? and ſee, as 
oO? 

Did the ſame Accents ſtrike your Ears? and Objects ? 
Your Eyes, as mine ? 

Alk. We taſte the ſame Reproaches ! 

Lio. Have feen the Changes ! 

Rob. Are we not all chang'd, 
Transformed from our {clves? Lis. I do not know ! 
The beſt is filence! Ak. Andto await the iſſue. 

Reb. The dead, or lazy wait for't : I will find it. 


— 


The Argument of the Second AR. 


HE Witch Maudlin, having taken the Shape of Mx 

rian, to abuſe Robin-hood, end perplex bu Gueſts, 
cometh forth with ber Daughter Douce, reporting in what 
confuſion (he bath 7 them ; defrauded them of their Venj- 
ſen ; made them ſuſpicious each of the other ; but moſt of 
all Robin-hood ſo jealows of bus Marian, as ſhe bopes no 
Effett of Love would ever reconcile them \ glorying ſo far m 
the Extent of her Miſchief, as ſhe confeſſeth to bave ſur- 
priz'd Earine, ſtripp'd her of ber Garments, to make ber 
Daughter cppear fine, at this Feaſt, in them ;, and to have 
ſhut the Maiden wp in a Tree, as ber Son's Prize, if he 
could win ber ; or bus Prey, if be would force ber. Her 
Son a rude bragging Swine ard, comes to the Tree to woo ber 
(bu Mother an _— ſtepping aſide ro over-bear bim) and 
firſt boaſts bus Wealth to ber, bu Poſſeſſions ; which move 
not. Then he preſents ber Gifts, ſuch as Limſelf ws taken 
with ; but ſhe utterly ſhows a ſcorn, and loathing bith of 
him and them. His Mother s angry, rates him, mſtrucs 
bim what to do the next time, and perſwades her Daughter 
to ſhow ber ſelf about the Bower : Tells how ſhe ſhall knew 
ber Mother, when (he s transformed, by ber broidered Belt. 
Mean while the Tung Shep ardeſs, Amie, being kiſt by Karo 
lin, Earine's Brother, before, falls in Love ; but knows not 
what Lowe « : but deſcribes her Diſeaſe ſo mnocently, that 
Marian pities her. VVhen Robin-hood, «xd the reſt of bu 
Gueſts invited, enter to Marian, upbraiding ber w:th {cnd- 
ing away their _ ro Mather Maudlin by Scathlock , 
wich he denies 1 thlock affirms it, but ſeeramg bu Mt 
begins to doubt bis own Us 

e 


der landing, rather than affront 


y fariber ; wlich makes 
Robin- 
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Robin-hood, and the reff, to examine themſelves better. 
But Maudlin entering like ber ſelf, the Witch comes to 
thank ber for ber Bounty: at which Marian is more angry, 
and more denies the Deed, Scathlock enters, tells be bas 
brought it again, and delivered it to the Cook. The Witch 
& imwardly wext the Veniſon is fo recover'd from her by the 
rude Hunt(man, and murmurs and Curſes ; bewitches the 
Cook, mocks poor Arnie, and the re#t ; di b ber ill Na- 
ture, and ws a mean of reconciling them all. For the Sage 
Shepherd ſuſpecteth ber a if ſhe be not prevented : 
- ſo perſwadeth to ſeize on ber. Whereupon Robin-hood 
diſpatcheth out bis V Voodmen to hunt, and take ber. VVhich 
wp At. 


Act II. Scene L 


Maxdlin, Douce. 


Mas. TY Ave I not left *em in a brave confuſion 2? 
Amaz'd their Expectation ? got their Ve- 
niſon ? 
Troubled their mirth and meeting ? made them doubtful 
And jealous of each other ? all diſtracted ? 
And, i the cloſe, uncertain of themſelves ? 
This can your Mother do, my —_ Douce ! 
Take any Shape upon her ! and delude 
The Senſes beſt acquainted with their Owners ! 
The jolly Robin, who hath bid this Feaſt, 
And made this folemn Invitation ; 
I ha' poſſeſs'd ſo, with ſyke diſlikes 
Of his own Marian, that all-be he know her, 
As doth the vauting Hart his venting Hind, 
He ne'er fra' hence, fall neis her i! the wind, 
To his firſt liking. 
Dou. Did you 1o diſtate him ? 
\ Mas. As far as her proud ſcorning him could *bate 
Or blunt the Edge of any Lovers Temper. 
Dow. But were ye like her Mother ? 
Mau. So like Douce, 
As had ſhe ſeen me her ſel, her ſel had doubted 
Whether had been the liker of che wi ! 


'This can your Mother do, I tell you, Daughter ! 


I ha? but dighe ye yet, i” the out-drefs, 

And *pparel of Earine ! but this Raiment, 
Theſe very Weeds fall make ye, as but coming 
In view or ken of «glamour, your Form 

Shall ſhow too ſlippery to be look'd upon ! 

And all the Foreſt ſwear you to be ſhe! 

They ſhall rin after ye, and wage the odds, 
Upo? their own deceived ſights, ye” are her ! 
Whilſt (he (poor Lafs) is ſtock'd up in a Tree : 
Your Brother LoreP's Prize | For fo my largeſs 
Hath lotted her to be your Brother's Miſtris ; 

Gif ſhe can be reclaim'd : gif not, his Prey '! 
And here he comes, new claithed, like a Prince 
Of Swine'erds ! ſyke he ſeems ! dight i? the Spoils 
Of thoſe he feeds! A mighty Lord of Swine! 
He is command now to woo. Lee's ſtep aſide, 
And hear his Love-craft ! See, he opes the door ! 
And takes her by the hand, and helps her forth ! 
This is true Courtſhip, and becomes his Ray. 


A&t II. Scene II. 
Lorel, Earine, Maudlin, Donce. 


Lox. E kind to others, but yecoy to me 
Y _ Miſtris ! whiter than the Cheeſe new 
ett ! 
tne than Cream ! and ſofter than the Curds ! 
Why ſtart ye from me, ere ye hear me tell 
My wooing Errand ; and what Rents I have ? 


- e Herds and Paſtures! Swine, and Kie, mine own! 


though my Na'ſe be camus'd, my Lips thick, 
And my Chin briſtled ! Pan, great Pay, —_ ſuch! 
Who was the Chief of Herdſmen, and our Sire! 

I am na' Fay ! na* Incubus! na* Changlin! 

But a Good Man, that lives o' my awn Geer. 


This Houſe! thefe Grounds ! this Stock is all mine awne / 


Ear. How betrer *ewere to me, this were not known! 

Mas. She likes it not: bur it is boaſted well ! 

Lor. An Hundred Udders for the Pail I have, 
Thar gi” me Milk and Curds, that make me Cheeſe 
To cloy the Markets ! Twenty Swarm of Bees, 
Whilke (all the Summer) hum about the Hive, 

And —_—_ Wax and Honey in by live. 
An aged Oak, the King of all the Field, 
With a broad Beech there grows afore my dur, 
That mickle Maſt unto the Ferm doth yield. 
A Ckeſtnut, whilke hath larded mony a Swine, 
Whoſe Skins I wear to fend me fra' the Cold. 
A Poplar Green, and with a kerved Sear, 
Under whoſe ſhade I folace in the heat; 
And thence can ſee gang out and in my Neat. 
Twa crilland Brooks, each (from his Spring) doth meet, 
And make a River to refreſh my Feet: 
In which, each morning ere the Sun doth riſe, 
T look my ſelf, and clear my pleaſant Eyes, 
Before pipe ; Fortherein I have kill 
Bove other Swine'erds. Bid me, and I will 
Straight play to you, and make you melody. 

Ear. By no means. Ah! to me all Minltrelſis 
Is irkſome, as are you. 

Lor. Why ſcorn you me ? 
Becauſe I am a Herdſman, and feed Swine ! 

[ He draws out other Preſents. 

I am a Lord of other Geer ! this fine 
Smooth Bawſons Cub, the young Grice of a Gray ; 
Twa tyny Urſhins, and this Ferret gay. 

Ear, Out on 'em! what are theſe ? 

Lor. I give *em ye, 

As Preſents, Mrs. Ear. O, the Feind, and thee ! 
Gar take them hence : they fewmand all che claiches, 
And prick my Coats : hence with 'em, limmer lown, 
Thy Vermine and thy ſelf, thy ſelf art one ; 

Tock me up. All's well when thou art gone. 


Act II. Scene IIL 


Lorel, Maud'in, Douce. 


Lor. D' ou hear this? ſhe wiſh'd me at the Feind, 
ith all my Preſents! Mas. A tu lucky end 

She wiſhend thee, foul Limmer ! dritty Lown'! 
Gud faith, it duills me thatI am thy Mother ! 
And ſee, thy Siſter ſcorns thee, for her Brother ! 
Thou woo thy Love, thy Miſtris, with twa Hedge-hogs? 
A ſtinkand Brock? a Polcat ? out thou Houler! 
Thou ſhould'ſt ha' given her a Madge-Ow! ! and then 
Th' hadſt made a preſent o' thy ſelf, Owl-ſpiegle ! 

Dow. Why, Mother, I have heard ye bidto give ; 
And often as the Cauſe calls. Mas. I know well, 
It is a witty part, ſomerimes, to give. 
But what ? co whame ? no Monſters! nor to Maidens ! 
He fuld _ them with mare _— things, 
Things Natural, and what all Women covet 
To ſee : the common Parent of us all ! 
Which Maids will ewire at, 'eween cheir fingers, thus! 
With which his Sire gat him! He's get another ! 
And fo beget Poſtericy upon her! 
This he ſhould do! (falſe Gelden) gang thy gair, 
And du thy curns betimes: or, Fis gar take 
Thy new breikes fra' thee, and thy dubler tu. 
The Talleur, and the Sowter fall undu'* 
All they ha* made ; except thou manlier woo ! 


[ Lorel goes ont. 
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Dor. Gud Mother, gif yow chide him, he'll du 
wairs. Ls 
Mau. Hang him : I geif him to the Devils ers. 

But, ye my Douce, I charge ye, ſhew your fell, 

Tu all the Shep'erds, baudly : gaing amang 'em. 

Be mickel i* cheit Eye, frequent, and fugeand. 

And, gif they ask ye of Earine, | 

Or of theſe Claiches; ſay, chat I ga *em ye,! 

And ſay no more. I ha* that warkin hand, 

That web upo' che Luime, fall gar 'em think 

By then, they feelin their own trights and tears, 

P is pu* the World, or Nature, 'bout tbeir Ears. 

But, hear ye, Deuce, bycaulz ye may meet me 

In mony ſhapes to day , where-C'er you ſpy 

This browdred Belt, with Characters, cis I. 

A Gypſan Lady, and a right Beldam, 

Wrought it by Moon-ſbine tor me, and Star-light, 

Upo' your Granams Grave, that very Night 

Weearth'd her, in the Shades; when our Dame Hecate 

Made it her gaing-night, over the Kirk-yard, 

With all che Bark and Pariſh-Tykes et at her, 

While I ſat whycland of my brazen Spindle : 

Atevery twiſted thrid my rock ler fly 

Unto the ſew'ſter, who did, fit me nigh, 

Under the Town-turn-pike ; which ran cach ſpell 

She ſtitched in the work, and kanitic well. 

See, yetake tent to this, and ken* your Mother. 


A& Il. Scene IV. 
Marian, Mellifleur, Amie. 


Mar. Ow do you, ſweet Amie, yet ? 
Mel. She cannot tell, 

If ſhe could Nleep, (he ſays, ſhe ſhould do well. 
She feels a hurt, but where, (be cannot ſhow 
Any leaſt ſign, that ſhe is hurt or no, 
Her pain's not doubtful to her ; "but the ſeat 
Of her pain is. Her thoughtstoo work, and beat, 
Opprelſt with Cares : but why, ſhe cannot lay. 
All matter of her care is quite away. 

Mar. Hath any Vermine broke'into your Fold ? 
Or any Rot feiz'd on your Flock? or cold ? 
Or hath your teighting Ram burſt his hard Horn ? 
Or any Ewe her Fleece? or Bag hath: torn, 
My gentle Amie ?! 

Am. Marian, none of theſe. 

Aar. Ha' you been ſtung by Waſps, or angry Bes ? 
Or raz'd with ſome rude Bramble, or rough Briar ? 

Am. No, Marian ; my Diſeaſe is ſomewhat nigher. 
I wcep, and boyl away my felt in tears; 
And then my panting Heart would dry thoſe fears : 
] burn, though all the Foreſt lend a ſhade; 
And freeze, though the whole Wood one fire , were 

made. 

Afar. Alas ! 

£m. | often have been torn with Thorn and Briar, 
Both in the Leg, and Foot, and ſomewhat higher : 
Yet gave not then ſuch feartul threiks as theſe, Ah! 
I otten have been ſtung too with curſt Bees, 
Yet not remember that I then did quit . 
Either my Company, or Mirth tor it. Ah! 
And theretore, what it isthat I teel now, 
And know nocaule of it, nor where, nor how, 
{centred in me, nor leaſt print can lee, 
I feel afi'&s me more than Briar or Bee, Oh ! 
How otren, when the Sun, Heavens brightelt birch, 
Hath with his burning fervour clete the Earth, 
Under a ſpreading Elm, or Oak, hard by 
A cool cl.ar Foumain, could I flzeping lie 
Sate trom the Hear? hut now, no ſhady tree, 
Nor purling Brook, can my retreſhing be ?/ 
Ott when the Meadows were grown rough with Froſt, 
The Rivers Ice-bound, and their Currents loſt, 


—_—_ 


My thick warm Fleece I wore, was my defence, 
Or large good Fires I made, drave Winter thence. 
But now, my whole Flocks fells, nor this thick grove, 
Enfiam'd to aſhes, can my cold remove. 

Itis a cold, and heat, that doth out-go 

All ſenſe of Winters, and of Summers fo. 


Act IL. Scene V. 
Roben-bood, Clarion, Lionel, Alken. 


are you here, my Miſtris 2 
Mar. 1, my Love ! 
| She ſeeing him, runs to embrace bim, 
Where ſhould FE be, bur in my Robm's arms ? 
The Sphere which I delight in, ſo tro move ? 
Reb. What the rude Ranger ? and ſpied Spy ? hand off: 
You are for no ſuch Ruſticks. He puts ber back. 
Mar. What means this, 
Thrice worthy C/ar:on? or wiſe Alken ? know ve ? 
Reb. "Las no, not they | a poor {tarv'd Mutton's 
Carkaſs 
Would better fit their Palat's, than your Veniſon. 
Mar. of ry Riddle is this! untold your fclt , dear 
COIN, 
Reb. You ha* not ſent your Veniſon hence by Scarh- 


lock, 
To Mother Maudlin? 
Mar. Il, to Mother Maudlin ? 
Will Scarblock ſay to ? 
Rib. Nay, we will.all ſwcar ſo. 
For all did hear it, when you gave the charge fo. 
Both Clarion, Alken, Lionel, my elf. 
| Mar. Good honeſt Shep'erds, Maſters of your Flocks, 
Simple, and vertuous Men, no others Hirclings 3 
Be not you made to ſpeak againſt your Conſcience, 
That which may foil the truch. i ſend the Veniſon 
Away # by Scatblock? and to Mother Maudlin # 
I came to ſhew it here, to Mellifleur, 
[ do conteſs; but Amie's falling ill, 
Did put us off it:. Since we imploy'd our ſelves 
In comtorting of her., O, here he is! | Scathlock enters, 
Did 1, Sir, bid you bear away the Veniſon, 
To Mother Maudlin ? 
Sca. I, gud faich, Madam, 
Did you, and I ha' done it. 
Mar. What ha' you done ? 
Sca. Obey'd your helts, Madam 3; done your Com- 
mands. 
Mar. Done my Commands, dull Groom ? Fetch it 
again, 
Or Kennel wich th: Hounds, Are theſe the Arts, 
R:bin, you read your rude ones o* the Wood, 
To countenance your quarrels, and miſtakings ? 
Or are the Sports to entertain your Friends, 
Thoſe tormed Jealoufics ? Ask of Mellifleur, 
If I wereever from her, here, or Amie, 
Since | came in with them z or ſaw this Scarhblccl, 
vince I related to you his Tale of the Ravea ? 
Sca. I, ſay you fo ? | Scathlock goes car. 
M:l. She never left my fide 
Since I came in, here, nor I hers. C/a. This 's ſtrange! 
Our beſt of Senſes were deceiv'd, our Eycs, then ! 
Lio. And Earstoo. Mar. What you have concluded on. 
Make good, I pray you. Am. O my heart, iy heart ! 
Mar. My heart it is, is wounded, pretty Am: 
Report not you your Griets : Pl tell tor all, 
M.ll. Some body is to blame, there is a fault. 
Mar. Try if you can take reſt. A little Number 
Will much retreſh you (Amie.) Ak, What's her grief ? 
Mar. She docs not know: and thereinſhe is happy. 


At 


| The ſad Shepherd 


A&t IL Scene VI. 


To them. | Tohn, Maudlin, and Scathlock after. 


14H Mother Maudlm come to give you thanks, 
Madam, tor ſome late gitt, ſhe hath receiv'd— 
Which ſhe's not worthy of, ſhe ſays, but cracks, 
And wonders of it; hops about the Houſe ; 
Tranſported with the Joy. [ She danceth. 
Maud. Send me a Stag ! 
A whole Stag, Madam ! and fo fat a Deer! 
So fairly hunted, and at ſuch a time too ! 
When all your Friends were here ! 
Rob. Do you mark this, Clarion ? 
Her own acknowledgment ? 
Maud. *T'was fuch a bounty 
And honour done to your poor Beads-woman, 
I know not how to owe it, but to thank you. 
And that I come to do : I ſhall go round, 
And giddy with the coy of the good turn. 
| Sbe turns round till ſhe falls. 
Look out, look out, gay Folk about, 
And ſee me ſpin the ring I am in 
Of mirth, and glee, with thanks for Fee 
The beart puts on, for th Veniſon 
My Lady ſent, which ſhall be ſpent 
In draughts of Wine, to fume up fine 
Into the Brain, and down again 
Fall in @ ſwoon, upo' the Grown. 
Rob. Look to her, ſhe is mad. 
Maud. My Son hath ſent you 
A Pot of Strawberries, gather'd i the Wood 
(His Hogs would elſe have rooted up, or trod ) 
With a choice diſh of Wildings here, to ſcald 
And mingle with your Cream. 
Mar. Thank you good Maudlin, 
And thank your Son. Go, bear 'em in to Much 
Th? Acater, let him thank her. Surely, Mother, 
You were miſtaken, or my Woodmen more, 
Or moſt my felf, to ſend you all our ſtore 
Of Veniſon, hunted for oyr ſelves, this day ! 
You will not take it, Mother, I dare fay, 
If we'll intreat you; when you know our gueſts ; 
Red Deer is Head ſtill of che Foreſt Feafts. 
Mand. But I knaw ye, a right free-hearted Lady, 
Can pare it out of ſuperfluity : 
I have departit it 'mong my poor Neighbours 
To ſpeak your Largeſs. Mar. I not gave it, Mother ; 
You have done wrong then : I know how to place 
My gitts, and wherez and when to find my ſeaſons 
To give, not throw away my Curtehies. 
Maud. Count you this thrown away ? 
Mar. What's raviſh'd from me 
I count it wurſe, as ſtoll'n : I loſe my thanks. 
Bur leave this queſt : they fir not you, nor me. 
Maudlin, Contentions of this quality. 
How now ? [ Scathlock enters. 
Sca. Your Stag's return'd upon my Shoulders, 
He has found his way into the Kiechin again ; 
With his ewo Legs, if now your Cook can dreſs him; 
*Slid, I thought che Swine'erd would ha* beat me, 
He looks fo big ! che ſturdy Karl, lewd Lorel ! 
Mar. There Scathlock, tor thy pains, thou haſt de- 
ſerv'd it. (Marian gives him Gold. 
Maud. Do you give a thing, and take a thing, Madam ? 
Mar. No, Maudlim, you had imparted to your Neigh- 
bours ; 
As much good do't them: I ha* done no wrong. 
The firſt Charm. 
Maud. The Spit fand ſtill, no Broches turn 
Before the Fire; but let it burn 
Both Sides, and Hanches, till the whele 
Converted be into one Cole. 


Cla. What Devil's Pater Noſfter mumbles ſhe 2? 
Alk. Stay, you will hear more of her witchery, 


IT. 


Maud. The Swilland Dropſie enter in 
The lazy Cuke, and ſwell bu Skin ; 
Find the old Mort-mal on bus Shin 
Now prick, and itch, withouten blin. 


Cla. Speak our Hag, we may hear your Devils Mat- 
tens. 


IL 
Maud. The Pere, we call St. Anton's fire, 


The Geut, or what we can deſire, 
To cramp a Cuke, m every Limb, 
Before they dine, yet, ſerve on him. 
AIE. A foul ill Spiric hath poſſeſſed her. 
Am. O Karol, Karol, call him back again. 
Lio. Her thoughts do work upon her, in her ſlumber. 
And may expreſs ſome part of her diſeaſe. 
Rob. Obſerve, and mark, but trouble nor her caſe. 
Am. O,O. Mar. How ist Amie ? 
Mel. Wherefore ſtart you ? 
Am. O' Karol, he is fair, and ſweet. 
Maud. What then ? 
Are there not Flowers as ſweer, ard fair, as Men ? 
The Lily is fair! and Roſe is ſweee! Am. I, fo! 
Let all che Roſes, and the Lilies go ; 
Karo! 1s only fair to me! Mar. And why? 
Am. Alas for Karol, Marian, I could die. 
Karol, he ſingeth ſweerly too! Maud. What then ? 
Are there not Birds ſing ſweeter far than Men ? 
Am. 1 grant the Liner, Lark, and Bull-finch ling, 
Bur beſt, the dear good Angel of the Spring, 
The Nightingale. Maxd. "Then why? then why, alone, 
Should his Notes pleaſe you? 4m. I not long agone 
Took a delight, with wanton Kids to play, 
And ſport with little Lambs a Suramers Day ! 
And view their frisks | mechought it was a light 
Of joy, to ſee my two brave Rams to fight ! 
Now Karol, only, all delight doth move ' 
All chat is Karol, Karol I approve ! 
This very Morning, but— I did beſtow 
(It was a little 'gainſt my will, I know ) 
A ſingle kifs upon the filly Swain, 
And now I with that very kils again. 
His Lip is fotter, {weeter than the Role ; 
His Mouth and "Tongue wich dropping Honey flows. 
The relith of it was a pleafing thing. 
Maud. Yet like the Bees it had a little ſting. 
Am. And ſunk, and ſticks yet in my Marrow deep ; 
And what doth khurre me, I now wiſh to keep. 
Mar. Alas, how innocent her Story is ! 
Am. | do remember, Marian, 1 have otc 
With pleaſure kifſt my Lambs, and Puppies, feſt : 
And once a dainty fine Roe-tawn I had, 
Ot whoſe our-skipping Bounds, I was as glad 
As of my Health : and him I oft would kits: 
Yer had his, no ſuch ſting, or pain, as this. 
They never prick't or hurt my Heart. And, for 
They were fo blunt, and dull, I wiſh no more. 
But this, that hurts, and pricks doth pleaſe ; This ſweet, 
Mingled with fowre, I wiſh again to meet : 
And that delay, methinks, molt tedious is 
That keeps, or hinders me of Kare!'s kits. 
Mar. We'll ſend for him ſweet Amie, to come to you. 
Mand. Bur, | will keep him off it Charms will do ir. 
| She goes murmuring cut. 
Cla. Do you mark the murmuring Hag, how thz doch 
muteer ? 
Rob. 1 like her not. And lefs her manners now. 
Alk. She is a ſhrewd detormed piece, | vow. 
Lio. As crooked as her Body. &ob. I believe 


She can take any Shape ; as Scathlcchk Jays. 
Alk. Ss 
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The ſad Shepherd, 


Alk. She may deceive the Senſe, but really 
She cannot change her folf 
Rob. Would I could fee her, 
Once more in Marias's form ! for I am certain 
Now, it was ſhe abus'd us; as I think 
My Marian, and my Love, now, innocent : 
Which faith I ſeal unto her, with this kils, 
And call you all to witneſs of my Pennance. 
Alk. It was believ'd before, but now confirm'd, 
That we have ſeen the Monſter. 


A& II. Scene VII. 
Tuck, John, Much, Scarlet. 


Ear you how 
TL Poor Tom, the Cook, is taken ! All his joynts 
Do crack, as if his Limbs were tied with points : 
His whole frame flackens ; and a kind of rack 
Runs down along the Spondils of his Back 3 
A Gout, or Cramp, now ſcizeth on his Head, 
Then falls into his Feet ; his Knees are Lead ; 
And he can ſtir his either Hand, no more 
Than a dead Stump, to his Office, as before. 
Alk. He is bewitched. Cla. This is an Argument 
Both of her malice, and her power, we ſee. 
Alk. She muſt by ſome device reſtrained be, 
Or ſhe'll go far in miſchief. Rob. Adviſe how, 
Sage Shep'erd, we ſhall pur it ſtrait in practice. 
Alk. Send forth your Woodmen, then, into the walks, 
Or let 'em prick her footing hence ; A Witch 
Is ſure a Creature of melancholy, 
And will be found, or ſitting in her fourm, 
Or elle, at relief, like a Hare. Cla. You ſpeak, 
Alken, as if you knew the ſport of Witch-hunting, 
Ocr ſtarting of a Hag. 
[ Enter George to the Huntſmen ; who by them- 
ſelves continue the Scene : the reſt going off. 
Rob. Go Sirs about it, 
Take George here with you, he can help to find her; 
Leave Tuck and Much behind to dreſs the Dinner, 
I che Cooks ſtead. Much. We'll care to get that done. 
Rob. Come Marian, let's withdraw into the Bowre. 


Act IL. Scene VIIL 
Fobn, Scarlet, Scathlock, George, Alken. 


To them. | 
Tuc. 


Are ſport I ſwear ! this hunting of the Witch 
Will make us. Scar. Let's adviſe upon *t like 
Huntſmen. 

Geo. And wecan ſpy her once, ſhe is our own. 

Scat. Firſt, think which way ſhe fourmeth, on what 


To. 


wind : 
Or North, or South. Geo. For, as the Shep'erd ſaid, 
A Witch is a kind of Hare. 


Scat. And marks the weather, 
As the Hare does. Fo. Where ſhall we hope to find her ? 
Alken returns. 
A1k. I hare ask'd leave to afliſt you, jolly Huntſmen, 
It an old Shep'erd may be heard among you; 
Nor jear'd or laugh'd at. Fo. Father, you will ſee 
Robinbood's Houſe-hold, know more Curtecſie. 
Scat. Who icorns at eld, peels of hisown young Hairs. 
Alk. Ye ay right well. Know ye the Witches Dell ? 
Scar, No more than I do know the walks of Hell. 
{k. Within a gloomy dimble, ſhe doth dwell 
Down in a Pit, o'er-grown with Brakes and Briars, 
Cloſe by che ruines of a ſhaken Abbey, 
Torn with an Earthquake, down unto the Ground, 
"Mongſt Graves, and Giots, near an old Charnel-houſe, 
Where you ſhall had her fitting in her fourm, © 
As fearjul, and melancholique, as that 
She isabout ; with Caterpillars Kells, 
And knotty -Cobwebs, rounded in with ſpells ; 


Thence ſhe ſteals forth to relief, in the Fogs, 
And rotten Miſts, upon the Fens, and Bogs, 
Down tothe drowned Lands of Lincolnſhire ; 
To make Ewes caſt their Lambs ! Swine eat their Farrow! 
The Houſe-wives Tun not work ! nor the Milk churn! 
Wriche Childrens Wriſts ! and ſuck their Breath in fleep! 
Ger Vials of their Blood! And where the Sea 
Caſts up his ſlimy Owze, ſearch for a Weed 
To open Locks with, and to river Charms, 
Planted about her, in the wicked feat, 
Of all her miſchiefs, which are manifold. 
Fo. I wonder ſuch a ſtory could be told, 
Ot her dire deeds. Geo. I thought a Witches Banks 
Had inclos'd nothing, but che merry pranks | 
Of ſome old Woman. Scar. Yes, her malice more ! 
Scat. As it would quickly appear, had we the ſtore 
Of his Colle&s. Gee. I, this gud learned Man 
Can ſpeak her right, Scar. He knows her ſhifts and 
haunts ! 
 Alk. And all her wiles, and turns. The venon!r'd Planes 
Wherewith ſhe kills! where the ſad Mandrake grows, 
_ groans are deathful ! the dead-numming Night- 
de! 
The ſtupifying Hemlock ! Adders Tongue! 
And Martagan ! the ſhreiks of luckleſs Owles, 
We hear! and croaking Night-Crows in the Air ! 
Green-bellied Snakes! blue Fire-drakes in the Sky ! 
And giddy Flicter-mice, wich Leather Wings ! 
The ſcaly Beetles, with their habergeons, 
That make a _ murmur as they fly ! 
There in the Stocks of Trees, white Faics do dwell, 
And ſpan-long Elves, that dance about a Pool ! 
With each a lictle ing, in their Arms! 
The airy Spirits play with falling Stars ! 
And mount the Sphere of Fire, to kiſs che Moon ! 
While ſhe ſits reading by the Gloe-worms light, 
Or rotten Wood (o'er which the Worm hath crept ) 
The baneful Scedule of her nocent Charms, 
And binding Characters, through which ſhe wounds 
Her Puppets, the Sigilla of her Witch-craft. 
All this I know, and I will find her for you; 
And ſhew you her ſitting in her Fourm; [Tl lay 
My Hand upon her; make her throw her Skuc 
Along her Back, when ſhe doth ſtart before us. 
But you muſt give her Law: and you ſhall ſee her 
Make ewenty leaps, and doubles; croſs the Paths, 
And then ſquat down beſide us. Fo. Crafty Croan! 
I long to be at the ſport, and to report it. 
Scar. We'll make this hunting of the Witch as famous, 
As any other blaſt of Venery. 
Scar. Hang her foul Hag, ſhe'll be a ſtinking Chaſe ! 
I had rather ha* the hunting of her Heir. 
Geo. If we could come to ſee hercry, fo haw, once ! 
Alki! ThatI do promiſe, or P am no good Hag:tinder. 


The Argument of the Third A&&. 


fra ry diſcovereth himſelf in the Foreft, and di- 
ſeourſeth his Offices with their neceſſities, briefly 3 after 
which, Douce entring in the habit of Earine, is purſued by 
Karol z who mittaking ber at firſt to be his Siſter, queſtions 
ber bow ſhe came by thoſe Garments. She anſwers, by ber Mo 
thers gift. The ſad Shepberd coming in the while, ſhe runs 
away affrighted , and leaves Karol ſuddenly; Aglamour 
thinkmg it to be Earine's Gboſt he ſaw, falls into a melan- 
cholick app—_ of bis phantſie to Karol, and queſtions hin 
ſadly about that point, which moves compaſſion in Karol of bu 
miſtake ſtill. When Clarion and Lionel enter to call Karol 
to Amie, Karol reports to them Aglamour's paſſin, with 
much regret, Clarion reſolves to ſeck bim. Karol ro re- 
turn with Lionel : By the way Douce and her Mother ( 1m 


the ſhape of Marian ) meet them, and weou!d divert them, 
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The ſad Sbepberd. 
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affirming Amie to be recovered, which Lionel wondred at 
to be ſo ſoon. Robin-hood enters, they tell bim the relation 
of the Witch, _ ber to be Marian 3 Robin /u/pefing 
ber to be Maudlin, lays hold of ber Girdle ſuddenly, but ſhe 

wing to get free, they both run ont, and be returns with the 
Belt broken. She following in ber own ſhape, demanding it, 
but at a diſtance, as fearing to be ſeiz'd upon again; and ſee 
ing ſhe cannot recover it, falls into a rage, and curſing, reſol- 
wing to truſt to ber old Arts, which ſhe calls ber Daughter to 
ofÞ in. The Shepherd's content with thus diſcovery, go home 
triumphing, make the relation to Marian. Amie « gladded 
with the ſight of Karol, &c. In the mean time enters Lo- 
rel, with purpoſe to raviſh Earine, and calling ber forth to 
that lewd end, be by the bearing of Clarion's footing, « 
ftaid, and forced to commit ber haſtily to the Tree again; 
where Clarion coming by, and hearing 4 Voice ſinging, draws 
wear wnto it, but glamour hearing it alſo, know mg it 
to be Earine's, falls into a ſuperſtitions commendation of it, 
as being an Angels, and in the Air, when Clarion eſpies a 
Hand put forth from the Tree, and makes towards it, leavi 
Eglamour to his wild phantſie, who quitteth the place; and 
Clarion beginning to court the Hand, and make love to it, 
there ariſeth 'a miſt ſuddenly, which — place, 
Clarion loſeth himſelf, and the Tree where Earine « in- 
cloſed, lamenting bis misfortune, with the unknown Nimpbs 
miſery. The Air clearing, enters the Witch, with" her Son 
and Daughter, tells them how ſhe had cauſed that late Dark- 
neſs, to free Lorel from ſurpriſal, and by prey from being 
reſcued from him : bids bim look to ber, and lock ber up 
more carefully, and follow ber, to aſſiſt a work ſhe bath in 
band, of recovering ber loſt Girdle , which ſbe s the 
loſs of, with curſmgs, execrations, wiſhing confuſion to their 
Feaſt, and Meeting : ſends ber Son and bter to gather 
certain Simples for her purpoſe, and bring them to her Dell. 
This Puck hearing, prevents, and ſhews ber error ſtill. The 
Hunt [men having found ber footing, follow the tratt, and prick 
after ber. She gets to her Dell, and takes her Form. Enter, 
Alken has ſpied ber fitting with ber Spindle, Threads, and 
Images. They are — 4 fo ſeize ber preſently, but Alken per- 
ſwades them to let begin her Charms, which they do. 
Her Son and Daughter come to ber : the Hunt/men are a- 
frighted as they ſee ber work go forward. And _— to 
apprebend ber, ſhe eſcapeth them all, by the help and deluſions 
of Puck. 


D —— 


A& IIL Scene I. 


Puck-bairy. 


HE Fiend hath much to do, that keeps a School ; 
Or is the Father of a Family ; 
Or governs but a Country Academy : 
His labours muſt be great, as are his cares, 
To watch all turns, and caſt how to prevent *em. 
This Dame of mine here, Maud, grows high inevil, 
And thinks ſhe do's all, when *cis I, her Devil, 
That both delude her, and muſt yet protect her : 
She's confident in miſchief, and = umes 
The changing of her ſhape will ſtill ſecure her, 
Bur that may fail, and divers hazards meet 
Of other conſequence, which I muſt look to : 
Not let her be ſurpriz'd on the firſt catch. 
I muſt go dance about the Foreſt, now, 
And firk it like a Goblin, till I find her. 
Then will my ſervice come worth acceptation 3 
When not expected of her, when the help 
Meets the neceflicy, and both do kiſs, 
"Tis call'd the timing of a duty, this. 


Act IL Scene IL. 
Karol, Douce, to them e/fglamour. 


Kar. QUre, you are very like her ! I conceiv'd 
You had been ſhe, ſeeing you run afore me : 
For ſuch a ſuit ſhe made her 'gainft this Fealt 
In all reſemblance, or the very ſame ; 
I ſaw her in it; had ſhe liv'd & enjoy ic 
She had been there an acceptable Gueſt 
To Aarian, and the gentle Robim-bocd, 
Who are the Crown, and Garland of the Wood. 
Dou, I cannot tell, my Mother gave it me, 
And bad me wear it. 
Kar. Who, the wiſe good Woman ? . 
Old Maud, of Pappelwick? Dow. Yes, this ſullen Man. 
I cannot like him, I muſt take my leave. 
[ Aglamour enters, and Douce goes out, 
£g. What ſaid the to you? Kar. Who? «£g- Earime. 
I ſaw her talking with you, or her Ghoſt ; 
For ſhe indeed is drown'd in old Trent's bottom. 
Did ſhe not tell who would ha' pull'd her in ? 
And had her Maiden-head upon the place ? 
The Rivers brim, the margin of the : 
No Ground is Holy enough. ( you know my meaning) 
Luſt is committed in Kings Palaces, 
And yet their Majeſties not violated ! (gone ? 
No words! Car. oe {ad and wild his thoughts are! 
Aglamour goes ont, but comes m again. 
e£g. But ſhe, as chaſte, as ns hee —_——— 
Did undeflowr'd: and now her ſweet Soul hovers, 
Here, in the Air, above us; and doth haſte 
To get up to the Moor, and ; 
And whiſper YVenws in her Orb ; then ſpring 
Up to old Satzrs, and come down by Mars, 
Conſulting Fupiter, and ſeat her ſelf 
Juſt in the midſt with Phebws, remp'ring all 
The jarring S and giving to the World 
Again, his firſt and tuneful planetring ! 
O' what an age will here be of new Concords! 
Deligheful harmony ! to rock old Sages, 
Twice infants, in the Cradle of {i 10n, 
| And throw a ſilence upon all the Creatures ! 
| [ He goes out again,but returns as ſoon as before. 
Kar. A Cogitation of the higheſt rapture ! 
Ag. The loudeſt Seas, and moſt enraged Winds 
Shall loſs their clangor ; Tempeſt ſhall grow hoarlſe ; 
Loud Thunder dumb ; and every f| of Storm 
Laid in the lap of lifFning Nature huſhe, 


To hear the ged chime of his eighth Sphere, 
Take tent, and hearken for ir, loſe ir not. 
[ Xglamour departs. 
Act III. Scene IE 


Clarion, Lionel, Karol. 


Cla.E'N\, here is Karol! was not that the ſad 
Shep'erd, flip'd from him 2? 

Lio. Yes, I gueſs it was : 
Who was thar lefe you, Karol? Kar. The laſt Man! 
Whom we ſhall never fee himſelf again ; 

Or ours, I fear | He ftarts away from hand fo, 
And all the touches, or ſoft ſtroke of reaſon ! 
Ye can apply. No Colt is fo unbroken ! 

Or Hawk yet half ſo haggard, or unmann'd ! 
He takes aſl toies that his wild tlie proffers, 
And flies away with them. He now conceives 
That my loſt Siſter, his Earme, 

Is lately turn'd a Sphere amid the Seven : 


And reads a Muſick-Lecure to the Planets ! 
And with this thought he's run to call *em hearers ! 


Cls. Alas, 
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The ſad Shepherd, 


Cle. Alas, this is a ſtrain'd, but innocent phanr'ſie ! 
I'll follow him, and find him if I can ; 
Mean time, go you with Lionel, ſweet Karol; 


He will acquaint you with an accident 
Which mn defires your preſence, on the place ! 


Ac II. ; Scene IV. 
Karol, Lionel. 


Kar. Wit is it, Lionel, wherein I may ſerve you ? 
Why do you fo ſurvey,and circumſcribe me ? 
As if you ſtuck one Eye into my Breaſt, 
And with the other took my whole dimenſions. 
Lio. 1 wiſh you had a Window i' your Boſom, 
Or i” your Back, I might look thorough you, 
And fee your in-parts, Karol, Liver, Heart; 
For there the ſeat of Love is : whence the wy 
( The winged Archer ) hath ſhot home a Sha 
Into my viſters Breaſt, the innocent Amie, 
Who now cries out, upon her Bed, on Karel, 
Sweet ſinging Karol !- the delicious Karo! ! 
That kiſt her like a Cupid! In your Eyes, 
She ſays, his ſtand is! and between your Lips 
He runs forth his diviſions, to her Ears, 
But will not bide there, *leſs your ſelf do bring him. 
Go with me Karol, and beſtow a vilic 
* Incharity, upon the afflicted Maid, 
Who pineth with the languor of your Love. 
Mar. Whither intend you ? Amie is recover'd, 
Feels no ſuch grief as ſhe complain'd of, lately : 
[To them Maud and Douce, but Maud ap- 
pearing like Marian. 
This Maiden hath been with her from her Mother 
Maudlin, the cunning Woman, who hath ſent her 
Herbs for her Head, and Simples of that nature, 
Have wrought upon her a miraculous Cure 3 
Settled her Brain, to all our wiſh, and wonder ! 
Lo. So inſtantly ? you know, I now bur left her, 
Poſſcſs'd with ſuch a fit, almoſt toa phrenſi: 
Your felt too fear'd her, Marian, and did urge 
My haſte to ſeek out Kare, and to bring him. 
Mar. | did fo. Bur the skill of that wiſe Woman, 
And her great charity of doing good, 
Hath by the ready hand of chis deft Laſs 
Her Daughter, wrought efte&s beyond belief, 
And to aſtoniſhmene ; we can but thank, 
And praile, and be amazed, while we tell ir. 
; They go out, 
Lio. *Tis ſtrange, that any Art ſhould fo help | "anos 
In her extremes. Kar. Then it appears moſt real 
When th* other is deficient. | Enter Robinhood, 
Rob. Wheretore ſtay you 
Diſcourſing here, and haſte not with your ſuccours 
To poor aftlicted Amie, that fo needs them ? 


Lio. She is recover'd well, your Mar:an told us 
But now here : See, ſhe is return'd to affirm it ! 
| Enter Maud. like Marian : Maud. e/pying Robin- 
hood would rus out, but be ſtays ho 9 the Gir- 
dle, and runs in with ber : He returns with the 
Girdle broken, and ſhe in ber own ſhape. 
Rob. My Marian? Mar. Robin-bood ? Is he here ! 
Rob. Stay ! . 
What was't you ha' told my Friend ? 
Mar. Help, murder, help. 
You will not rob me, Out-law ? Thief, reſtore 
My Bele that ye have broken! Rob. Yes, come near, 
Maud. Not i your gripe. 
Rob. Was this the charmed Circle ? 
The Copy that ſo cozen'd, and deceiv'd us ? 
Pll carry hence the Trophy of your ſpoils. 
My Men ſhall hunt you too upon the ftarr, 
And courfe you ſoundly. Maud. I ſhall make 'em ſport 
And ſend ſome home without cheir Legs, or Arms. 
Pll teach *em to climb Stiles, leap Ditches, Ponds, 
And lie the Waters, if they Glow me. 
Rob. Out murmuring Hag. 
Maud. I muſt uſe all my powers, 
Lay all my wits to piccing of this loks. 
Things run unluckily : Where's my Puck-bairy ? 


Act IIL Scene V. 
Maud, Puck. 


Ath he forſook me ? 
Puck. At your beck, Madam. 
Maud. O Puck, my Goblin ! I have loſt my Belt, 
The ſtrong Thief, Robin Out-law, forc'd it from me. 
Puck. They are other Clouds and blacker threat you, 
Dame 3 
You muſt be wary, and pull in your Sails, 
And yield unto the Weather of the Tempeſt. 
You think your power 's infinite as your malice; 
And would do all your anger prompts you to ; 
But you muſt wait occaſions, and obey them : 
Sail in an Egg-ſhell, make a ſtraw your Maſt, 
A Cobweb all your Cloth, and paſs unſeen, 
Till you have ſcap'd the Rocks that are about you. 
Maud. What Rock's about me ? 
Puc. I do love, Madam, 
To ſhew you all your dangers, when you are paſt 'em. 
Come, follow me, I'll once more be your Pilot, 
And you ſhall thank me. 
Maud. Lucky, my lov'd Goblin ! 
Where are you gaang, now ? 
Ler. Unto my Tree, 
To ice my Mailſtreſs. Maud. Gang thy gait, and cry 


[ Lorel meets ber, 


Thy turns, with better luck, or hang thy (1. 


THE END. 
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UNDER-WOODS 


Conſiſting of divers 


POEMS. 


By Ben. Johnſon. 


Cineri, gloria ſera venit, — Martial. 


TO 1Hne5rt 


READ ER 


Ith the ſame leave the Ancients call d that kind of Body Sylva, or 'Y>n, in which there 

were works of divers nature, and matter congeſted. As the multitude call Timber-trees, 

promiſcuouſly growing, a Wood, or Foreſt : ſo am I bold to entitle theſe leſſer Poems, of later 

growth, by this of Under-wood, out of the Analogy they bold to the Foreſt, m my former Book, 
and no otherwiſe. 


Bex, Jouxs0xs, 


Aaaa UNDER- 


po w—_——— _— 


-» 
dead 


- —_— - - 


yl +4 
14 

* $ 
: 
| 
1 
P 
bt 
pk 
bh 
; 
| 
'F > 


—_— o_—_——— — — ———--_—_ -.- ” 
+"oe—- Ad 


4 o4-S NO < wv» cod _—_— — 
= 


547 


UNDER-WOODS 
POEMS 


DEVOTLIO N. 
1 - 12. thy Saints elected to abide, l 
”. 1 in relence, Q£ru lorified M 
: = fill one God in Unity. A Hymn to God the Father. i | 
The faithful man's believed Myſtery, " 
Help, help to life Ear me, O God ! 14! 
2. My ſelf up to thee, harrow'd, torn, and bruis'd A broken Heart, ha / 
By fin, and Sathan ; and my fleſh mifus'd, I: my beſt part : i4 
As my Heart lies in pieces, all confus'd, o_ thy Rod, tt 
O cake my gift. bat 1 may prove 14S 
3. All-gracious God, the Sinners Sacrifice. Therein, thy Love. 44 
A broken Heart thou wert not wont deſpiſe, | 3. | 
But *bove the fat of Rams, or Bulls, to prize If thon hadſt not 
An off ring meet, Been ſtern to me, 
4. For thy acceptance. O, behold me right, But left me free, 
And take compaflion on my grievous plight. I bad forgot | 
What Odour can be, than a contrite, My ſelf and thee. \ 
To thee more ſweet ? 
5. Eternal Father, God, who did'ſt create For, ſins ſo ſweet, | 
This All of nothing, gaveſt it Form, and Fate, As minds ill bent 5 
And Breath'ſt into it, Life, and Light, with ſtate Rarely repent, t 
To worſhip thee. Until they meet 
6. Eternal God the Son, who not deny'dit Their puniſhment. | 
RES SEIDS _ 
(0) our u e rois, more can crave 
"me os Als done in me. Than thou haſt done ? | 
7. Eternal Spirit, God from both proceeding, That gay'ſt a Son, | 
Father and : the Comforter, in breeding To free a Slawe : | 
Pure thoughts in Man : with fiery Zeal them feeding Firſt made of nought ; | 
For a&ts of Grace. Withall ſince Pros. - 
8. Increaſe thoſe as, O glorious Trinity | 
Of Perſons, ſtill one God in Unity; Sim, Death, and Hell, 
Till I attain the long'd-for A” His glorious Name 
ſeeing your Face. e overcame, 
9. Beholding One in Three, and Three in One, Tet I rebel, 
A Trinity, to ſhine in Unity ; And ſligbt the ſame. 
The gladdeſt Light, dark Man can think upon; 
O grant it me! But, I'l come in, 
10. Father, and Son, and Holy Ghoſt, you Three Before my boa, 
All coeternal in your Majeſty, Me farther toſt, 
Diſtin& in Perſons, yet in Unity As ſure to win 
One God to ſee. Under bis Croſs. 
11. My Maker, Saviour, and my Sanctifier : 
To hear, to meditate, ſweeten my deſire, 
With Grace, with Love, with Cheriſhing intire : 
O, then how bleſt ! 
| Aaaa 2 A Hymn 
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Under-woods. 


A Hymn on the Nativicy of my Saviour, 
I Simg the Birth, was born to Night, 
The Author both of Life, and Light 3 
The Angels ſo did ſound it, 
And like the raviſ)'d Shep'erds ſaid, 
Who ſaw the Light, and were afraid, 
Yet ſearch'd, and true they found it. 


The Son of God, th" Eternal King, 
That did us all Salvation bring, 
And fre Jrbe Soul from danger ; 
He whom the whole World could not take, 
The Word, which Heaven and Earth did make ; 
Was now laid in a Manger. 


The Father's Wiſdom will'd it ſo, 
The Sons obedience knew no No, 
Both Wills were in one ſtature ; 
And as that Wiſdom had decre'd, 
The Word was now made Fleſh indeed, 
And took on bim our Nature. 


What comfort by him do we win, 
IWho made himſelſ the price of Sin, 
To make us Heirs of Glory , 
To ſee this Babe, all Innocence 3 
A Martyr born in our Defence : 
Can Man forget this Story ? 


A Celebration of Cuaxis in 
Ten Lyrick Pieces, 


I. 
His Excuſe for Loving. 


| Sp it not your wonder move, 
Leſs your laughter , that I love. 
Though I now write fifty Y cars, 

[ have had, and have my Peers ; 
Poets, though divine, are Men : 
Some have lov'd as old agen. 

And it is not always Face, 

Clothes, or Fortune gives the grace ; 
Or the Feature, or the Youth : 
But the Language, and the Truth, 
With the Ardor, and the Paflion, 
Gives the Lover weight, and faſhion. 
If you then will read the Story, 
Firſt, prepare you to be ſorry, 

That you never knew till now, 
Either whom to love, or how : 

But be gtad, as ſoon with me, 
When you know that this is ſhz, 
Of whoſe Beauty it was ſung, 

She ſhall make the old Man young. 
Keep the middle Age at ſtay, 
And lct nothing high decay, 

Till ſhe be the reaton why, 

All the World for Love may die. 


I. 
How be ſaw her. 


Beheld her, on a Day, 

When her look out-flouriſhe May : 
And her drefling did out-brave 
All the Pride che Fields then have : 
Far I was from being ſtupid, 
For I ran and call'd on Cyp:d, 


—_— 


-_—_ 


Love, if thou wilt ever ſee 

Mark of glory, come with me; 
Where's thy Quiver ? bend thy Bow : 
Here's a Shaft, thou art too flow ' 
And (withal) 1did untie 

Every Cloud about his Eye ; 

Bur, he had not gain'd his fighe 
Sooner than he loſt his Might, 

Or his Courage 3 for away 

Strait he ran, and durſt not ſtay, 
Letting Bow and Arrow fall : 

Nor tor any Threat, or Call, 

Could be brought once back to look, 
I took-hardy, there up rook 

Both the Arrow he had quit, 

And the Bow , which thought to hiet 
This) my Obje& : But ſhe threw 
Such a Lightning ( as I drew ) 

At my Face, that cook my Sight, 
And my Motion from me qaice ; 

So that there, I ſtood a Stone, 
Mock'd of all ; and call'd of one 

( Which with grief and wrath I heard ) 
Cupid's Statue with a Beard ; 

Or elſe one that plaid his Ape, 

In a Hereules his dupe. 


I11. 
IWhat be ſuffered. 


AR many ſcorns like chelſe, 
Which the prouder 'Beaacies pleale ; 
She content was to reſtore 

Eyes and Limbs, to hurt me more, 
And would on. Conditions, be 
Reconcil'd to Love, and me. 

Firſt, that 1 mult —_— _ 
Both the Bow, and ſhaft d 
Unto her ; which Love mighe take 
At her Hand, with Oath, to make 
Me, the of his next draughe 
Aimed, with that ſelf-ſame Shatt : 
He no ſooner heard the Law, 

But the Arrow home did draw, 
And (to gain her by his Art ) 

Left it ſticking in my Heart : 
Which when the beheld to bleed, 
She repented of the deed, 

And would fain have chang'd the fate, 
But the pity comes too late. 
Loofſer-like, now, all my wreak 

Is, that I have leave to ſpeak. 

And in either Proſe, or Song, 

To revenge me with my Tongue, 
Which how Dexterouſly I do 

Hear and make Example too. 


IV. 
Her Triumph. 


EE the Chariot at Hand here of Love 
Wherein my Lady rideth ! 

Each that draws, is a Swan, or a Dove 

And well the Car Love guideth. 
As ſhe goes, all Hearts do duty 

Unto her Beauty, 
And enamour'd, do wiſh, fo they mighe 
Bur enjoy ſuch a ſight ; 

That they ſtill were to run by her ſide, 
Through Swords, through Seas, whither ſhe would ride. 
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Do but look on her Eyes, they do light 
All that Loves World compriſeth! 
Do but look on her Hair, it is bright 
As Loves Star when it riſeth ! 
Do but mark, her Forchead's ſmoother 
Than words that footh her ! 
And from her arched Brows, ſuch a Grace 


Sheds it ſelf through the face, 


| As alone there triumphs to the life 
AllcheGain, all the Good ofthe Elements ſtrife. 


Have you ſeen but a bright Lily grow, 
Before rude hands have touck'd it ? 
Ha' you mark'd but the fall o' the Snow 
Before the Soyl hath ſmutch'd it ? 
Ha' you felt the Wooll of Bever ? 
Or Swans Down ever ? 
Or have ſmelt o' the Bud of the Briar? 
Or the Nard in thefire ? 
Or have taſted the Bag of the Bee ? 
O ſo white! O fo ſoft! O fo fweet is ſhe: 


V 
Hw Diſcourſe with Cupid. 


Obleſt Charz, you that are 
Both my Fortune, and my Star ! 
And do govern more my Blood, 
Than the various Moon the Flood: 
Hear, what late diſcourſe of you, 
Love and I have had; and crue. 
*Mongſt my Muſcs finding me, 
Where he chanc' your Name to ſec 
Set, and to this ſofter Strain 3 
Sure, ſaid he, if I have Brain, 
This here ſung, can be no other, 
By deſcription, but my Mother ! 
So hath Homer prais'd her Hair ; 
So Anacreon drawn the Air 
Of her Face, and made to riſe 
Juſt about her ſparkling Eyes, 
Both her Brows bent like my Bow. 
By her Looks I do her know, 
Which you call my Shatts. And ſee! 
Such my Mothers Bluſhes be, 
As the Bath your Verſe diſcloſes 
In her Cheeks of Milk and Roſes ; 
Such as oft I wanton in ? 
And, above her even Chin, 
Have you plac'd the Bank of Kiiles, 
Where you ſay, Men gather Bliſles, 
Rip'ned with a breath more ſweet, 
Than when Flowers, and Welt-winds meet. 
Nay, her white and poliſh'd Neck, 
With the Lace that doth it deck, 
Is my Mothers! Hearts of flain 
Lovers, made into a Chain! 
And between each riſing Breaſt, 
Lies the Valley, call'd my Neſt, 
Where I fit and proyn my Wings 
Afﬀeer flight; and put new ſtings 
To my Shafts | Her very Name, 


Witch my Mothers, is the ſame. 
I confels all, I reply*d, 
And che Glaſs hangs by her (ide, 


And the Girete *bout her waſte, 
All is VYenas , fave unchaſlte. 

But alas, thou ſceſt the leaſt 

Of her good, who is the beſt 

Of her Sex : But could it chou, Love, 
Call to mind the Forms that ſtrove 
For the Apple, and thoſe three 
Make in one, the ſame were ſhe. 


For this Beauty yet doth hide, 
Something more than thou haſt ſpi'd. 
Outward Grace weak Love beguile 
She is Venzs, when ſhe ſmiles; 

But ſhe's Funo, when ſhe walks, 

And Minerva, when ſhe talks. 


VL 
Claiming a Second Kiſs by Deſert. 


ym gueſs, and do not miſs, 
Since I drew a Morning Kifs 
From your Lips, and ſuck'd an air 
Thence, as ſweet, as you are fair. 

What my Muſe and I have done : 

Whether we have loſt, or won, 
It by us, the odds were laid, 
That the Bride (allow'd a Maid) 
Look'd not half fo freſh and fair, 
With th* advantage of her Hair, 
And her Jewels, to the view 

Of tþ' Aſſembly, as did you ! 

Or, thatdid you fit, or walk, 
You were more the Eye, and talk 
Of che Court, to day, than all 
Elſe that gliſter'd in bite-balls | 
SO, as thoſe that had your ſight, 
Wiſhe the Bride were chang'd to Night. 
And did think ſuch Rites were due 
To no other Grace but you! 

Or, if youdid move to Night 
In the Dances, with what {ps he 
Ot your Peers, you were be kf 
That at every Motion ſwell'd 
SO to ſee a Lady tread, 

As might all the Graces lead, 

And was worthy (being ſo ſeen) 

To be envi'd of the Queen. 

Or if you would yet have ſtay'd, 
Whether any would up-braid 

To himlelf his loſs of Time ; 

Or have charg'd his ſight of Crime, 
To have lete all ſight for you. 

Gueſs of theſe, which is the true; 
And, it ſuch a Verſe as this, 

May not claim another Kits. 


VIL 
Begging another, on colour of mending 
the former. 


r Loves-ſake, kiſs me once again, 
I long, and ſhould not beg in vain, 
Here's none to ſpy, or ſee; 
Why do you doubt, or ſtay ? 
P11 taſte as lightly as the Bee, 
That doth but couch his Flower, and flies away. 
Once more, and (faith) I will be gone, 
Can he that loves, ask leſs than one ? 
Nay, you may err in this, 
and all your Bounty wrong : 
This could be call'd bur half a Kits. 
What we 're but once to do, we (hould do long, 
I will but mend the laſt and tell 
"—_ how it __ = reliſh'd well ; 
oyn Lipto Lip, a : 
Each fuck ——_ bon, 
And whilſt our Tongues perplexed lie, 
Let who will think us dead, or wiſh our death. 
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VIII. 
Urging ber of « Promiſe. 


Hars one day in difcourſe 
Had of Love, and of his force, 

Lightly promis'd, ſhe would tell 
What a Man ſhe could love well : 
And that promiſe ſet on fire 
All that heard her, with deſire. 
With the reſt, 1 long expected, 
When the work would be effected: 
But we find chat cold delay, 
And Excuſe ſpun every day, 
As, until ſhe tell her one, 
We all fear, ſhe loveth none. 
Therefore, Chars, you muſt do't, 
For I will ſo urge you to'r, 
You ſhall neither eat, nor ſleep, 
No, nor forth your Window pcep, 
With your Emiſlary Eye, 
To fetch in the Forms go by : 
And pronounce, which Band or Lace, 
Better fits him than his Face ; 
Nay, I will not let you fic 
'Fore your Idol Glaſs a whit, 
To ſay over every purl 
There; or to reform a curl ; 
Or with Secretary Sx 
To conſult, if Faczs this 
Be as good, as was the laſt : 
All your ſweet of Life is paſt, 
Make accompr, unleſs you can, 
(And that quickly) ſpeak your Man. 


IX. 
Her man deſcribed by ber own Diftamen. 


F your Trouble, Ben, to eaſe me, 
[ will tell what Man would pleaſe me. 
I would have him, if I could, 
Noble 3 or of greater Blood : 
Titles, I confeſs, do take me ; 
And a Woman God did make me, 
French to boo, at leaſt in faſhion, 
And his Manners of that Nation. 
Young F ld have him too, and fair, 
Yera Man; with criſped Hair, 
Caſt in thouſand Snares and Rings, 
For Love's Fingers, and his Wings : 
Cheſnut Colour, or more ſlack 
Gold, upon a Ground of Black. 
Venus and Minerva's Eyes, 
For he muſt look wanton-wiſe. 
Eye-brows bent, like Cupid's Bow, 
Front, an ample Field of Snow z 
Even Noſe, and Cheek, (withal) 
Smooth as is the Billiard Ball : 
Chin as woolly as the Peach ; 
And his Lip ſhould kifting teach, 
Till he cheriſh'd too much Beard, 
And make Love or me afcard,. 
He would have a Hand as ſoit 
As the Down, and ſhew it oft; 
Skin as ſmooth as any Ruſh, 
And fo thin to ſee a Bluſh 
Riting through it, e're it came; 
All his Blood ſhould be a Flame, 
Quickly fir'd, as in beginners 
In Loves School, and yet no ſinners. 
'Twere too long to ſpeak of all, 
What we Harmony do call, 
Ja a body ſhould be there. 
Well he ſhould his Clothes to wear ; 


| Yet no Taylor help co make him 
Dreſt, youſt 

And not think h' had eat a Stake, 
Or were ſet up in a Brake. 


ill for Man ſhould cake him, 


Valiant he ſhould be as fire, 


Shewing danger more than Ire. 
Bounteous as the Clouds to Earth, 
And as honeſt as his Birth. 

All his Actions to be ſuch, 

As to do nothing too much. 

Nor o'er-praiſe, nor yet condem ; 
Nor out-value, nor contemn ; 

Nor do Wrongs, nor Wrongs receive ; 
Nor tie Knots, nor Knots unweave ; 


And from baſenels to be free, 


As he durſt love Truth and Me. 


Such a Man, with every part, 


I could give my very Heart ; 
Bur of one, if ſhort he came, 
I can reſt me where I am. 


X. 
Anatber Ladies Exception, preſent at the 
bearing. 


r his Mind, I donot care, 

That's a Toy that I could ſpare: 
Ler his Title be but great, 
His Clothes rich, and Band fit neat, 
Himſelf young, and Face be good, 
AIl I wiſh is underſtood. 
What you pleaſe, you parts may call, 
'Tis one good part I'd lie withal. 


The Muſical Strife : In a Paſtoral 


Dialogue. 
She. 


Ome, with our Voices, He Ww war, 
And challenge all the Sphears 
Till each of ms be made a Star, 
Lnd all the World turn Ears. 


He 


At ſnch a Call, what Beat or Fowl, 
Of Reaſon empty is ! 

What Tree or Stone doth want @ Soul ? 
What Man but mu#t loſe bis ? 


She. 


Mix then your Notes, that we may prove 
To #tay the running Floods ? F: 
To make the Mountam Quarries move ? 

And call the walking Woods ? 


He. 
What need of me ? do you but fing 
Sleep, and the Grave will wake : 
No Tunes are ſweet, nor Words have ſting, 
But what thoſe Lips do make. 


She. 
They ſay, thdngels mark each Deed, 


Lind exerci , 
And out of imward Pleaſure feed 
On what they viewing know. 


He. 
O ſing not you then, leſt the be 
of Angels ſhould be fake 
To fall agam; at ſuch a Feaſt, 
Miſt aking Earth for Heaven, 
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She. 
Nay, rather both our Souls be ſtrain'd 
To meet their bigh Deſire; 
So they in State of Grace retain'd, 
May wiſh us of their Quire. 


A SONG. 


O*” do not wanton with thoſe Eyer, 
Leſt I be ſick with ſeeing ; 
Nor caſt them down, but let them riſe, 
Leſt Shame deſtroy their being. 
O, be not angry with thoſe fires; 
For then their Threats will kill me : 
Nor look too kind on my deſires, 
For then my Hopes will ſpill me, 
O, do not teep them in thy Tears 1 
For ſo will Sorrow ſlay me 
Nor ſpread them as diſtratt with fears ; 
Mime own enough betray me. 


In the Perſon of Woman kind. 
A SONG Apologetick. 
M5; if you love us, play no more 


The Fools, or Tyrants with your Friends, 
To make us ſtill ſing o'er and ver, 
Our owy falſe Praiſes, for your Ends : 
We ow both Wits, and Fancies too, 
Anll if we muit, let's ſing of you. 


Nor do we doubt, but that we can, 
If we would ſearch with care and pain, 
Find ſome one good, in ſome one Man ; 
$0 poing thorow all your Strain, 
We Tall at laſt, of parcels make 
One good enough for a Songs ſake. 


And as a cunning Painter takes 
In any curious Piece you ſee 
More pleaſure while the thing be makes, 
Than when 'tis made, why, ſo will we. 
And having pleas'd our Art, we'll try 
To make a new, and bang that by. 


Another, 


In Defence of their Inconſtancy. 


A SONG. 


Hs: wp thoſe dull, and ewviows Fools 
That talk abroad of Womans change, 
We were not bred to ſit on Stools, 
Our proper Vertue u to range : 
Take that away, you take our Lives, 
We are no Women then, but Wires. 


Such as in Valour would excel, 
Do change, though Man, and often fight, 
It bich we m Love muſt do as well, 
If-rver we will love aright. 
The frequent varying of the Deed, 
Is that which doth Perfettion breed. 


Nor u't Inconſtancy to change 
For what « better, or to make 
( By ſearching) what before was ſtrange, 
Familiar, for the uſes ſake : 
The good, from bad, u not d: == 


But as tus often ext and tri'd. 


s 


| 


And this Profe a Store 
In Love, doth not alone help forth 
Our Pleaſure; but preſeryes us more 
From being forſaken, than doth worth : 
For were the wortbieft Woman curſt 
To leve one Man, he'd leave ber firſt. 


A Nymphs Paſſion, 


Love,.and he loves me again, 
Yet dare I not tell who 
For if the Nymphs ſhould know my Swain, 
I tear they'd love him too ; 
Yer if it be not known, 
The Pleaſure is as good as none, 
For that's a narrow Joy is but our own. 


III tell, that if they be nor glad, 
They yet may envy me: 
But then if 1 grow jealous mad, 
And of them piticd be, 
It were a plague 'bove Scorn, 
And yet it cannot be forborn, 
Unleſs my heart would as my thought be torn. 


He is, if they can find him, fair, 
And freſh and fragrant too, 
As Summers Sky, or purged Air, 
And looks as Lilies do, 
That are this Morning blown ; 
Yet, yet I doubt he is not known, 
And fear much more, that more of him be ſhown. 


But he hath Eyes fo round, and bright, 
As make away my doubt, 
Where Love may all his Torches light, 
Though Hate had put them out : 
Bur then © increaſe my fears, 
What Nymph ſoc'er his Voice but hears, 
Will be my Rival, though ſhe have but Ears. 


I'll tell no more, and yet I love, 
And he loves me; yet no 


One unbecoming thought doth move 


From either Heart, 1 know ; 
But ſo exempt from blame, 
As it would be to each a Fame : 
If Love, or Fear, would let me tell his Name. 


The Hour-Glaſs. 


O but conſider this ſmall Duſt, 
Here running in the Glaſs, 
By Atomes mov'd ; 
Could you believe, that this 
The Body was 
Of one that lov'd? 

And in his Mrs. Flame, playing like a Fly, 
Turn'd to Cinders by her Eye? 
Yes; and in Death, as Lite unbleſt, 

To have't expreſt, 
Even aſhes of Lovers find no reſt. | 


My Pifture left in Scotland. 


Now think, Love is rather deaf than blind, 
I For elſe it could _ be, 


t ſhe, 
Whom I adore ſo much, ſhould fo flight me, 
And caſt my Love behind : 


I'm 
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I'm ſure my Language to her, was as ſweet, 
And erery cloſe did meet 
In Sentence, of as fubtil Feet, 
As hath the youngeſt He, 
That ſits in ſhadow of Apollo's Tree. 
Oh, but my conſcious Fears, 
That fly my thoughts between, 
Tell me that ſhe hath ſeen 
My Hundreds of Gray Hairs, 
Told Seven and Forty Years. 
Read ſo much walte, as ſhe cannot embrace 
My Mountain Belly, and my Rocky Face, 
And all theſe through her Eyes, have ſtopt her Ears. 


Againſt Jealouſre. 


Retched and fooliſh Jealouſie, 
How cam'ſt thou thus to enter me? 
I ne'er was of thy kind : 
Nor have I yet the narrow Mind 
To vent that poor deſire, 
That others ſhould not warm them at my fire : 
I wiſh the Sun ſhould ſhine 
On all Mens Fruits and Flowers,as well as mine. 


But under the Diſguiſe of Love, 

Thou ſay 'ſt, thou only canv'it to prove 
What my affe&ions were. 

Think'ſ thou that Love is help'd by Fear ? 

Go, get thee quickly forth 

Loves ſickneſs, and his noted want of worth, 
Seck doubting Men to pleaſe, 

I n&er will owe my Health to a Diſcaſe. 


The Dream, 


R Scorn, or pity on me take, 
I muſt the trae Relation make, 
I am undone to Night : 

Love in a ſubrit Dream diſguis'd, 

Hath both my Heart and me furpris'd, 
Whom never yet he durſt attempt © awake; 
Nor will he tell me for whoſe ſake 

He did me the Delight, 
Or Spight, 
But leaves me to inquire, 
In all my wild defire 
Of ſleep again , who was his aid, 
And fleep ſoguilty and afraid, 
As fince he dares not come within my ſight. 


An Epitaph on Maſter VixcexT Corser. 
T Have my Picty too, which could 
It vent it felf, but as it would, 
Would ſay as much,as both have done. 
Before me here, the Friend and Son : 
For I both loſt a Friend and Father, 
Of him whole bones this Grave doth gather : 
Dear Vincent Corbet, who fo long 
Had wreſtled with Diſeaſes ſtrong, 
That though they did poſſeſs cach Limb, 
Yet he broke them, e're they could him : 
With the juſt Canon of his Lite, 
A Life that knew nor Noiſe, nor Strife: 
But was by ſweetning ſo his Will, 
All Order and Diſpolure, ſtill 
His Mind as pure, and neatly kept, 
As were his Nourceries, and ſwept 
So of Uncleannefs, or Offence, 
That never came ill odour thence! 


And add his Actions unto theſe, 
They were as ſpecious as his Trees. 

"Tis true, he could not reprehend 

His very Manners, taught t' amend, 

They were ſoeven, grave, and holy ; 
No Stubbornnefſs fo tiff, nor Folly 

To licenſe ever was ſo light, » 

As twice to treſpaſs in his ſight : 

His Looks would fo correct it, when 
Ir chid the Vice, yet not the Men. 

Much from him, 1 profeſs, .I won, 

And more, and more, I ſhould have done, 
But that I underſtood him ſcant, 
Now I conceive him by my wane ; 

And pray who ſhall my ſorrows read, 

That they for me their Tears will ſhed; 
For truly, ſince he left to be, 

I teel, I'm rather dead than he ! 


Reader, whoſe Life, and Name, did &'er become 
An Epitaph, deſerv'd a Tomb : 

Nor wants it here through Penury, or Sloth, 
Who makes the one, fo 't be firſt, makes borh. * 


An Epiſtle to Sir EovwarD SacKvils, now 
Earl of Doxzsser, 


F Sackvile, all that have the power to do 
Great and good Turns, as well could time them too, 
And knew their how, and where: we ſhould have then 
Leſs liſt of proud, hard, or ingrateful Men. 
For benefits are ow'd with the ſame Mind 
As they are done, and ſuch Returns they find : 
You then whoſe Will not only, but Detire 
To ſuccour my Neceflitics, took fire, 
Not at my Prayers, but your Senſe ; which laid 
The way to meet, what others would upbraid ; 
And in the AR did ſo my bluſh prevent, 
As I did feel it done, as foon as meant : 
You cannot doubt, but I who freely know 
This Good from you, as freely will it owe; 
And though my Fortune humble me, to take 
The ſmalleſt Courtefies with Thanks, I make 
Yet choice from whom I take them; and would ſhame 
To have ſuch do me good, I durſc not name ; 
They are the nobleſt | _ and ſink 
Deepeſt in Man, of which when he doth think, 
The Memory delights him more, from whom 
Then what he hath receiv'd. Gifts ſtink from ſome ; 
They are ſo long a coming, and fo hard, 
Where any Deed is forc't, the Grace is marr'd. 
- Can I owe Thanks tor Cecurtehies receiv'd 
Againſt his Will chat does 'em ? That hath weav'd 
Excuſes, or Delays? or done 'em ſcant, 
That they have more oppreſt me than my want ? 
Or if he did it not to —_ me, 
But by meer Chance ? for Intereſt ? or to free 
Himſelf of farther trouble, or the weighe 
Of preſſure, like one taken in a ſtreight ? 
All this corrupts the thanks, lefs hath he won, 
That puts it in his Debt-book ere't be done ; 
Or that doth found a Trumpet, and doth call 
His Grooms to witneſs ; or elſe lets it fall 
In that proud manner; as a good fo gain'd, 
Muſt make me ſad for what I have obtain'd. 
No! Gifts and Thanks ſhould have one cheerful Face, 
So each that's done, and tane, becomes a Brace. 
He neither gives, or do's, that doth delay 
A Benefit : or that doth throw't away, 
No more than he doth thank, that will receive 
Nought but in corners, and is loth tolcave, 
Leſt Air, or Print, but flies it : Such Men would 
Run from the Conſcience of it, if they could. 
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| As Thave ſeen ſome Infants of the Sword Ride, fail, am coach'd, know I how farT have gone. 
Well known, and practis'd Borrowers on their Word, And my Minds Motion not? or have I none : 
Give thanks by ſtealth, and whiſpering in the Ear, No ! he muſt feel and know, that I will advance. 


For what they ſtraight would to the World forſwear; | Men have been great, but never good by chance, 
And ſpeaking worſt of thoſe, from whom they went Or on the ſudden. Ir were ſtrange, that he 


Buc then, fiſt-fill'd, to put me off the ſcent. Who was this Morning ſuch a one, ſhould be if 
Now dam” me, Sir, if you ſhall not command S34ney ere Night? or that did go to bed db 
My Sword ('tis but a poor Sword underſtand) Coriar, ſhould rife the moſt ſufficient Head * 
As far as any poor Sword i” the Land ; Of Chriſtendom ? And neither of theſe know, C4 
Then turning unto him is next at hand, Were the Rack offer'd them, how they came fo: I: 
Dam's whom he damn'd too, is the verieſt Gull, "Tis by degrees that Men arrive at glad bit 
H'as Feathers, and will ſerve a Man to pull. Profit, in ought each day fome little add, ie 
Are they not worthy to be anſwer'd fo, In time twill be a heap: This is not true 1 
That to ſuch Natures let their full Hands flow, Alone in Money, but in Manners too. | 
And ſeek not wants to ſuccour : but enquire, Yet we muſt more than move ſtill, or go on, 
Like Money-brokers, after Names, and hire We mult accompliſh: *Tis the laſt Key-ſtone q 
Their bounties forth, to him that laft was made, That makesthe Arch the reſt chat there were pur i 
Or ftands to be'n Commiſlion o' the Blade ? Are nothing till that comes to bind and ſhur. ls 
Still, ſtill che Hunters of falſe Fame apply Then ſtands it a triumphal Mark ! then Men 4d 
Their Thoughts and Means to making loud the Cry : | Obſerve the ſtrength, the height, the why, and when, 
But one is bicten by the Dog he ted, It was erected ; and till walking under, 
And hurt, fecks Cure ; the Surgeon bids, take bread, Meer ſome new Matter to look up and wonder ! 
And Spungelike, with it dry up the blood quite ; Such Notes are Vertuous Men ! they live as faſt 
Then give itto the Hound that did him bite: As they are high; are rooted, and will laſt. 
WW Pardon, ſays he, that were a way to fee They need no Stiles, nor riſe upon their Toes, 
All the Town-Curs take each their ſnatch at me. As it they would belie their ſtature; thoſe 
O, isit ſo? knows he ſo much ? and will Are Dwarts of Honour, and have neither weight 
Feed thoſe, at whom the Table points at ſtill ? Nor faſhion, if they chance aſpire to height, 
I not deny it, but to help the need 'Tis like light Canes, char firlt rife big and brave, 
" Of any, is a Great and Generous Deed : Shooe forth in ſmooth and comely ſpaces ; kave 
, Yea, of th' ingrateful : and he forth muſt tell Bur few and fair Diviſions: but being got 
Many a Pound, and Piece will pace one well; Aloft, y=_w leſs and ftreightned ; full of Knot. 
But theſe Men ever want : their very Trade And laſt, go out in nothing : You that ſee 
Is borrowing ; that but ſtopt, they do invade Their difterence, cannot chuſe which you will be, 
All as their Prize, turn Pyrates here at Land, You know (wichout my flatt'ring you) roo much 
Ha' their Bermudas, and their Srreights i' the Strand : For me to be your Indice. Keep you ſuch, 
Man out of their Boats to th' Temple, and not ſhite That I may love your Perſon (as I do) | 
Now, but command ; make Tribute what was Gitt ; Without your Gitr, though I canrate that too, 
And it is paid 'em with a trembling Zeal, By thanking thus the Courtetie to lite, 
And Superſticion, I dare ſcarce reveal, Which you will bury, but therein, the ſtrife 
If it were clear ; but being ſoin Cloud May grow fo great to be Example, when 
Carried and wrapt, I only am alow'd (As their true Rule or Lefſon) either Men 
My Wonder! Why ? the taking a Clown's Purſe, Donnor's or Donnee*s to their practice ſhall 
ame Or robbing the poor Market-folks, ſhould nurſe Find you to reckon nothing, me owe all. 
_ a —_— __ in the Breaſts 
f our Town-Gallantry | or why there reſts | 
Such Worſhip due to kicking of G Punck ! An Epiſtle to Maiter Jon N SELDEN, 
Or ſwaggering with the Watch, or Drawer drunk ; 
' Or feats of Darkneſs ated in Mid-Sun, Know to whom I write here, I am ſure, 
y And told of with more Licenſe than th' were done! Though I am ſhort, I cannot be obſcure : 
Sure there is Myſtery in it, I not know Leſs ſhall I for the Art or Drefling care, 
That Men ſuch Reverence to ſuch ations ſhow ! Truth, and the Graces beſt, when naked are. 
And almoſt Deifie th2 Authors ! make Your Book, my Selden, I have read, and much 
Loud Sacrifice of Drink, for their Healths-fake : Was truſted, that you thought my Judgmene ſuch 
Rear Suppersin their Names! and ſpend whole Nights | To ask it : Though in molt of Works it be 
Unto their Praiſe, in certain ſwearing Rites: A Penance, where a Man may not be free. 
Cannot a Man be reck'ned in the State Rather than Office, when it doth, or may 
Ot Valour, but at this Idolatrous rate ? Chance that the Friends affeion proves allay 
, 1 chought that Forticude had been a mean Unto the Cenſure. Yours all need doth fly 
"Twixt Fear and Raſhneſs;z not a Luſt obſcene, Of this ſo Vicious Humaaity. 
Or appetite of offending, but a Skill, Than which there is not unto Study, a more 
Or Science of a diſcerning Good and LIl. Pernicious Enemy, we ſee before 
And you, Sir, know it well, to whom I write, A _ of Books, even good Judgments wound 
That with theſe Mixtures we put out her Light, Themſelves through favouring what is there not found : 
Her Ends are Honeſty, and Publick Good ! Bue I on yours far otherwiſe ſhall do, 
I And where they want, ſhe is not underſtood. Not fly the Crime, bur the Suſpicion too: 
No more are theſe of us, let them then go, Though I confeſs (asevery Muſe hath errd, 
[ have che liſt of mine own Faults to know, And mine not leaſt) I have too oft preferr'd 
Look too and cure : He's not a Man hath none, Men paſt their terms, and prais'd ſome Names too muck, 
But like to be, that every day mends one, But *rwas with purpoſe to have made them ſuch, 
And feels it : Elſe he tarries by the Beaſt: Since being deceiv'd, I turn a ſharper Eye 
Can I diſcern how Shadows are decrealt, Upon my elf, and ask to whom ? and why ? 
Or grown ; by height or lowneſs of the Sun? And what I write? and vex it many days 
As And can 1 lels of Subſtance? when I run, Before Men get a Verſe ; much leſs a Praiſe: 
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So that my Reader is afſur'd, I now 
Mean what I ſpeak, and ſtill will keep that Vow, 
Stand forth my Object, then, you that have been 
Ever at home; yet have all Countries ſeen : 
And like a Compaſs, keeping one Foot (till 
Upon your Center, do your Circle fill 
Of general Knowledge; watch'd Men, Manners too, 
Heard what times paſt have ſaid, ſeen what ours do: 
Which Grace ſhall I make love to firſt ? your Skill, 
Or Faith in things ? or is't your Wealth and Will 
T' inſtruc and teach ? or your unweary'd pain 
Of Gathering ? Bounty in pouring out again ? 
What Fables have you vext! what Truth redeem'd'! 
Antiquities ſearch'd ! Opinions diſ-eſteem'd ! 
Impoſtures branded, and Authorities urg'd, 
What Blots and Errors have you watch'd and purg'd 
Records and Authors of ! how re&ihed, 
Times, Manners, Cuſtoms! Innovations ſpied ! 
Sought out the Fountains, Sources, Creeks, Paths, Ways, 
And noted the Beginnings and Decays ! 
Where is that Nominal Mark, or Real Rite, 
Form, A& or Enfign, that hath ſcap'd your light? 
How are Traditions there examin'd | how 
ConjeRures retreiv'd ! and a Story now 
And then of Times (beſides the bare Condut 
Of what it tells us) weav'd in to inſtru. 
] wonder'd at the Richnelſs, but am loſt, 
To ſee the Workmanſhip ſo *xceed the Coſt ! 
To mark the excellent ſeas'ning of your Stile ! 
And Manly Elocution, not one while 
With Horror rough, then rioting with Wit! 
But to the Subje& ſtill che Colours fir, 
In ſharpneſs of all Search, wiſdom of Choice, 
Newnelſs of Senſe, Antiquity of Voice ! 

I yeild, I yeild, the matter of your Praiſe 
Flows in upon me, and I cannot raiſe 
A bank againſt it. Nothing but the round 
Large claſp of Nature, ſuch a Wit can bound 
Monarch in Letters! *Mongſt thy Titles ſhown 
Of others Honours, thus, enjoy their own, 
I firſt ſalute thee ſoz and gratulate 
With that thy Stile, thy keeping of thy State; 
In offering this thy work to no great Name, 
That would, perhaps, have prais'd, and thank'd theſame, 
But noughe beyond. He thou haſt given it to, « 
Thy Learned Chamber-fellow, knows to do 
It true reſpects. He will not only love 
Embrace and cheriſh 3 but he can approve 
And eſtimate thy Pains; as having wrought 
In the ſame Mines of Knowledge; and thence brought 
Humanity enough to be a Friend, 
And ſtrength to be a Champion, and defend 
Thy Gift *gainſt envy. O how I do count 
Among my comings in, and ſee it mount 
The Grain of your Two Friendſhips | Hayward and 
Selden ' Two Names that fo much underſtand ! 
On whom I could cake up, and ne'er abuſe 
The Credit, what would furniſh a tenth Muſe ! 
But here's no time, nor place, my Wealth to cell, 
You both arc modeſt. So am I. Farewel. 


An Epiſtle to a Friend, to perſwade him to 


the Wars. 


Wits Friend, from forth thy Lethargy : the Drum 
Beats brave, and loud in Exrope, and bids come 

All that dare rowle : or are not loth to quit 

Their vitious Eaſe, and be o'erwhelm'd with ir. 

It is a call to keep the Spirits alive 

That gaſp for a&ion, and would yet revive 

Man's buried Honour, in his ſleepy Life : 

Quickning dead Nature, to her nobleſt ftrite. 


All other a&s of Worldlings are but coil 

In dreams, begun in hope, and end in ſpoil, 
Look on th' ambitious Man, and fee him nurſe 
His unjuſt hopes, with praiſes begg'd, or (worſe) 
Boughe Flatreries, the iſſue of his Purſe, 

Till he become both their, and his own Curſe! 
Look on the falſe, and cunning Man, that loves 
No perſon, noris lov'd: what ways he proves 
To gain upon his belly ; and at laſt 

Cruſh'd in the Snaky Brakes, that he had paſt ! 
See the grave, ſower, and ſupercilious Sir, 

In outward Face, but inward, light as Fur, 

Or Feathers : lay his Fortune out to ſhow, 

Till Envy wound, or maim it at a blow ! 

See him that's call'd, and thought the happieſt Man, 
Honour'd at once, and envy'd (if it can 

Be, Honour is ſo mixt) by ſuch as would 

For all their ſpight, be like him, if they could : 
No part or corner Man can look upon, 

But there are Objects bid him to be gone 

As far as he can fly, or follow Day, 

Rather than here fo bogg'd in Vices ſtay, 


The whole World here leaven'd with neſs ſwells ? 
And being a thing blown out of nought, rebels 
Againſt his Maker 3 high alone with Weeds, 


And impious Rankneſs of all Secs and Seeds : 
Not to be check'd, or frighted now with Fate, 
But more licentious made, and deſperate ! 

Our Delicacics are grown capital, 

And even our Sports are Dangers! what we call 
Friendſhip is now mask'd Hatred! Juſtice fled, 
And Shamefac'dneſs —_— ! All Laws dead 


That kept Man living ! Pleaſures only ſought ! 
Honour and Honeſty, as poor things thoughe 
As they are made ! Pride and ſtiff Clownage tmixt 


To make up Greatneſs ! and Mans whole good fix'd 
In Bravery, or Gluttony, or Coyn, 
All which he makes the Servants of the Groin, 
Thicher it flaws, how much did Srallion ſpend 
To have his Court-bred-filly there commend 
His Lace and Starch: And fall upon her back 
In admiration, fſtretch'd upon the Rack 
Of Luſt, co his rich Suic and Title, Lord ? 
I, that'sa Charm and halt ! She muſt afford 
That all Reſpe& 3 She muſt lie down : Nay, more, 
"Tis there Civility to be a Whore ; 
He's one of Blood and Faſhion ! and with theſe 
The Bravery makes, ſhe can no Honour leeſe 
To do'r with Cloth, or Stuffs, Luſts Name might merit 
With Velvet, Pluſh, and Tiflues, it is Spirit. 
O, theſe ſo ignorant Monſters ! light, as proud, 
Who can d their Manners, and not Clowd- 
Like upon them lighten ? It Nature could 
Not make a Verſe, Anger or Laughter would, 
To ſee *em aye diſcourſing with their Glaſs, 
How they may make ſome one that day an Afs, 
Planting cheir Purls, and Curls, ſpread forth like Net, 
And every Drefling for a Pitfall fer 
To catch the Fleſh in, and to pound a Prick 
Be at their Viſits, ſee *em ſqueamitlh, lick, 
Ready to caſt at one, whoſe Band firs ill, 
And then leap mad on a neat Pickardill ; 
As if a Brize were gotten 7 their Tail, 
And firk, and jerk, and tor the Coach man rail, 
And jealous each of other, yet think long 
To be abroad, chanting ſome bawdy Song, 
And laugh, and meaſure Thighs, then ſqueak, ſpring, itch, 
Do all the Tricks of a faut Lady Bitch ; 
For Cother Pound of Sweer-meats, he ſhall feel 
That pays, or what he will. The Dame is Steel ; 
For hes with her young Company ſhe'll enter, 
Where Pittes, or Wright, or Modet would not venter, 
And comes by theſe Degrees the Stile ct inherit, 
Of Woman of Faſhion, and a Lady of Spirit : 
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Nor isthe Title queſtion'd with our proud, 
Great, brave, and faſhion'd folk, theſe are allow'd 
Adulteries now, are notſo hid, or ſtrange, 
They're grown Commodity upon Exchange ; 
He that will follow but another's Wife, 
Is lov'd, though he let out his own for lite : 
The Husband now's call'd churliſh, or a poor 
Nature, that will not let his Wife be a Whore ; 
Or uſe all Arts, or haunt all Companies 
That may corrupt her, even in his Eyes. 
The Brother trades a Siſter ; and the Friend 
Lives to the Lord, but to the Ladies End. 
Leſs muſt not be thought on than Miſtris : or 
If it be thought, kill'd like her Embrions 3 for 
Whom no great Miſtris, hath as yet infam'd 
A Fellow of courſe Letchery, is nam'd 
The Servant of the Serving-Woman in ſcorn, 
Ne'er came totaſte the plenteous Marriage-Horn. 

Thus they do talk. And are theſe Objetts fir 
For Man to ſpend his Money on ? his Wir ? 
His Time? Health ? Soul ? Will he for theſe go throw 
Thoſe Thouſands on his Back, ſhall after blow 
His Body to the Counters, or the Fleet ? 
Is it for theſe that fine Man meets the Street 
Coach'd, or on Foot-cloth, thrice chang'd every day, 
To teach each Suit, he has the ready way 
From Hide-Park to the Stage, where at the laſt 
His dear and borrow'd Bravery he muſt caſt ? 
When not his Combs, his Curling. Irons, his Glaſs, 
Sweet Bags, ſweet Powders, nor ſweet Words will paſs 
For leſs Security ? O for theſe 
Is it that Man pulls on himſelf Diſeaſe ? 
Surfeit ? and Quarrel ? Drinks thetother Health ? 
Or by Damnation voids it? or by ſtealth ? 
What Fury of late is crept into our Feaſts ? 
What Honour given to the Drunkenneſt Gueſts ? 
What Reputation to bear one more? 
When oft the Bearer is borne out of Door ? 
This hath our ill-as'd Freedom, and ſoft Peace 
Brought on us, and will every Hour increaſe 
Our Vices, do not tarty in a place, 
But being in Motion ſtill (or rather in Race) 
Tilt one upon another, and now bear 
This way, now that, as if their number were 
More than themſelves, or than our Lives could take, 
But both fell preſt under the load they make. 

I'll bid thee look no more, but flee, flee Friend, 
This Precipice, and Rocks that have no end, 
Or ſide, but threatens Ruin. "The whole Day 
Is not enough now, but the Nights to play : 


And whilſt our States,Strength, Body,and Mind we waſte ; 


Go make our ſelves the Ulurers at a caſt. 

He that no more for Age, Cramps, Palſies, can 

Now uſe the Bones, we ſee doth hire a Man 

To take the Box up for him 3 and purſues 

The Dice with glaſſen Eyes, to the glad Viewers 

Of what he throws : Like Leechers grown content 

To be beholders, when their Powers are ſpent. 
Can we not leave this Worm ? or will we not ? 

E that the truer Excuſe ? or have we got 

In this, and like, an itch of Vanity, 

That ſcratching now's our beſt Felicity ? 

Well, let it go. Yet this is better than 

Toloſe the Forms, and Dignities of Men, 

To flatter my good Lord, and cry his Bowl 

Runs ſweetly, as it had his ip's Soul : 

Alchough, perhaps it has, what's to me, 

That may ſtand by, and hold my peace? will he 

When I am hoarſe, with praiſing his each Caſt, 

Give me but that again, that I muſt waſte 

In Sugar Candid, or in butter'd Beer, 

For the recovery of my Voice ? No, there 

Pardon his Lordſhip. Flattry's grown fo cheap 

With him, for he is followed with chat heap, 


| 


| 


That watch, and catch, at what they may applaud 

As a poor fingle Flatterer, without Bawd 

Is nothing, ſuch ſcarce Meat and Drink he'll give, 

Bur he that's both, and ſlave to both, ſhall live, 

And be belov'd, while the Whores laſt. O Times, 

Friend fly from hence, and let theſe kindled Rhimes, 

Light thee from Hell on Earth ; where Flatterers, Spies, 
ormers, Maſters both of Arts and Lies ; 

Lewd Slanderers, ſoft Whiſperers, that let blood 

The life, and Fame-Veins(yet not underſtood 

Of che poor Sufferers) where the envious, proud, 

Ambitious, faious, ſuperſtitious, loud 

Boaſters, and | my with the infinire more 

Przvaricators warm: Of which the Store, 

(Becauſe tare every where amongſt Mankind 

Spread through the World ) is caſter far to find, 


| Than once to number, or bring forth to hand, 


Though thou were Muſter- er of the Land. 
Go quit 'em all. And take along with thee, 
Thy crue Friends Wiſhes, Colby which ſhall be, 


That thine be juſt, and honeſt, that thy Deeds 

Not wound = Conſcience, when thy Body bleeds ; 
That thou dot all things more for Truth than Glory, 
And never but for doing Wrong be ſorry ; 

That by commanding firſt thy Tar thou mak'ſt 

Thy Perſon fit for any Charge thou tak'ſt, 

That Fortune never make thee to complain, 

But what ſhe gives, thou dar'ſt give her again : 

That whatſoever Face thy Fate puts on, 

Thou ſhrink, or ſtart not ; but be always one, 

Thar thou think nothing great, but what is good ; 
And trom that thought ſtrive to be underitood. 

So, live or dead, thou wilt preſerve a Fame 

Seill p—_ with the Odour of thy Name. 

And laſt, blaſpheme not, we did never hear 

Man thought the valianter, *cauſe hedurſt ſwear ; 

No more, than we ſhould think a Lord had had 

More Honour in him, *cauſe weave known him mad ; 
Theſe take, and now go ſeek thy peace in War, 

Who falls for love of God, ſhall riſe a Star. 


An Epitaph on Maſter PmiL1ie Gxarv. 


Reader, ſtay, 
And if I had no more to fay, 
Bur here doth lie cill che laſt Day, 
A —— Paitie GRar. 
t might thy patience richl : 
For if Gck den as he could die, 
What ſurety of Life havethou and I. 


Epiſtle to a Friend. 


TY are not, Sir, worſt Owers, that do pay 
Debrs when they can:good men may break their day; 
And yet the noble Nature never grudge, 

'Tis then a Crime, when the Ulurer is Judge, 
And he is not in Friendſhip. Nothing there 

Is done for Gain : If't be, *tis not fincere. 
Nor ſhould I at this time proteſted be, 

But chat ſome greater Names have broke with me, 
And their Words too 3 where I but break my Band, 

I add that (but) becauſe I underſtand 
That asthe leſſer breach : for he that takes 

Simply my Band, his truſt in me forſakes, 
And looks unto the Forfeit, If you be 

Now ſo much Friend, as you would truſt in me, 
Vencure a longer time, and willingly : 

All is not barren Land doth fallow lie: 
Some Grounds are made the richer for the Reſt ; 


And I will bring a Crop, if not the beſt. 
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An Elegy. 


An Beauty that did prompt me firſt to write, 
Now T—_ with thoſe means ſhe did invite : 
Did her perfe&ions call me on to gaze ! 
Then like, then love ; and now would they amaze ! 
Or was ſhe gracious afar off? but near 
A terror ? or is all this but my fear? 
That as the Water makes things, pur in't, ſtreight, 
Crooked appear ; fo that doth my conceit ; 
I can help that with boldneſs ; and Love ſwear, 
And Fortune once, t affiſt the Spirits that dare. 
But which ſhall lead me on ? both theſe are blind : 
Such Guides men uſe not, who their way would find. 
Except the way be error to thoſe ends : 
And then the beſt are ſtill, the blindeſt Friends ! 
Oh how a Lover may miſtake! to think, 
Or love, or fortune blind, when but wink 
To ſee men fear : or elſe for truth, and ſtate, 
Becauſe they would free Juſtice imitate, 
Vail their own Eyes, and would — yd 
Be brought by us to meet our Deſtiny, 
Tf it be thus ; Come Love, and Fortune go, 
PIl lead you on ; or if my fate will fo 
That 1 muſt ſend onefirſt, my Choice aſſigns, 
Love to my Heart, and Fortune to my Lines. 


An Elegy. 


Y thoſe bright Eyes, at whoſe immortal fires 
B Love lights his Torches to inflame deſires ; 
By that fair ſtand, your Forehead, whence he bends 

His double Bow, and round his Arrows ſends; 
By that tall Grove, your Hair, whoſe globy rings 
He flying curles and criſpeth with his Wings. 
By thoſe pure Bathes your either Cheek diſcloſes, 
Where he doth ſteep himſelf in Milk and Roſes 
And laſtly by your Lips, the bank of kiſſes, 
Where men at once my plant and gather bliſſes : 
Tell me ( my lov'd Fgjend ) do you love or no ? 
So well asI may tell in Verſe, *cis ſo? 
You bluſh, but do not : Friends are either none, 
(Though thzy may number bodies) or but one. 
Pl therefore ask no more, but bid you love, 
And fo that either may example prove 
Unto the other ; and live Patterns, how 
Others, in time may love, as we do now. 
Slip no occaſion; as time ſtands not ſtill, 
I know no Beauty, nor no Youth that will. 
To uſe the preſent, then, is not abuſe, 
You have a Husband is the juſt excuſe 
Of all that can be done him ; ſuch a one 
As would make ſhift, to make himſelf alone, 
That which we can, who both in you, his Wite, 
His flue, and all Circumſtance of life, 
As in his place, becauſe he would not vary, 
Is conſtant to be extraordinary. 


A Satyrical Shrub. 


Womans friendſhip ! God whom I truſt in, 
A Forgive me this one fooliſh deadly fin; 
Amongſt my many other, that I may 
No more, I am ſorry for ſo fond cauſe, ſay 
Ac fifty Years, almoſt, co value it, 
That neer was known to laſt above a fit ! 
Or have the leaſt of Good, but whar it muſt 
Put on for faſhion, and take up on truſt ; 
Knew 1 all this afore ? had I perceiv'd, 
That their whole life was wickedneſs, though weav'd 


Of many Colours 3 outward freſh, from ſpors, 
But their whole inſide full of ends and knos. 

Knew I that all their Dialogues and diſcourſe, 
Were ſuch as I will now relate, or worſe. 


Here ſomething is wanting, 


Knew I this Woman? yes; and you do ſee, 
How penitent I am, or I ſhould be. 
Do not you ask to know her, ſhe is worſe 
Than all Ingredients made into one curſe, 
And that pour'd out upon Marr kind can be ! 
Think but the Sin of all her Sex, 'tis ſhe ! 
I could forgive her being proud ! a whore! 
Perjur'd ! and painted ! if ſhe were no more— 
But (be is ſuch, as ſhe mighe yer foreſtall 
The Deyil, and be the damning of us all. 


A lutle Shrub growing by. 


Sk not to know this Man. If fame ſhould ſpeak 
His name in any Metal, it would break. 
Two Letters were _ the Plague to tear 
Out of his Grave, and poyſon every Ear. 
A parcel of Court-dirt, a heap, and maſs 
Of all Vice hurld together, there he was, 
Proud, falſe, and ereacherous, vindi&tive, all 
That _ can add, unthankful, the Lay-ſtall 
Of putrid Fleſh alive ! of Blood, the ſink ! 
And ſol leave to ſtir him, leſt he ſtink, 


An Elegy. 


| he Beauty be the mark of praiſe, 
And yours of whom I ſing be ſuch 
As not the World can praiſe too much, 
Yet is't your Vertue now I raile. 
$ 


A Vertue, like Allay, fo gone 
Throughout your form ; as though that move, 


And draw, and conquer all mens love, 
This ſubjects you to love of one. 


Wherein you triumph yet : becauſe 
*Tis of your ſelf, and that you uſe 
The nobleſt freedom, not to chuſe 

Againſt, or Faith, or Honours Laws. 


But who ſhould leſs expe from you, 
In whom alone love lives agen ? 
By whom he is reftor'd to men : 
And kept, and bred, and brought up true ? 


His falling Temples you have rear'd 
The withered Garlands tane away ; 
His Altars kept from the Decay, 

That Envy wiſh'd, and Nature fear'd. 


And on them, burn ſo chaſte a flame, 


Witch ſo much Loyalties 
As Love +hr — uch a 
Is gone himſelf into your Name. 


And you are he: the Dei 

To whom all Lovers are detign'd ; 

That would their better obje&ts find ; 
Among which faithful Troop am 1, 
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Who as an off-ſpring at your Shrine, 
Have ſung this Hymn, and here intreat 
One ſpark of your Diviner heat 

To light upon a Love of mine. 


Which if it kindle not, but ſcant 
Appear, and that to ſhorteſt view, 

_ Yet give me leave t adore in you 

What I, in her, am griev'd to want. 


An Ode. To himſelf. 


Here do'ſt thou careleſs lic 
Buried in eaſe and ſloth ? 
Knowledge, that ſleeps, doth die ; 
And this ity , 
It is the common Moath, 
That eats on Wits, and Arts, and deſtroys them both. 


Are all th' Aonian ſprings 
Dri'd up? lies 7heſpie waſte ? 
Doth Clariwe Harp want Strings, 
That not a Nymph now ings ! 
Or droop they as diſgrac't, LES ; 
To ſee their Seats and Bowers by chattring Pies defac't ? 


If hence thy filence be, 
As *tis too juſt a cauſe 
Let this thoughe quicken thee, 
Minds that are great and free, 
Should not on Fortune paule, 
Tis crown enough to Vertue ſtill, her own applauſe. 


What though the greedy Fry 
Be wh with talſc Baits 
Of worded Balladry, 
And think it Poeſie ? 
They die with their conceits, : 
And only pitious ſcorn, upon their folly waits. 


Then take in hand thy Lyre, 
Strike in thy proper ſtrain, 
eo” ny Line, aſpire 
Sos Chariot for new Fire 
To give the World again : : 
Who aided him, will thee, the iſſue of Jove's Brain. 


And ſince our dainty Age, 
Cannot indure reproof. 
Make not thy ſelf a Page, 
To that Mg the Stage, 
But ſing high and aloot, 
Safe from t olyes black Jaw, and the dull Aſſes 


Hoof. 


The mind of the Frontiſpice to a Book, 


Rom Death, and dark Oblivion, ne'er the ſame. 
The Miſtrifs of man's life, grave Hiſtory 
Raiſing the World to good and evil Fame 
vindicate it to Eternity. 
Wiſe Providence would fo; that nor the good 
Might be defrauded, nor the great fecur'd, 
But both might know their ways were underſtood, 
When Vice alike in time Vertue dur'd, 
Which makes CR by the beamy Hand 
Ee nt. 
And gui ence, w rai 
Doch —_ whok Line doth ſound the depth of 
things : ) 


———— 


She chearfully ſupporteth what ſhe rears, 
Aﬀiſted by no ſtrengths, but are ker own, 
Some note of which each varied Pillar bears, 

By which as proper Titles, ſhe is known 
Times Wienefs, Herald of Antiquity, 
The Light of Truth, and Life of Memory. 


An Ode to James Earl of Deſmond, writ in 


Queen ElizaBzrns time, ſince loſt, and 
recovered, 


WH art thou Genizs? I ſhould uſe 

Thy preſent Aid : Ariſe Invention, 
Wake, and put on the Wings of Pinder's Muſe, 

To towre with my intention 
High, as his mind, that doth advance 
Her upright Head, above the reach of Chance, 
Or the times envy 
Cynthia, 1 apply 

My bolder numbersto thy 
O, then inſpire 
Thy Prieſt in this ſtrange jock ; heat my Brain 


Lyre ? 


With Delphick fire, 
That I may ſing my choughts,in ſome unyulgar ſtrain. 


Rich Bey of Honour, ſhed your Lighe 

On theſe dark Rhimes ; that my AﬀeRion 

May ſhine (through every Chinck) to every ſight 

graced by your Reflection ! 

Then ſhall my Verſes, like ſtrong Charms, 

Break the knit Circle of her Stony Arms, 

That hold your Spiric : 

And keeps your meric 

Lock't in her cold Embraces, from the view 

Of Eyes more true, 

Who would with 4g ſearch, ſearching conclude, 
( As prov'd in you ) 

True —_ Palm grows ſtrait, though handled ne'er 

o rude. 


Nor think your ſelf unfortunate, 
If ſubje& co the jealous errrors 
Of policick pretext, that wries a State, 
Sink not beneath theſe terrors : 
But whiſper ; O Innocence 
Where only a Man's Birth is his ce; 
Or the diſ-favour, 
Of ſuch as ſavour 
Nothing, but practiſe upon Honours thrall. 

O Vertues fall, 
When her dead Eſſence (like the Anatomy 

in Surgeons Hall ) 
Is but a Statiſts Theam, to read Phlebotomy. 


Let Brontes, and black Steropes, 
Sweat at the Forge, cheir Hammers beating 3 
Pyracmon's Hour will come to give them eaſe, 
Though but while Meral's heating : 
And, after all the Z#neas Ire, 
Gold, that is perfeR, will out-live the Fire. 
For Fury waſteth, 
As Patience laſteth. 
No Armour to the mind ! he is ſhot-free 
From injury, 
That is not hurt ; not he, that is not hit ; 
So Fools we ſee, 
Ofc ſcape an Imputation, more through luck than wit. 


But to your ſelf moſt Loyal Lord, 
( Whoſe Heart in that bright $ flames cleareſt. 
Though many Gems be in your Bolom ſtor'd, 
Unknown which is the Deareſt.) 
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J| If I auſpiciouſly divine, Though I, in workingof my Song 
( As my. hope tells) that A fair Phbeb's Shine, Come ſhort of all this learned throng, 


Shall light thoſe places, 
With luſtrous Graces, 

Where darkneſs with her gloomy Sceptred Hand, 
Doth now command. 

O then ( my beſt-beſt lov'd ) let me importune, 
That you will ſtand, 

As far from all revolt, as you are now from Fortune. 


An Ode. 


High ſpirited Friend, 
I ſend nor Balms, nor Cor'ſives to your wound, 
Your Fate hath found, 
A gentler, and more agile Hand, to tend 
The Cure of that, which is but corporal, 
And doubtful Days (Which were nam'd Critical,) 
Have made their faireſt flight, 
And now are out of ſight, : 
Yet doth ſome wholſome Phyſick for the mind, 
Wrapt in this Paper lie, 
Which in the taking if you miſ-apply, _ 
+ You are unkin 


Your covetous Hand, 2 
Happy in that fair Honour it hath gain'd# 
Muſt now be rain'd. 
True Yalour doth her own Renown command 
In one full Action ; nor have you now more 
To do, than be a Husband of that ſtore. 
Think but how dear you bought, 
This ſame which you have caught, 


Such thoughts will make =_ rang in love with truth : 
[ , 


'Tis Wiſdom, and 
For Men co uſe their Fortune reverently, 
x Even in Youth. 


An Ode. 


Ellen, did Homer never ſee 

Thy Beauries, yet could write of thee ? 
Did Sappbo on her ſeven-tongu'd Lute, 
So ſpeak ( as yet it isnot mute ) 
Or Phaos form ? or doth the Boy 
In whom Anacreon once did Joys 
Lie drawn to Life, in his ſoft Verſe, 
As he whom Mare did rehearſe ? 
Was Lesbia ſung by learn'd Catullas ? 
Or Delia's Graces, by Tibul ? 
Doth Cynthia, in Propertimy ſong 
Shine more, than ſhe the Stars among ? 
Is Horace his each Love fo high 
Rap'c from the Earth, as not to dic ? 
With bright Lycoris, Gallus choice, 
Whoſe Fame hath an Eternal Voice. 
Or hath by the name 
Her Ovid gave her, dimn'd the fame 
Of Czſar's Daughter, and the Line 
Which all the World then ſtiPd Divine ? 
—_ Ot ſince Ns —_ 

with her ? or Ronſart prais' 

He new Caſſandra, "bove hacks, 
Which all the Fate of Troy foretold ? 
Hath our great Sydney, Stella ſec, 
Where never Star ſhone brighter yet ? 
Or Conftables Ambrofiack Muſe, 
Made Dian, not his Notes refute ? 
Hare all theſe done ( and yet] mils 
The Swan that ſo 'd Panchars ) 
And ſhall not I my Ces bring, 
Where Men may tee whom I do ing, 


Yet ſure my Tunes will be the beſt, 
So much my ſubje& drowns the reſt. 


A SONNET, 


To the Noble Lady, the Lady 
MARY WORTH. 


That have been a Lover, and could ſbew it, 
Thongh not in theſe, in Rit hmes not wholly dumb, 
Since I exſcribe your Sonnets, am becime 
A better Lover, and much better Poet. 
Nor u« 2 rp or 1 aſham'd to owe it 
To thoſe true numerous Graces ; whereof ome 
But charm the Senſes, others overcome PR 
Both Brains and Hearts ; and mine now beſt do know it : 
For m your Verſe all Cupid's Armory, 
Hws Flames, bus Shafts, bis @yroer, and bis Bow, 
Hu wery Eyes are yours to overthrow. 
But then bis Methers ſweets you ſo apply, 
Her Joys, ber Smiles, her Loves, as Readers take 
For Venus Ceſton, every Line you maks. 


A Fit of Rhime againſt Rhime. 


| $a the rack of fineſt Wits, 
That expreſleth but by fics 
True Conccit 
Spoiling Senſes of their Treaſure, 
Coſening Judgment with a Meaſure, 
But falſe Weight. 
Wreſting words, from their true calling 3 
Propping Verſe, for fear of falling 
| 4 Tothe Ground, 
oynting Syllables, drowning Lett 
F alPring Vowels, as with ->An OY 
They were bound ! 
Soon as lazie thou wert known, 
All good Poetry hence was flown, 
And are banfifh'd. 
For a thouſand Years together, 
All Pernaſſms Green did wither, 
+ And Wit vaniſh'd, 
Pegaſms did fly away, 
At the Wells no Muſe did ſtay, 
Burt bewail'd. 
So to ſee the Fountain dry, 
And Apollo's Muſick die, 
All Light failed ! 
Searveling Rhimes did fill the Stage, 
Not a Poet in an Age, 
orth crowning. 
Not a Work deſerving Bays, 
Nor a Line deſerving praiſe, 
Pals frowning; 
Greek was free from Rhimes infection, 
Happy Greek by this protection ! 
as not ſpoi 
Whilſt the Latin, of Tongues, 
Is not yet free from Rhimes wrongs, 
Bur reſts foiled. 
Scarce the Hill again doth flouriſh, 
Scarce the World a Wit doth nouriſh, 
To reftore, 
Phezbus to his Crown again ; 
And the Muſcs to their Brain ; 
As betore, 


Vulgar 
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Vulgar _ es that want 
Lon oe Cs, and be ſcant 
. Of erue meaſure, 
Tyan Rhime hath fo abuſed, 
That they long ſince have refuſed, 
Other ceaſure; 
He _ firſt invented _ 
is Joynts torment L 
_ Cramp for ever ; 
Still may Syllables jar with time, 
Still may Reaſon war with Rhime, 
qu. never. 
May his Senſe when it would meet, 
The cold tumor in his Feer, 
Grow unſounder. 
And his Title be long Fool, 
That in rearing ſuch a School, 
Was the founder. 


An Epigram 


On Wittiam Lord Burr: Lord High 
Treaſurer of England. 


Preſented upon @ Plate of Gold to bis Son Robert Earl of 
Salisbury, when be was alſo Treaſurer. 


F thou wouldſt know the Vertues of Mankind, 
Read here in one, what thou in all canſt find, 

And go no farther : let this Circle be 

Thy Univerſe, though his Epitome. 
Cecil, the Grave, the Wiſe, the Great, the Good, 

What is there more that can ennoble Blood ? 
The 's Pillar, the true SubjeRts Shield, 

The Poors full Store-houſe, and juſt Servants Field. 
The only faichful Watchman for the Realm, 

That in all Tempeſts, never quit the Helm, 
But ſtood unſhaken in his and Name, 

And labour'd in the Work ; not with the Fame : 
Thar ſtill was good for ſake, nor thought 

Upon Reward, cill the Reward him ſought. 
Whoſe Offices, and Honours did furprize, 

Rather than meet him: And, before his Eyes 
Clos'd to their peace, he ſaw his Branches ſhoot, 

And in the Nobleſt Families took roor, 
Of all the Land, who now at ſuch a rate, 

Of divine Blefling, would not ſerve a State. 


For a poor Man.) 41 Epigram 


To Tromas Lod Er8mers, the laſt 
Term he ſate Chancellor. 


O, juſteſt Lord, may all your Judgments be 

Sg Lawsz and no change &'er come to one De- 
cree : 

So, may the King proclaim your Conſcience is 

Law, to his Law ; and think your Enemies his: 
So, from all Sickneſs, may you riſe co Health, 

The care, and wiſh ſtill of the publick Wealth: 
So may the gentler Muſes, and good Fame 

Scill fly about the Odour of your Name 3 
As with the ſafety, and honour of the Laws, 

You fayour Truth, and me, in this Man's Cauſe. 


For the ſame. ] Another to him. 


T gate his Favour timely then extends, 
hen a good Cauſe is ceſticute of Friends, 
Without the pomp of Counſel; or more aid, 
Than to make Falſhood bluſh, and Fraud atraid 
When thoſe good few, that her Defenders be, 
Are there tor Charity, and not for Fee. 
Such ſhall you hear to Day, and find great Foes 
Both arm'd with Wealth, and ſlander to oppoſe, 
Who thus long ſafe, would gain upon the times 
A right by the proſperity of their Crimes ; 
Who, though their Guilt, and Perjury they know, 
Think, yea and boaſt, that chey have done it ſo, 
As though the Court purſues them on the (cent, 
They will come of, and ſcape the Puniſhmene ; 
When this appears, juſt Lord, co your ſharp fight, 
He do's you wrong, that craves you to do right. 


An Epigram. 
To the Counſellor that pleaded, and carried the Cauſe. 


Hat I hereafter, do not think the Bar, 
The Seat made of a morethan Civil War; 

Or the great Hall at Weſtminſter, the Field 

Where mutual frauds are tought, and no ſide yield, 
That henceforth, I believe nor Books, nor Men, 

Who *gainſt the Law, weave Calumnies my— 
Bur when I read or hear the names fo rife, 

Ot Hirelings, Wranglers, Stitchers-to of ſtrife, 
Hook-handed Harpies, gowned Vultures, puc 

Upon the reverend Pleaders; do now ſhut 
All Mouthes, that dare encicle them ( from hence ) 

To the Wolves ſtudy, or Dogs eloquence ; 
Thou art my Cauſe : whoſe manners ſince I knew, 

Have —_ me to conceive a Lawyer new. 
So doſt thou ſtudy Matter, Men, and Times, 

Mak'ſt ic Religion to grow rich by Crimes! 
Dar'ſt not abuſe thy Wiſdom, in the Laws, 

Or Skill ro carry out an evil Cauſe ! 
Bur firſt doſt vex, and ſearch it ! If nor ſound, 

Thou prov'ſt the gentler ways, to cleanſe the wound, 
And make the Scar fair; If thac will not be, 

Thou haſt the brave ſcorn, to put back the fee ! 
But in a buſineſs, that will bide the couch, 

What uſe, what ſtrength of reaſon' and how much 
Of Books, of Preſidents, haft thou at hand ? 

As if the general ſtore thou didſt command 
Of Argument, ſtill drawing forth the beſt, 

And nor being borrowed by thee, but poſſeſt. 
So com'ſt thou like a Chief into the Court 

Arm'd at all Pieces, as to keep a Fort 
Againſt a multitude ; and ( with thy Stile 

So brightly brandiſh'd) wound'ſt, defendſt! the whils 
Thy Adverſfaries fall, as not a word 

y had, but were a Reed unto thy Sword. 

Then com'ſt thou off with Vi&ory and Palm, 

Thy Hearers Near, and thy Clients Balm, 
The Courts juft Honour, and thy Judges Love. 

And ( which doth all Acchievements get above ) 
Thy ſincere praQtiſe, breeds rot thee a Fame 

Alone, but all thy rank a reverend Name. 


An Epigram. 
To the ſmall Pox. 
Nvious and foul Diſeaſe, could there not be 


One beauty in an Age, and free from thee ? 
What did ſhe worth thy ſpight ? were there nor ſtore 


Of choſe that ſer by their falſe Faces more 
Than 
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Than this did by her true ? ſhe never fought Though you ſometimes proclaim me too ſevere, 
Quarrel with Nature, or in balance brought Rigid, and harſh, which is a Drug auſtere 
Art her falſe ſervant 3 Nor, for Sir Hugh Plot, In triend ſhip, I confeſs : But, dear Fricnd, hear. 
Was drawn to practiſe other hue, than that 
Her own Blood gave her : She nc'er had, nor hath Little know they, that profeſs Amity, 
Any belief, in Madam Baud-bees Bath, And ſeek to ſcant her comely Liberty, 
Or Turners Oil of Talk. Nor ever got How much they lame her in her Property, 
Spaniſh Receipt, to make her Teeth to rot. : 
What was the cauſe then ? Thought'ſt thou in diſgrace, | And lefs they know, who being free to uſe 
Of Beauty, fo to nullifie a Face, ; That friendſhip which no chance but love did chuſe, 
That Heaven ſhould make no more ; or ſhould amibs, Will unto Licenſe that fair leave abuſe. 
+ Make all hereafter, had'ſt thou ruin'd this ? 
I, that thy aim was; but her fate prevail'd : = It is an at of Tyranny, not Love 
And ſcorn'd, thou'aſt ſhown thy malice,but haſt fail'd, In practis'd friendſhip wholly to reprove, 
As flatt'ry with Friends humours ſtill to move. 
An Eputaph. From each of which I labour to be free, 
Yer if with eithers Vice I tainted be, 
WH Beauty would have lovely ſtil'd, Forgive it, as my frailty, and not me. 
What Manners pretty, Nature mild, 
What wonder perfeR, all were fill'd, For no Man lives fo out of Paſſions ſway, 
Upon record in this bleſt Child, Bur ſball ſometimes be cempted to obey. 
And, till the coming of the Soul Her fury, yet no friendſhip to betray. 
To fetch the Fleſh, we keep the Roll. | 
A SONG. An Elegy. 
Lover. TI true, Tam broke | Vows, and all I had 
© let us here enjoy the ſhade, Of Credit loſt. And I am now run mad ; 
For Love im ſhadow beſt «s made. Or do __ my ſelf ſome deſperate ill ; 
Though Envy oft bus ſhadow be, This ſadneſs makes no approaches, but to kill, 
None brooks the Sun-light worſe thay be. It is a Darkneſs hath blockt up my ſenſe, 
And drives it into eat og.my offerice, 
Miſtris. Or thereto ſtarve ic. Help O you that may 
IWhere Love doth ſhine, there needs no Sun, Alone lend ſuccours, and this fury ſtay. 
All Lights into his one doth run ; Offended Miſtris, you are yet fo fair, 
Without which all the World were dark ; As Light breaks from you, that affrights deſpair, 
Yet he himſelf is bat a ſpark. And fills my powers with perſwading joy, 
: That you ſhould be too noble to deſtroy. 
Arbiter. There may ſome face or menace vf a ſtorm 
A Spark to ſet whole World a-fre, Look forth, but cannot laſt in ſuch a form. 
Who more they burn, they more deſire, If there bs nothing worthy you Can lce 
And have their being, their waſte to ſee; Of graces, or your mercy here in me, 
find wafte ſtill, that they ſtill might be. Spare your own goodneſs yet; and be not great 
In will and power, only to defeat. 
Chorus. God, and the good, know to forgive, and ſave. 
Such are bi powers, whom time bath ftiF'd, The ignorant, and fools, no pity have. 
New ſwift, now ſlow, now tame, now wild , I will not ſtand to jultifie my uit, 
Nowthot, now cold, now fierce, now mild. Or lay the excuſe upon the Vintner's Vault ; 
The eldeſt God, yet ſtill a Child, Or in confefling of the Crime be nice, 
Or go about to countenance the vice, 
| ne By naming in what company *twas in, 
An Epiſtle to a Friend. "As I would urge Authority for fin. 
No, I will ſtand arraign'd, and caſt, to be 
Ir, I am thankful, firſt, to Heaven, for you; The ſubject of your Grace in pardoning me, 
Next to your felt, tor making your love true : And ( ſtil'd your mercies Creature ) will live more 
Then to your ldve, and gift. And all's but due. Your honour now,than your diſgrace before, 
Think it was frailty, Miſtris, think me Man, 
You have unto my Store added a Book, Think that your felf like Heaven forgive me can, 
On which with profit, 1 ſhall never look, Where Weakneſs doth offend, and Vertue grieve, 
But muſt confeſs from whom what gitt I took. There Greatneſs takes a glory to relieve. 
Think that I once was yours, or may be now ; 
Not like your Country Neighbours, that commit Nothing is vile, that is a part of you. 
Their vice of loving for a Chriftmas fit; Errour and Folly in me may have croſt 
Which is indeed but friendſhip of the Spit : Your juſt Commands 3 yet thoſe, not I be loſt. 
I am regenerate now, become the Child 
But, as a Friend, which name your ſelf receive, Of your Compaſlion ; Parents ſhould be mild : 
And which you (being 5 1 worthier) gave me leaye | There is no Father that for one demerit, 
In Letters, that miix Spirics, thus to weave. Or two, or three, a Son will difinherit ; 
That is the laſt of Puniſhments is meant ; 
Which, how moſt ſacred I will ever keep, No Man inflis that Pain, till Hope be ſpent : 
So may the fruitful Vine my Temples ſteep, An illaffeted Limb (what cer it ail) 
And Fame wake for me, when I yield to fleep. We cut not off, till all Cures elſe do fail ; 


And 


And 
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And then with pauſe; for ſever'd once, that's gone, 

Would live his Glory that could keep it on. 
Do not deſpair my mending ; to diſtruſt 

Before you prove a Med'cine, is unjuſt : 
You may fo place me, and in fuck an Air, 

As not alone the Cure, but Scar be fair. 
That is, if ſtill your Favours you apply, 

And not the Bouncic you have done, deny. 
Could you demand che Gifts you gave, again! 

Why was't? Did &'er the Clouds ask back their Rain? 
The Sun, his Heat and Light? the Air his Dew 2? 

Or Winds the Spirit by which the Flower ſo grew ? 
That were to wither all, and make a Grave 

Of that wiſe Nature would a Cradle have. 
Her Order is to cheriſh, and preſerve 3 

Conſumption's, Nature to deftroy and ſtarve. 
But to exact again what once is given, 

Is Natures meer Cn as Heaven 
Should ask the Blood and Spirits he hath infus'd 

In Man, becauſe Man hath the Fleſh abus'd. 
O ay your Wiſdom take example hence, 

lightens not at Man's each trail Offence : 

He pardons Slips, goes by a World of Ills, 

And then his Thunder frights more than it kills. 
He cannot angry be, but all muſt quake; 

It ſhakes even him, thar all things elſe doth ſhake. 
And how more fair and lovely looks the World 

In a calm ws than when the Heaven is harl'd 

3z 


About in Cl and wrapt in raging Weather, 
As all with Storm and Tempeſt ran together? 
O imitate that {weert Serenity 


That makes us live, not that which calls to dic 
In dark and fullen Mornsz do we not ſay, 
This looketh like an Execution day ? 
And with the Vulgar doth it not obtain 
The name of Cruel Weather, Storm, and Rain ? 
Be not affe&ted with theſe Marks too mnch 
Of Craelty, left they do make you fuch. 
But view the mildnefs of your Makers State, 
As I the Penitents hergemulate. 
He, when he ſees a Sorrow, ſuch as this, 
Streight puts off all his Anger, and doth kiſs 
The contrice Soul, who hath no thought to win . 
Upon the hope to have another Sin 
Forgiven him: And in that Line ſtand T, 
Rather than once diſpleaſe you more, to die, 
To luffer Tortures, Scorn, and Infamy, 
What Fools, and all their Parafites can apply ; 
The Wir of Ale, and Genizs of the Malt 
Can pump for, or a Libel withour Sale 
Produce ; > rom threatning with a Coal, or Chalk, 
Oa every Wall, and ſung where-e'er I walk. 
I number theſe, as being of the Chore 
Of Contumely, and urge a good Man more 
Than Sword, or Fire, or what is of the Race 
To carry noble Danger in the Face : 
There is not any puniſhment, or pain, 
A Man ſhould fly from, as he would diſdain. 
Then Maſters here, here ler your Rigour end, 
And let your Mercy make me aſham'd t' offend. 
I will no more abuſe my Vows to you, 
Than I will ſtudy Falſhood, to be true. 
O, that you could bur by difleRion ſee 
How much you are the berrer part of me; 
How all my Fibres by your Spirit do move, 
And that there is no Lite in me, but Love. 
You would be then molt confident, that tho 
Publick Affairs command me now to go 
Our ot your Eyes, and be a while away ; 
Abſence, or Diſtance, ſhall not breed decay. 
Your Form ſhines here, here fixed in my Heart : 
I may dilate my felt, but nor deparr. 
Others by common Scars their Courſes run, 
When I ſee you, then I do ſee my Sun; 
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Till then *cis all but Darkneſs, that I have; 
Rather than want your Light, I wiſh a Grave. 


An Elegy. 


=- make the Doubt clear, that no Woman's true, 
Was it my Fate to prove it fall in you. 
Thought I but one had breath'd the purer Air, 
And muſt the needs be falſe, becauſe ſhe's fair ? 
It is your Beauties Mark, or of your Youth, 
Or your Perfection, not to ſtudy Truth ; 
Or think uu Heaven is deaf, or hath no Eyes ? 
Or thole ir has, wink at your Perurics ? 
Are Vows fo cheap with Women ? or the matter 
Whereof they are made, that are writ in Water, 
And blown away with Wind ? or doth their Breath 
Both hot and cold at once, threat Lite and Death ? 
Who could have thought ſo many Accents ſweet 
Tun'd to our Words, ſo many Sighs thould meet 
Blown from our Hearts, fo _ ths and Tears 
Sprinkled among ? all ſweeter by our Fears, 
And the divine Impreflion of ftoln Kitles, 
That ſeal'd the reſt, could now prove empty Bliſles ? 
Did you draw Bonds to forfeic? fign to break ? 
Or muſt we read you quite from what you ſpeak, 
And find the Truth out the wrong way ? or muſt 
He firſt deſire you falſe, would wiſh you juſt 2 
O, I protane | Though moſt of Women be, 
The common Monfter, Love, ſhall except thee, 
My deareſt Love, howeyer Jealouſic 
ith Circumſtance might urge the contrary, 
Sooner P'll think the Sun would ceaſe to chear 
The teeming Earth, and that forget to bear ; 
Sooner that Rivers would run back, or Thames 
With Ribs of Ice in Fune would bind his Streams : 
Or Nature, by whoſe ſtrength the World endures, 
Would change her Courſe, before you alter yours. 
But, O that treacherous Breaſt, ro whom weak you 
Did truſt our Counſels, and we both may rue, 
Having his Falſhood found too late ! *twas he 
That made me caſt you Guilty, and you me. 
Whilſt he, black Wretch, betray'd each ſimple V Vord 
VVe ſpake unto the coming of a third / 
Curſt may he be that fo our Love hath ſlain, 
And wander wretched on the Earth, as Cain - 
VVretched as he, and not deſerve leaſt pity : 
In plaguing him, let Miſery be witty. 
Let all Eyes ſhun him, and he ſhun each Eye, 
Till he be noifom as his Infamy : 
May he without remorſe deny God thrice, 
And not be truſted more on his Sou['s price : 
And after all ſelf-corment, when he dies, 
May Wolves tear out his Heart, Vulcures his Eyes, 
Swine cat his Bowels, and his falfer Tongue, 
Thar utter'd all, be to ſome Raven flung : 
And let his Carrion Coarle be a longer Feaſt 
To the King's Dogs, than any other Beaſt. 
Now I have curſt, let us our Love receive ; 
In me the Flame was never more-alive. 
I could begin again to court and praiſe, 
And in chart Pleaſure lengthen the ſhort days 
Of my Lifes Leaſe ; like Painters that do take 
Delight, not in made Works, but whilſt chey make. 
I could renew thoſe Times, when firſt I ſaw 
Love in your Eyes, that gave my Tongue the Law 
To like what you lik'd, and at Maſques, or Plays, 
Commend the ſelf-ſame Ators, the ſame Ways, 
Ask how you did, and often with intene 
Of being officious, grow impertinent ; 
All which were ſuch loſt Paſtimes, as in theſe 
Love was as ſubtly catch'd as a Diſcaſe. 
Bur, being got, it is a Treaſure, ſweet, 
Which to defend, is harder than to get ; 
Cccc And 


* 
1 


w W \ 
Y q 
* 
1% 
bo bs - 
8's 
* \ 
1s 
.* 
Ss. . 
vo : 
"MY - 
o 
+'Y 
» ® 
4, 
- 
RV + 
+. 7} 
k q 
o 4 
x . 
, l 
: 
'F 
e 
+ # 
of 
+ La 
A | 
7 : 
Ci 
'v 
+ 
, 4 
U Oo 
"? 
Ss; | , 
LO 
MK 
%z MH 
R, . 
4 
4 
" 
. 4 
0 
ny 
4 
: 
- . 
« # DJ 
: 
= 
F 
I: 
: : 
q : 
: 


| CEE 


562 


Under-woods. 


_ 


And ought not be profan'd on either part, 
For though 'tis got by Chance, 'cis kept by Art. 


An Elegy. 


Hat Love's a bitter-ſweet, I ne'er conceive, 
Till the ſowr Minute comes of taking leave, 
And then I taſte it. But as Men drink up 
In haſte the bottom of a med'cin'd Cup, 
And take ſome Sirrup after 3 fo do I, 
To put all relliſh from my memory 
Of parting, drown it, in the hope to meet 0 
Shortly again, and make our abſence ſweet. 
This makes me, Miſtris, that ſometimes by ſtealch, 
Under another Name, I take your Health, 
And turn the Ceremonies of thoſe Nights 
I give, or owe __—_— into your Rites 3 
But ever without Blazon, or leaſt Shade 
Of Vows ſo ſacred, and in filence made : 
For though Love thrive, and may grow up with chear, 
And free Society, he's born elſewhere, 
And muſt be bred, fo to conceal his Birth, 
As neither Wine do rack it out, or Mirth. 
Yet ſhould the Lover ſtill be airy and light 
In all his Actions, rarified to Sprite ; 
Not, like a das, ſhut up in himſelf, 
And turning all he toucheth into Pelf, 
Keep inreſerv'd in his Dark-lantern Face, 
As if that exc'lent Dulneſs were Loves Grace : 
No, Maſters, no, the open merry Man 
Moves like a ſpritely River, and yet can 
Keep ſecret in his Channels what he breeds, 
*Bove all your ſtanding Waters, choak'd with Weeds. 
They look at beſt like Cream-bowls, and you ſoon 
Shall find their depth, they're ſounded with a Spoon. 
They may ſay Grace, and for Loves Chaplains paſs; 
But the grave Lover ever was an Afs, 
Is fix'd upon one Leg, and dares not come 
Out with the other, for he's {till at home : 
Like the dull wearied Crane, that (come on Land) 
Doth while he keeps his Watch, berray his Stand 3 
Where he that knows, will like a Lapwing fly 
Far from the Nett, and fo himſelf belic 
To others, as he will deſerve the Truſt 
Due to that one that doth believe him juſt. 
And fuch your Servant is, who vows to keep 
The Jewel of your Name, as clole as Sleep. 
Can lock the Senſe up, or the Heart a Thought, 
And never be by Time or Folly brought, 
Weaknefs of Brain, or any Charm of Wine, 
The Sin of Boaſt, or other Countermine, 
(Made to blow up Loves Secrets) to diſcover 
That Article may not become our Lover : 
Which in aflurance to your Breaſt I cell, 
If 1 had writ no word, but Dear, farewel. 


An Ele y. 


_—_ you muſt go, and I muſt bid Farewell, 
Hear, Maſters, your departing Servant tell 
What it is like : And do not think they can 
Be idle Words, though of a parting Man 
It is as if a Night ſhould ſhade Noon-day, 
Or that the Sun was here, bur forc't away 3 
And we were left under that Hemiſphere, 
Where we muſt teel ic dark for halt a Year. 
What Fate is this, to change Mens Days and Hours, 
To ſhift their Sealons, and deſtroy their Powers ! 
Alas ! I ha* loſt my Heat, my Blood, my Prime, 
Winter is come a Quarter e'er his time, 
Aly Health will leave me ; and when you depart, 
{low (hall 1 do, ſweer Miſtris, for my Heart? 


Ee 


You would reſtore it? No, that's worth a fear, 
As if it were not worthy to be there: 
O, keep it ſtill ; for it had rather be 
Your Sacrifice, than here remain with me. 
And fo I ſpare it, Come what can become 
Of me, Ill ſoftly tread unto my Tomb ; 
Or like a Ghoſt walk filent amongſt Men, 
Till I may ſee both it and you agen. 


An Elegy. 


Be me be what Iam ; as Virgil, cold 3 
As Horace, fat 3 or as Anarreon, old 3 
No Poets Verſes yet did ever move, 
Whoſe Readers did not think he was in love. 
Who ſhall forbid me then in Rhyme to be 
As light and active as the youngeſt he 
That from the Muſes Fountains doth indorſe 
His Lines, and hourly fits the Poets Horſe. 
Put on my Ivy Garland, let me ſee 
Who trowns, who jealous is, who taxeth me, 
Fathers and Husbands, I do claim a Right 
In all chat is call'd lovely : take my ſight 
Sooner than my affe&ion from the Fair. 
No Face, no Hand, Proportion, Line, or Aic 
Of Beauty, but the Muſe hath intereſt in : 
There is not worn that Lace, Purl, Knot, or Pin, 
But is the Poets Matter ; and he muſt 
When heis furious, love, although not luſt. 
But then content, your Daughters and your Wives 
(If they be fair and worth it) have their Lives 
Made longer by our Praiſes : or, if not, 
Wiſh, you had foul ones, and deformed gor, 
Curſt in their Cradles, or there _ by Elves, 
So to be ſure you do enjoy your ſelves, 
Yet keep thoſe up in Sackcloth too, or Leather, 
For Silk will draw ſome ſneaking Songſter thither. 
It is a Rhyming Age, and Verſes ſwarm 
At every Stall ; the City Gap's a Charm. 
But I who live, and have liv'd ewenty Year 
Where I may handle Silk, as free, and near, 
As any Mercer, or the Whalebone-man 
That quilts thoſe Bodies I have leave to ſpan 
Have caten with the Beauties, and the Wits, 
And Braveries of Court, and felt their Fits 
Of Love and Hate 3 and came fo nigh to know 
Whether their Faces were their own, or no. 
It is not likely I ſhould now look down 
Upon a Velvet Petticoat, or a Gown, 
Whoſe like I have known the Taylor's Wife put on, 
To do her Husband's Rites in, e'er *ewere gone 
Home to the Cuſtomer : his Letchery 
Being, the beſt Clothes till co preoccupy. 
Put a Coach-mare in Tiſſue, muſt I horſe 
Her preſently ? or leap thy Wife of force, 
When by thy ſordid Bounty ſhe hath on 
A Gown of that was the Capariſon ? 
So I might dote upon thy Chairs and Stools, 
That are like cloth'd : Muſt I be of -thoſe Fools 
Of race accounted, that no Paſlion have, 
But when thy Wife (as thou conceiv'ſt ) is brave? 
Then ope thy Wardrobe, think me that poor Groom 
That from the Foot-man, when he was become 
An Officer there, did make moſt folemn Love 
To ev'ry Petticoat he bruſh'd, and Glove 
He did lay up, and would adore the Shooe 
Or Slipper was lett off, and kiſs ir too 3 
Court every hanging Gown, and after that 
Lift up ſome one, and do, I tell not what. 
Thou didſt tell me, and wert o'er-joy'd to peep 
In at a hole, and ſec theſe Adtions creep 
From the poor Wretch, which though he plaid in Proſe, 
He would have done in Verſe, with any one of thoſe 
Wrung 
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Wrung on the Withers, by Lord Loves deſpight, 
Had he had the Faculty to read and write ! 
Such Songſters there are ſtore of ; witneſs he 
Thar chanc'd the Lace, laid on a Smock, to fee, 
And ſtreight-way ſpent a Sonnet 3 with chat other 
That (in pure Madrigal) unto his Mother 
Commended the French- Hood, and Scarlet Gown 
The Lady Mayrefs paſs'd in through the Town, 
Unto the Spittle Sermon. O, what ſtrange 
Variety of Silks were on th' Exchange ! 
Or in Moore-fields | this other night, ſings one, 
Another anſwers, Laſs thoſe Silks are none 
In ſmiling Lenvoye, as he wou'd deride 
Any Compariton had with his Cheap-ſide. 
And vouches both the Pageant, and the Day, 
When not the Shops, but Windows do di(play 
The Scuffs, the Velvers, Pluſhes, Fringes, Lace, 
And all the original Riots of the Place : 
Let the poor Fools enjoy their Follies, love 
A Goat in Velvet; or ſome Block could move 
Under that cover ; an old Mid-wives Hat! 
Or a Cloſe-{tool fo cas'd ; or any fat 
Bawd, in a Velvet Scabber'd! I envy 
None of their Pleaſures ! nor will ask thee, why 
Thou art jealous of thy Wives, or Daughters Caſe : 
More than ot eithers Manners, Wir, or Face ! 


An Execration upon Vulcan. 


AT why to me this, thou lame Lord of Fire, 

What had I done that mighe call on chine Ire ? 
Or urge thy greedy Flame, thus to devour 

So many my Yearslabours in an hour ? 
I ne're attempted Vulcan 'gainſt thy Life ; 

Nor made leaſt Line of Love to thy looſe Wife ; 
Or in remembrance of thy atront, and ſcorn 

With Clowns, and Tradeſmen, keptthee clos'd in Horn. 
'Twas Jupiter that hurl'd thee headlong down, 

And Mars, that gave thee a Lanthorn for a Crown: 
Was it becauſe thou wert of old denied 

By Fove to have Minerva for thy Bride. 
That fince thou tak'ſt all envious care and pain, 

To ruine any Iffue of the Brain ? 
Had I wrote Treaſon there, or Hereſie, 

Impoſture, Whitchcraft, Charms, or Blaſphemy ? 
I had deſerv'd then, thy conſuming Looks, 

Perhaps, to have been burned with my Books. 
Bur, on thy Malice, tell me, didſt thou ſpy 

Any, lealt looſe, or furrile Paper, lye 
Conceal'd, or kept there, that was fit to be, 

By thy own Vote, a Sacrifice to thee ? 
Did [ there wound the Honours of the Crown ? 

Or tax the Glories of the Church and Gown ? 
Iech rodefame the State ? or brand the Times ? 

And my ſelf moſt, in ſome ſelt-boaſting Rhimes? 
If none of theſe, then why this Fire 2 Or find 

A Caule before ; or leave me one behind. 
Had I compil'd from Amads de Gaule, 

Th* Eſplandians, Arthur's, Palmerins, and all 
The learned Library of Don Quixote 3 

And fo ſome goodlier Moniter had begor, 
Or ſpun out Riddles, and weav'd ficty Tomes 

O ogripbes, and curious Palindromes, 
Or pomp'd for thoſe hard Trifles Anagram:, 

Or Eteoſtichs, or thoſe finer Flams 
Of Eggs, and Halberds, Cradles, and a Hearſe, 

A pair of Scifars, and a'Comb in Verſe ; 
Acroſtichs, and Teleſt1chs, on jump Names, 

hou then hadſt had ſome colour tor thy Flames, 

On ſuch my ſerious Follies ; Bur, chou'le ſay, 

There were ſome Pieces of as baſe allay, 
And as falſe ſtamp there; parcels of a Play, 

Firter to tee che Fire-light, than the day 3 


Adulterate Moneys, fuch as might not go : | 
Thou ſhould'ſt have ſtay'd, ill publick Fame ſaid io. 
She is the Judge, Thou Executioner, 
Or if chou needs would'ſt crench upon her Power, 


| Thou migheſt have yer efjoy'd thy Cruelty 


With lome more thrift, and mo: e variety : 
Thou migheſt have had me periſh, piece by peice, 
_ To light Tobacco, or fave roaſted Geeſe. 
Sindge Capons, or poor Piggs, droping their Eycs ; 
Condemn'd me to the Ovens with the Pies 5 
And fo, have kept me dying a whole Age, 
Nor raviſh'd all hence in a Minutes rage. 
Bur that's a mark, whereof thy Rights do boaſt, 
To make Conſumption, ever where thou go'ſt ; 
Had I fore-known of this thy leaſt deſire 
T* have held a Triumph, or a Feaſt of Fire, 
Eſpecially in Paper ; that, that ſteam 
Had tickled your large Noſtiil : many a Ream 
To redeem mine, I had ſent in enough, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have cry'd, and all been proper Stuff. 
The Taimud, and the Alcoran had com, 
With Pieces of the Legend ; The whole fum 
Of Errant Knight-hood, with the Dames, and Dwarfs; 
The charmed Boats, and the inchanted Whatts, 
The 7:ifram's, Lanc lots, Turpms, and the Pecr's, 
All the mad Rolands, and tweet Oliver's ; 
To Merlins Marvails, and his Caballs lots, 
With the Chimara of the Reſie Croſs, 
Their Seals, their Characters, Hermetick Rings, 
Their Jem of Riches, and bright Scone, that brings 
Inviſibilicy, and ſtrengeh, and Tongues : 
The Arr of kindling the erue Coal, by Lungs, 
With Nicholas Paſquills, Medle with your match, 
And the ſtrong Lines, chat fo the time do catch, 
Or Captain Pampblers Horſe, and Foot 3 that fally 
Upon th' Exchange, ſtill out of Popes -head-Alley. 
The weekly Corrants, with Poules Seal ; and all 
The admir'd diſcourſes of the Prophet Bal : 
Theſe, had'ſt thou pleas'd cicher to dine or ſup, 
Had made a Meal for Vulcan to lick up. 
But in my Desk, what was there to accice 
So ravenous and vaſt an Appetite ? 
I dare not ſay a Body, but ſome Parts 
There were of ſearch, and maſtry in the Arts. 
All the old Venuſine, in Poctry, 
And lighted by the Stager:te, could ſpy, 
Was there mad Eng/ih : with the Grammar too, 
To teach ſome that their Nurſes could do. 
The purity of Language z and among 
The relt, my Journey into Scotland Song, 
With all ch* Adventures; Three Books nor afraid 
To ſpeak the Fate of the Sicilian Maid 
To our own Ladies 3 and in Story there 
Ot our Fitth Henry, eight of his nine year ; 
Wherein was Oil, beſide che Succour ſpent, 
Which Noble Carew, Cotton, Selden lent : 
And ewice-rwwelve-years [tor'd up Humanity, 
With humble Gleauings in Divinity ; 
After the Fathers, and thoſe wiſer Guides 
Whom Faction had nor drawn to ſtudy fides. 
How in theſe Ruins Yelcan, thou doſt lurk, 
All Soort and Embers ! odious, as thy work ! 
I now begin to doubt, if ever Grace, 
Or Goddefs, - could be patient of thy Face. 
Thou woo Minervs | or to wit aſpire ! 
*Cauſe thou canſt hale, with us in Arts and Fire! 
Son of the Wind ! for ſo thy Mother gone 
Wich Luſt conceiv'd thee; Father thou hadſt none. 
When thou wert born, and that thou look'(t at beſt, 
She durſt not kifs, but flung thee from her Breaſt. 
And fo did Feve, who ne're meant thee his Cup : 
No marlthe Clowns of Lemnes took thee up. 
For none but Smichs would have made thee a God. 


| Some Alchinilt chere may be yer, or odd 
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Squire of the Squibs, againſt the Pageant day, 
May to thy name a Vulcanale ſay ; 
And for it loſe his Eyes with Gun-powder, - 
| Asth'other may his Brains with Quick-filver. 
Well-fare the Wiſe-man yer, on the Banck-ſide, 
My Friends, the Water-men ! They could provide 
Againſt thy Fury, when to ſerve their needs, 
They made a Vulcan of a Sheaft of Reeds, 
Whom they durſt handle in their Holy-day Coats, 
And ſafely truſt co dreſs, not burn their Boats. 
Bur, O thoſe Reeds! thy meer di{dain of them, 
Made thee beget that cruel Stratagem, 
(Which, ſome are pleas'd to ſtile but thy mad Pranck) 
Againſt the Globe, the Glory of the Bank. ; 
Which, though it were the Fort of the whole Pariſh, 
Flanck'd with a Ditch, and forc'd out of a Mariſh, 
aw with two poor Chambers taken ini 
Andraz'die*re thought could urge,this might have been! 
See the World's Ruines ! nothing bur che Piles 
Left! and wit fince to cover it with Tiles. 
The Brethren, they ftreight nois'd it out for News, 
'Twas verily ſome Relick of the Stews. 
And this a Sparkle of that Fire ler looſe, 
That was lock'd up in the Wincheſtrian Gooſe, 
Bred on the Banck, in time of Popery, 
When Venws there maintain'd in Myſtery. 
But, others fell, with that conceit by the Ears, 
And cry'd, it was a threatning to the Bears, 
And that accurſed Ground, the Pariſh Garden : 
Nay, ſigh'd, ah Siſter *twas the Nun, Kate Arden 
Kindled the Fire! But, then did one return, 
No Fool would his own harveſt ſpoil, or burn ! 
If chat were fo, thou rather would'ſt advance 
The Place, that was thy Wives Inheritance. 
O no, cry'd all. Fortune, tor being a Whore, 
Scap'd not his Juſtice any Jor the more : 
He burnt that Idol of the Kevels too: 
Nay, let White-Hall with Revels have to do, 
Though but in Dances, it ſhall know his Power ; 
There was a Judgment ſhew'n too in an Hour. 
He is true Vulcan (till ! He did not ſpare 
Troy, though it were ſo much his Venws care. 
Fool, wile thou let that in Example come ? | 
Did not ſhe fave from thence, to build a Rome ? 
And what haſt thou done in theſe perry Spights, 
* Morethen advanc'd the Houſes, and their Rights ? 
I] will not argue chce, from thoſe of guilt, 
For they were burnt, but to be berrer buile. 
*Tis true, that in thy wiſh they were deſtroy'd, 
Which thou haſt only vented, not enjoy's. 
So would'ſt th? have runupon the Rolls by ſtealth, 
And didſt invade partot the Common-wealth, 
In thoſe Records, which were all Chronicles gone, 
Will be remembred by S:x Clerks, to one. 
Bur, fay all Six, Good Men, what anſwer ye ? 
Lyes there no Writ, out of the Chancery, 
Againſt this Vulcan ? No Injunction ? 
No Order ? no Decree? Though we be gone 
At Common Law, Methinks in his deſpight 
A Court of Equity ſhould do us right. 
But to confine him to the Brew-houſes, 
The Glaſs-houſe, Dye-fats, and their Furnaces ; 
To live in Sea-coal, and go forth in Smoke ; 
Or leſt chat Vapour mighe the City choak, 
Condemn him to the Brick-kills, or Hill- 
Foot (outin Suſſex) to an Iron Mill ; 
Or in ſmall Fagots have him blaze about 
Vile Taverns, and the Drunkards piſs him out ; 
Or in the Bell-Mans Lanthorn like a Spy, 
Burn to a Snuff, and then ſtink our and dye : 
I could invent a Sentence, yet were worſe; 
But I'll conchude all in a civil Curſe. 
Pox on your Flameſhip, Vulcan ; if it be 
To all as fatal at bath been to me, 


And to Pauls-Steeple ; which was unto us 
*Bove all your Fire-works, had at Epbeſar, 
Or Alexandria; and though a Divine 
Loſs remains yer, as unrepair'd as mine. 
Would you had kept your Forge, at ena ſtill, 
And there made Swords, Bills,Glaves,and Arms your fill. 
Maintain's the Trade at Bilbs; or elſe-where ; 
Struck in at Millan with the Cutlers there ; 
Or ſtay'd but where the Fryar, and you firſt mer, 
Who trom the Divels-Arſe did Guns beget, 
Or fixt in the Low-Country's, where you might 
On both ſides do your miſchiefs with delight ; 
Blow up, and ruine, mine, and countermine, 
Make your Petards, and Granats, all your fine 
Engines of Murder, and receive the Praiſe 
Of maſlacring Man-kind fo many ways. 
We ask your abſence here, we all love Peace, 
And pray the Fruits thereof, and the Increaſe ; 
So doth the King, and moſt of the Kings-men 
That have good Places: therefore once agen, 
Pox on thee Vulcan, thy Pandora's Pox, 
And all the Evils chat flew out of her Box 
Light on thee : Or if thoſe Plagues will not do, 
Thy Wives Pox on thee, and B. Bs. too. 


A Speech according to Horace. 


WV” yet my noble Hearts they cannot fay, 
Bur we have Powder ſtill for the Kings Day, 
And Ord*nance too : ſo much as from the Tower 
T' have wak'd, if ſleeping, Spain's Ambaſſadour, - 
Old «/£/ope Gundemar : the French can tell, 
For they did ſee it the laſt tilting well, 
That we have Trumpers, Armour, and great Horſe, 
Lannces, and Men, and ſome a breaking force. 
They 1aw too ſtore of Feathers, and more may, 
It chey ſtay here, but till Saine George's Day. 
All Enſigns of a War, are nor yer dead, 
Nor Marks of Wealth fo from our Nation fled, 
But they may ſee Gold-Chains, and Pearl worn then, 
Lent by the London Dames, to the Lords Men ; 
Withal, the dirty pains thoſe Citizens take, 
To ſee the Pride at Court, their Wives do make ; 
And the return thoſe thankful Courtiers yield, 
To have their Husbands drawn forth co the Field, 
And coming home, to tell what Acts were done 
Under the Auſpice of young Swynnerton. 
What a ſtrong Fort old Pimblicoe had been ! 
How it held out ! how (laſt) *cwas taken in ! 
Well, 1 ſay thrive, thrive brave Artillery-yard, 
Thou Seed-plot of the War, that haſt not ſpar'd 
Powder, or Paper, to bring up the Youth 
Of Lamdon, in the Military Truth, 
Theſe cen yon day ; As all may ſwear that look 
But on thy Practiſe, and the Poſture-book : 
He that but ſaw thy curious Captains drill, 
Would think no more of Yiuſhing, or the Brill : 
Burgive them over to the common Ear 
For that unneceſſary Charge they were. 
Well did —_y erk, and Knight, Sir Hugh, 
Supplant bold Parton; and brought there to view 
Tranſlated «lian Tacticks to be read, 
And the Greek Diſcipline (with the modern) ſhed 
So, in that ground, as ſoon it grew to be 
The City-Queſtion, whether Tilh, or he, 
Were now the greater _—_— ? tor they ſaw 
The Berghen 3A and taking in Breds, 
So acted to the Life, as Mavrice might, 
And Spinols have bluthed at the light. 
O happy Art! and wiſe Epicome 
Of bearing Arms | moſt civil Soldiery ! 
Thou canſt draw forth thy Forces, and fight dry 
The Battels of thy Aldermanity ; 
Wichour 
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Without the hazard of a drop of Blood : 
More then the Surfers, in thee, that day ſtood. 
Go on, increaſt in Vertue; and in fame : 
And keep the Glory of the Ermyl:h Name, 
Up among Nations. In the ſtead of bold 
Beauchamps, and Nevills, Cliffords, Andley's old ; 
Inſert thy Hodges, and thoſe newer Men. { Haller. 
As Stiles, Dike, Duchfield, Millar, Crips, and Fen : 
That keep the War, though now't be grown more tame 
Alive yet, in the noiſe; and {till the ſame, 
And could (if our great Mun would let cheir Sons 
Come to their Schools,) ſhow *em the uſc of Guns. 
And there inſtru& the noble Eno{:ſh Heirs 
In Politick, and Milicar Afﬀars; 
But he that ſhould perſwade, to have this done 
For Education of our Lordings ; Soon 
Should he hear of Billow, Wind, and Storm, 
From the Tempeſtuous Grandlings, who'll inform 
Us, in our bearing, that are thus, and thus, 
Born, bred, allied ? what's he dare tutor us ? 
Are we by Book-worms to be aw'd ? muſt we 
Live by their Scale, that dare do nothing free ? 
Why are we Rich, or Great, except to ſhow 
All licence in our Lives? What need we know ? 
Morethen to praiſe a Dog ? or Horſe ? or ſpeak 
The Hawking Language ? or our Day to break 
Wich Citizens? let Clowns, and Tradeſmen breed 
Their Sons to ſtudy Arts, the Laws, the Creed : 
We will believe like Men of our own Rank, 
In fo much Land a year, or ſuch a Bank, 
That turns us fo much Monies, at which rate 
Our Anceſtors impos'd on Prince and State. 
Let poor Nobility be verrtuous : We, 
Deſcended in a Rope of Titles, be 
From Guy, or Bev, Arthur, or from whom 
The Herald will. Our Blood is now become, 
Paſt any need of Vertue. Let them care, 
That in the Cradle of their Gentry are ; 
To ſerve the State by Councels, and by Arms : 
We neither love the Troubles, nor the harms. 
What love you then ? your Whore? whar ſtudy ? Gate, 
Carriage, and Drefling. There is up of late 
The Academy, where the Gallants meet —— 
What to make Legs? yes, and to ſmell moſt ſweet, 
All chat they do at Plays. O, bur firſt here 
They learn and ſtudy; and then pradile there. 
Bur why are all theſe Irons ? the Fire 
Of ſeveral makings ? helps, helps, & attire 
His Lordfhip. Thar is for his Band, his Hair 
This, and that Box his Beauty to repair ; 
This other for his Eye brows 3 hence, away, 
I may no longer on theſe Pictures ſay, 
Theſe Carkafſes of Honourz Taylors blocks, 
Cover'd wich Tiſſuc, whoſe proſperity mocks 
The fate of chings : whilſt cotter'd Vertue holds 
Her broken Arms up, to their empty Moulds. 


An Epiſtle to Maſter Arth. Squib. 


WH I am nor, and what I fain would be, 
Whilſt I inform my ſelf, I would teach thee,” 
My gentle Arthar 3 chat ic might be faid 
One leffon we have both learn'd, and well read ; 
I neither am, nor are thou one of choſe 
That hearkens to a Jacks-pulfe, when it goes. 
Nor ever truſted to that friendſhip yet 
Was iſſue of the Tavern, or the Spit: 
Much leſs a Name would we bring up, or nurſe, 
That could bur claim a Kindred from the Purſe. 
Thoſe are poor Ties, depend on thoſe falſe Ends, 
"Tis Vertue alone, or nothing that knits friends. 
And as within your Office, you do take 
No Piece ot Money, buc you know, or make 
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Inquiry of the worth : So muſt we de, 

Firſt weigh a Friend, then touch and cry him too : 
For there are many Slips, and Councerfeirs. 
| Deceirt is fruitful. Men have Masks and Nets, 
| Bur theſe wich wearing will themſelves unfold : 
| They cannot laſt. No Lye grew ever old. 
Turn him, and ſee his Threds : if he be 

Friend to himſelf, that would be friend to thee. 
For that is firſt requir'd. A man be his own. 

Bur he that's roo much that, is Friend of none. 
Then reſt, and a Friends value underſtand 

Ic is a richer Purchaſe then of Land. 


An Epigram on Sir Edward Coke, when he was 
Lerd Chief Juſtice of England. 


E that ſhould ſearch all Glories of the Gown, 
And ſteps of all rais'd Servants of the Crown 
He could not find, then thee of all that ftore 
Whom Fortune aided lefs, or Vertue more, 
Such, Coke, were thy beginnings, when thy good 
In others evil beft was underſtood : 
When, being the Strangers help, the 
Thy juſt defences made th* Oppre 
Such was thy Proceſs, when Integrity, 
And kill in thee, now, grew Authority 3 
Thar Clients ſtrove, in Queition of the Laws, 
More tor thy Pacronage, then for their Cauſe, 
And that thy ſtrong and manly Eloquence 
Stood up thy Nations fame, her Crowns defence, 
And now ſuch is thy ſtand ; while thou doſt deal 
Deſired Juſtice to the publick Weal, 
Like Solons ſelf; explar'it the knotty Laws 
With endleſs Labours, whilſt thy Learning draws 
No leſs of Praiſe, then Readers in all kinds 
Of worthieſt knowledge, that can take Mens minds. 
Such is thy All ; that (as I ſung before) 
None Fortune aided lefs, or Vertue more. 
Or if Chance muſt, to each Man that doth riſe 
Needs lend an Aid, to thine ſhe had her Eyes. 


An Epiſtle anſwering to one that asked to be Sealed 
of the Tribe of Ben. 


En that are ſafe, and ſure, in all they do, 
Care not what Trials they are pur unto 3 
They meet the Fire, the Teſt, as Martyrs would ; 
And chough Opinion ſtamp them not, are Gold, 
I could ſay more of ſuch, bur that I fly 
To ſpeak my ſelf out coo ambiriouſly, 
And ſhewing fo weak an A to vulgar Eyes ; 
Pur Conſcience and my right to comprimile. 
Let thoſe that meerly talk, and never chink, 
That live in the wild Anarchy of Drink, 
Subject to quarrel only ; or elſe ſuch 
As make it their Proficiency, how much 
They'ave glutted in, and lercher'd our that Week, 
That never yet did friend or friendſhip ſeek 
Bur for a Sealing : let cheſe Men proteſt. 
Or tH'other on their Borders, that will jeaſt 
On all Souls that are abſent 3 even the dead 
Like Flies or Worms, which Mans corrupt Parts fed : 
That to ſpeak well, think it above all Sin, 


r mans aid, 
afraid. 


Of any Company bur that they are in, 
Call every night to Supper in thele firs, 
And are receiv'd for the of Wits 3 


That cenſure all the Town, and all ch' Atﬀairs, 
And know whoſe Ignorance is more then therrs ; 

Let theſe Men have their ways, and take theic times 
To vent their Libels, and to iſſue Rhimes, 

I have no Portion in them, nor their deal 


Of News they get, to ſtrew out the long Meal, 
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I ſtudy other friendſhips, and more one, 
Then thele can ever be; or elſe wiſh none. 
What is't to me whether the French Detign 
Be, or be not, to get the Vall-reline f 
Oc the States Ships ſent forth belike ro meet 
Some hopes of Sparn in their Welt-lndian Fleet? 
Whether the Diſpenfation yet be ſent, 
Or that the Match from Spain was ever meant ? 
I wiſh all well, and pray high Heaven conſpire 
My Princes ſafety, and my Kings deſire 
But if for Honour, we muſt draw the Sword, 
And force back that, which will nor be reitor'd, 
I have a Bovy, yet, that Spirit draws 
To live, or fall, a Carkafs in the Cauſz. 
So far without inquiry what the States, 
Brunsfield, and Mansfield do this year, my Fates 
Shall carry me at Call ; and Ill be well, 
Though I do neither hear theſe news, nor tell 
Of Spam or France ; or were not prick d down one 
Ot the late Myſtery of Reception, 
Although my Fame, to his, not under-hears, 
That guides the Motions, and directs the Bears. 
But that's a blow, by which in time I may 
Loſe all my Credit with my Chriſtmas Clay, 
And animated Porc'lane of the Court, 
I, and for this negle, che courler fort 
Of earthen Jars, there may molelt me too : 
Well, with mine own frail Pitcher, what to do 
I have decreed ; keep ic from waves and preſs; 
Leſt it be juſtled, crack'd made nought, or leſs: 
Live to that Point I will, tor which I am Man, 
And dwell as in my Center, as I can, 
Still looking too, and ever loving Heaven; 
With reverence ufing all the Gitts then given. 
*Mongſt which, if I have any friendſhips ſent 
Such as are {quare, well-tag'd, and permanent, 
Not buile with Canvaſs, Paper, and falfe lights, 
As are the Glorious Scenes, at the great lights ; 
And that there be no ftev*ry heats, nor colds, 
Oily Expanſions, or ſhrunk dirty Folds, 
But all fo clear, and led by Reaſons Flame, 
As but to ſtumble in her ſight were ſhame. 
Theſe I will honour, love, embrace, and ſerve; 
And free it from all queſtion to preſerve. 
So ſhort you read my Character, and theirs 
| would call mine, to which not many Stairs 
Are asked to climb. Firlt give me faith, who know 
My ſelf a little. I will cake you fo, 
As you have writ your ſelf, Now ſtand, and then 
Sir, you are Scalcd of the Tribe of Ben. 


The Dedication of the K ings new Cellar to Bacchus. 


Ince, Bacch:s, thou art father 
Of Wines, to thee the rather 
We dedicate this Cellar, 
Where new, thou art made Dweller ; 
And Seal thee thy Commitlhon : 
But 'tis with a Condition, 
That thou remain here Taſter 
Of all to the great Maſter. 
And look unto their Faces, 
Their Qualities and Races, 
That borh, their Ozour cake him, 
And reliſh merry make him. 
For Bacchrns thou arte treer 
Of Cares, and Over-ſcer, 
Of, feaſt, and merry meeting, 
And ſtill begin'it che greting : 
See then thou doſt attend him 
Lyews, and defend him, 
By all the Arts of Gladneſs 
From any thought like ladneſs. 


So mayſt chou ſtill be younger 
Than Phzbws; and much ſtronger, 
To give Mankind their eaſes, 

And cure the Worlds Diſeaſes : 

So may the Mules follow 
Thee ſtill, and leave Apollo, 

And think thy Stream more quicker 
Then Hippocrenes Liquor : 

And thou make many a Poet, 
Betore his Brain do know it ; 

So may there never Quarrel 

Have iflue from the Barrel 3 

But YVenzs and the Graces 

Purſue thee in all Places, 

And not a Song be other 

Then Cupid, and his Mother. 

That when King Fames, above here 
Shall feaſt it, thou maiſt love there 
The Cauſes and the Gueſts too, 
And havethy Tales and Jeſts too, 
Thy Circuits, and thy Rounds free 
As ſhall che Fealts fair Grounds be. 

Be it he hold Communion 
In great Saint Georges Union 3 
Or gratulaces the Paſlage 
Of ſome well-wrought Embaſlage : 
Whereby he may knit ſure up 
The wilhed Peace of Europe : 

Or elſe a Health advances, 

To pur his Court in Dances, 

And ſet us all on skipping, 

When wich his Royal ſhipping 
The narrow Seas are ſhady, 

And Charles brings home the Lady. 


Acceſſit fervor Capiti, Numeruſq, Lucerns, 


An Epigram on the Court Pucell, 


D® the Court-Pucell then fo cenſure me, 
And thinks I dare not her? let the World ſee. 
What though her Chamber be the very Pir, 
Where fighe the prime Cocks of the Game, for Wit ? 
And that as any are ſtroke, her Breath creates 
New in their ſtead, our of the Candidates ? 
What though wich Tribade luſt ſhe force a Muſe, 
And in an Epiczne fury can write News 
Equal with that, which tor the beſt News goes 
As airy Light, and as like Wit as thoſe ? 
What though ſhe talk, and cannot once with them, 
Make State, Religion, Bawdry, all a Theam. 
And as Lip-chirſty, in each words expence, 
Doth labour with che Phraſe more than the Senſe ? 
What though ſhe ride two Mile on Holy-days 
To Church, as others do to Feaſts and Plays, 
To ſhew their Tires? to view, and to be view'd ? 
What though ſhe be with Velver Gowns indu'd, 
And ſpangled Perricotes brought torth to Eye, 
As new Rewards of her old fecreſic ? 
What though ſhe hath won on Truſt, as many do, 
And that her truſter fears her ? Muſt | too ? 
I never ſtood for any Place : my Wie 
Thinks it ſelf nought, though ſhe ſhould value it. 
I am no States-man, and much leſs Divine 
For Bawdry, 'tis her Language, and not mine. 
Fartheſt I am from the Idolatry 
To Stuffs and Laces, thoſe my man can buy. 
And truſt her I would leaſt, thac hath forſwore 
In Contra ewice, what can ſhe perjure more ? 
Indeed, her Drefling fome Man might delight, 
Her Face there's none can like by Candle-light. 
Not he, that ſhould the Body have, for Caſc 
To his poor Inſtrument, now out of grace. wy 
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<hall I adviſe thee Pucell ? ſteal away 

From Court, while yet thy Fame hath ſome ſmallday 3 
The Wits will leave you, if they once perceive 

You cling to Lords, and Lords, if them you leave 
For Sezrmoneers : of which now one, now other, 

They fay you weekly invite with Firs o* th* Mother, 
And practiſe for a Miracle ; take heed 

This Age would lend no Faith to Durre/s Deed ; 
Or if it would, the Court is the worſt Place, 

Both for the Mothers, and the Babes of grace, 
For there the Wicked in the Chair of ſcorn, 

Will call't a Baſtard, when a Prophet's born. 


An Epigram. 
To the Homour d----Counteſs of--.-- 


He Wiſdom Madam of your private Life, 
T Where with this while you live a widowed Wite, 
And the right ways you take unto the right, 
To conquer Rumour, and triumph on Spight ; 
Not only ſhunning by your act, todo 
Ought that is ill, but the ſuſpicion too, 
Is of 1o brave Example, as he were 
No Friend to Vertue, could be ſilent here. 
The rather when the Vices of the Time 
Are grown fo Fruitful, and falſe Pleaſures climb 
By all oblique Degrees, that killing heighe 
From whence they fall, caſt down with their own 
weight. 
And though all Praiſe bring nothing to your Name, 
Who (herein ſtudying Conſcience, and not Fame) 
Are in your ſelf rewarded ; yet *tewill be 
A chearful Work to all good Eyes, to ſee 
Among the daily Ruins that fall toul, 
Of State, of Fame, of Body, and of Soul, 
So great a Vertue ſtand upright to view, 
As makes Penelope's old Fable true, 
Whilſt your Uliſes hath ta'ne leave to go, 
Countries, and climes Manners and Men to know. 
Only your time you better entertain, 
Than the great Homer's Wit, tor her, could fain ; 
For you admit no Company, but good, 
And when you want thoſe Friends, or near in Blood, 
Or your Allies, you make your Books your Friends, 
And ſtudy them unto the nobleſt Ends, 
Searching for Knowledge, and co keep your Mind 
The ſame it was infpir'd, rich, and refin'd. 
Theſe Graces, when the reſt of Ladies view 
Not boaſted in your Life, but practig'd true, 
As they are hard, for them to make their own, 
So are they profitable to be known: 
For when they find ſo many meet in one, 
It will be ſhame for them, it they have none. 


Lord Baco x 's Birth-day. 


Hil happy Genizs of this ancient Pile ! 
How comes ic all things fo about thee ſmile ? 
The Fire, the Wine, the Men! and in the midit, 
Thou ſtand'ſt as if ſome Myſtery thou did'ſt ! 
Pardon, I read it in thy Face, the day 

For whoſe returns, and many, all theſe pray ; 
And fo do I. This is the Sixtieth year 

Since Bacon, and thy Lord was born, and here ; 
Son to the grave wile Keeper of the Seal, 

Fame and Foundation of the Engliſh Weal. 

What then his Father was, that fince is he, 

Now with a Ticle more to the Degree; 

England's High- Chancellor : the deſtin'd Heir 

In his fott Cradle to his Father's Chair, 

Whoſe even Thred che Fates ſpin round and full, 
Our of theic choiceſt and their whiteſt Wooll. 


"Tisa brave Cauſe of joy, let it be known, 
For 'twere a narrow gladnefs, kept thine own. 
Give me a deep-crown'd-Bowl, that I may ſing 
In railing him the Wiſdom of my King. 


A Poem ſent me by Sir William Burlaſe. 
The Painter to the Poet. 


Ty paint thy Worth, if rightly I did know it, 

And were but Painter halt like thee, a Poet 3 
Ben, I would ſhow it: 

Bubin this skill, m' unskilful Pen will tice, 

Thou, and thy worth, will ſtill be found far higher; 
AndI a Lier. 

Then, what a Painter's here ? or what an eater 

Ot great Attempts! when as his skil's no greater, 
And he a Cheater ? 

Then what a Poet's here! whom, by Confeflion 

Of all with me, to paint without Digreflion 
There's no Expreflion. 


My Anſwer. 
The Poet to the Painter. 


WY ? though I ſeem of a prodigious waſt, 
I am not fo voluminous, and vaſt, 
But there are Lines, wherewith I might b' embrac'd. 


*Tis erue, as my Womb ſwells, ſo my Back ſtoops, 
And the whole Lump grows round, deform'd, and droops, 
But yet the Tun at Heidelberg had Hoops. 


You were not tied, by any Painter's Law 
To ſquare my Circle, I confeſs, but draw 
My Superficics : that was all you ſaw. 


Which if in compaſs of no Art it came 
To be deſcribed by a Monogram, 
With one great blot, yo* had form'd me as I am. 


But whilſt you curious were to have it be 
An Archetype, for all the World to ſee, 
You made it a brave Piece, but not like me. 


O, had I now your manner, maſtry, might, 
Your Power of handling, Shadow, Air, and Spright, 
How I would draw, and take hold and delight. 


But, you are he can paint; I can but wrice : 
A Poet hath no more but black and white, 
Ne knows he flact'ring Colours, or falſe Light. 


Yet when of Friendſhip I would draw the Face 
A letter'd Mind, and a large Heart would place 
To all Poſterity 3 I will wrice Burlaſe. 


An Epigram, 
To Wittiam Earl of Newcaſtle. 


Wn firſt, my Lord, I ſaw you back your Horſe, 
Provoke his Metal, and command his Force } 

To all the uſes of the Field and Race, 

Me thetghr I read the ancient Art of Thrace, 
And ſaw a Centaure, thoſe Tales of Greece, 

So ſeenv'd your Horſe; and you both of a Piece ! 
You ſhew'd like Per/ſews upon Pegaſas ; 

Or Caftor mounted on his Cyllarus : 
Or what we hear our home-born Legend tell, 

Ot bold Sir Bevs and his Arundel! : 
Nay, {o your Seat his Beauties did endorſe, 

s I began to wiſh my {elf a Horſe : 


- 
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And ſurely had I but your Stable ſeen 
Before : I think my Wiſh abſolv'd had been. 
For never ſaw I yer the Muſes dwell, 
Nor any of their Houſhold half fo well. 
So well ! as when I faw the Floor and Room, 
I look'd for Hercules ro be the Groom : 
And cri'd, away, with the Ce/arien Bread, 
At theſe Immortal Mangers V:rgil ted. 


Epiſtle to Mr. Ax Thukxk SqQuiIB, 


Am to dine, Friend, where I muſt be weigh'd 
For a juſt Wager, and that Wager paid 
If Ido loſe it: And, without a Tale 
A Merchant's Wite is Regent of the Scale. 
Who when ſhe heard the Match, concluded ſtreighs, 
An ill Commodity ! *T muſt make good weight: 
So that upon the Point, my Corporal fear 
Is, ſhe will Play Dame Juſtice, too ſevere ; 
And hold me to it cloſe ; to ſtand upright 
Within the Balance; and not want a Mite ; 
But rather with advantage to be found 
Full twenty ſtone ; of which I lack ewo Pound : 
That's ſix in Silver ; now within the Socket 
Stinketh my Credit, if into the Pocket 
It do not come: One Piece I have in ſtore, 
Lend me, dear Arthur, tor a Week five more, 
And you ſhall make me good, in Weight, and Faſhion, 
And then to be return'd; or Proteftation 
To goout after— till when take this Lerter 
For your ſecurity. I can no better, 


To Mr. Joux Bur Ges. 


W2-* God, my Burges, I could think 
Thoughts worthy ot thy Gift, this Ink, 
Then would I promiſe here to give 

Verſe, thitſhould thee, and me our-live, 

Bur fince the Wine hath ſtcep'd my Brain, 

I only can the Papcr ſtain ; 

Yet with a Dye, that fears no Moth, 

But Scarlet-like out-laſts the Cloth. 


Epiſtle to my Lady Covell. 


Ou won not Verſes, Madam, you won me, 
When you would play fo nobly, and fo free. 

A Fook to a tew Lines : but, it was fit 

You won them too, your odds did ment it, 
So have you gain'd a Servant, and a Muſe : 

The firit oft which 1 fear, you will refuſe ; 
And you may juſtly, being a tardy cold, 

Unprofitable Chattel, fat and old, 
Laden with Felly, and doth hardly approach 

Hi: Friends, but to break Chairs, or crack a Coach. 
His weight is ewenty Stone within two Pound ; 

And that's made up as doth th' Purſe abound. 
Marry the Mule is one, can tread the Air, 

And ſtroke the Water, nimble, chaſt, and fair ; 
Sleep in a Virgins Boſom without fear, 

Run allthe Rounds in a ſoft Ladies Ear, 
Widow or Wite, without the jealouſic 

Of either Suicor, or a Servant by. 
Such, (if ter Manners like you) I do fend : 

And can for other Graces her commend, 
To make you merry on the Drefling-ſtool 

A Mornings, and at Atternoons to Fool 
Away ill Company, and help in Rhime, 

Your foan to pals her melancholy rime. 
By this, although you fancy not the Man 
Accept his Muſe ; and tell, I know you can : 


How many Verſes, Madam, are your due ! 
I can loſe none in tendring theſe to you. 
I gain, in having leave to keep my Day, 
And ſhould grow rich, had I much more to pay. 


To Maſter Joux BuxGes. 


o_ Fobm Burger, 
Neceflity urges 

My wotul Cry, 

To Sir Robert Pie : 

And that he will venter 

To ſend my Debenter. 

Tell him his Ben 

Knew the time, when 

He lov'd the Muſes ; 

Though now he refuſes, 

To take Apprehenfion ' 

Of a years Penſion, 

And more is behind : 

Put him in mind 

Chriſtmas is near; 

And neither good Chear, 

Mirth, Fooling, nor Wit, 

Nor any leaſt Fit 

Of Gambol or Spore 

Will come at the Court,' 

It chere be no Money, 

No Plover, or Coney 

Will come to the Table, 

Or Wine to enable 

The Muſe, or the Poet, 

The Pariſh will know it. 
Nor any quick-warming-pan help him to Bed, 

If che Checker be empty, ſo will be his Head. 


Epigram, to my Bookſeller. 


MY Friend, wilt hear all Cenfures; unto thee 
All Mouths are open, and all Stomachs free : 
Be thou my Books Intelligencer, note 
What cach Man ſays of ic, and of what Coat 
His Judgment is ; If he be wiſe, and praiſe, 
Thank him : if other, he can give no Bays. 
If his Wit reach no higher, but to ſpring 
Thy Wite a fit of laugheer ; a Cramp-ring 
Will be reward : to wear like thoſe, 
That hang their richeſt Jewels i' their Noſe ; 
Like a rung Bear, or Swine : grunting out Wit, 
As if chat Part lay for a| molt fit! 
If they go on, and that thou lov'ſt a-life 
Their pertum'd Judgments, let them kiſs thy Wife. 


An Epigram. 
To Wittiam Earl of Newcaſtle. 


THcy talk of Fencing, and the uſe of Arms, 
The Art of urging, and avoiding harms, 
The Noble Science, and che maſtring kill 
Of making juſt Approachcs how co kill 
To hit in Angels, and co claſh with time : 
As all defence, or oftencc were a chime ! 
I hate ſuch meaſur'd, give me metall'd Fire 
That crembles in the blaze, bur (then) mounts higher! 
A quick, and dazling motion | when a Pair 
Of Bodies, meet like raritied Air ! 
Their Weapons ſhot out, with that flame and farce, 
As they out-did the Lightning in the Courſe ; 
This were a Spectacle ! A light ro draw 
Wonder to Valour ! No, it is the Law 
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Of daring, not to doa Wrong, is true 
Valour! to ſlight it, being done to you ! 

To know the Heads of Danger! where'tis fit 
To bend, to break, provoke, or ſuffer it ! 

All this (my Lord) is Valour! This is yours! 
And was your Fathers! All your Anceſtors ! 

Who durſt live great, 'mongſt all the Colds and Heats 
Of Humane Lite! as all the Froſts and Sweats 

Of Fortune ! when, or Death appeat'd, or Bands! 
And valiant were, with, or without their Hands. 


An Epitaph m Henkay L. Lawaxe. 
To the Paſſer-by. 


F, Paſſenger, thou canſt but read : 
I Stay, drop a Tear tor him that's dead, 
Henry, che brave young Lord La-ware, 
Minervs's and the Muſes Care ! 
What could their Care do 'gainſt the Spight 
Of a Diſeaſe, that lov'd no light 
Of Honour, nor no air of Good ? 
But crept like Darkneſs through his Blood ? 
Offended with the dazling flame 
Of Vertue, got above his Name ? 
No noble Furniture of Parts, 
No love of Acion, and high Arts. 
No aim at Glory, or in War, 
Ambition to become a Star, 
Could ſtop the Malice of this ill, 
That ſpread his Body o'er, to kill : 
And only his great Soul envy'd, 
Becauſe ic durſt have noblier dy'd. 


An Epigram, 


Hat you have ſeen the Pride, beheld the Sport, 
And all the Games of Fortune, plaid at Court; 
View'd there the Market, read the wretched rate 
At which there are, would ſell the Prince and State: 
That ſcarce you hear a publick Voice alive, 
But whiſper*d Counſels, and thoſe only thrive ; 
Yet are got off thence, with clear Mind and Hands 
To litt to Heaven : who is't not underſtands , 
Your Happineſs, and doth not ſpeak you bleſt, 
To ſee you ſet apart, thus, from the reſt, 
T* obtain of God, what all the Land ſhould ask ? 
A Nation's Sin got pardon'd ! 'twere a Task 
Fit for a _—_ "ty O bow them oft, 
My Lord, till felt grief make our ſtone-hearts ſoft, 
And we do weep, to water, for our fin. x 
He, that in ſuch a flood, as we arein 
Of Riot, and Conſumption knows the way, 
To teach the people how to faſt, and pray, 
And do their Penance, to avert God's Rod, 
He is the Man, and Favorite of God. 


An Epigram 


To K. CrarLes, for an Hundred Pounds 
He ſent me in my Sickneſs, 1629. 


Reat CHARLES, among the holy Gifts of Grace 
Annexed to thy Perſon, and thy place, 
*Tis not enough (thy Piety is ſuch) 
To cure the call'd Kings Evil with thy touch 
But thou wile yet a 


y gn ier Maſtry cry 
To cure the Poets Evil, Poverty ; ; 


| For God, whoſe 


And, in theſe Cures, do'ſt fo thy ſelf enlarge, 
As thou doſt cure our Evil at thy charge. 
Nay, and in this, thou ſhow'ſt to value more 
One Peer, than of other folk Ten Score. 

O Piety! foto weigh the Poors Eſtates ! 

O Bounty! fo todifference the rates! 

What can the Poet wiſh his King may do, 

'* But that ke cure the Peoples Evil too ? 


To King CyuarLies, and Queen Max rv, 
For the Loſs of their Firſt-born, 


An Epigram Conſolatory, 1629. 


Ho dares deny, that all firſt-Fruits are due 
To God, ies the God-head to be true : 
Who doubts, thoſe Fruits God can with Gain reſtore, 
Doth by his doubt, diſtruſt his Promiſe more. 
He can, he will, and with large Int'reſt pay, 
What (at his liking) he will take away. 
Then Royal CHAKLES and MART, do not grutch 
That the Almighty's Will co you is ſuch : 
But thank his Greatneſs, and his Goodneſs too z 
And think all ſtill the beſt chat he will do. 
Thar choughe ſhall make, he will this loſs ſupply 
With a long, large, and bleſt Poſterity ! 
ence is fo infinite, 
Cannot but heap that Grace he will requite. 


An Epigram, 


To our Great and Good King Cuarles, 
On bis Anniverſary-Day, 1629. 


Hey happy were the Subje&t! if he knew, 
Moſt pious King, but his own geod in you ! 
How many times, Live CHARLES, would he ſay, 
If he but weigh'd the of this Day ? 
And as it turns our joyful Year about, 
For Safety of ſuch Majeſty cry out ? 
Indeed, when had Great Britain greater Cauſe 
Than now, to love the Soveraign and the Laws? 
When you that reign, are her Example grown, 
And what are Bounds to her, you make your own ? 
When yonr affiduous practice doth ſecure 
That Faith, which ſhe profeſſeth to be pure ? 
When all your Life's a Preſident of Days, 
And murmur cannot quarrel at your ways ? 
' How is ſhe barren grown of Love ! or broke ! 
That nothing can her Gratitude provoke ! 
O Times! O Manners ! Surfeit bred of Eaſe, 
The truly Epidemical Dilſcaſc ! 
'Tis not alone the Merchant, but the Clown, 
Is Bank-rupt turn'd ! the Caflock, Cloak, and Gown, 
Are loſt upon accompr , and none will know, 
How much to Heaven for thee, great CH ARLES, 
they owe ! 


An Epigram on the Prince's Birth, 1 630. 


AT art thou born, brave Babe ? Bleſt be thy Birth, 
That fo hath Crown'd our Hopes, our Spring, 
and Earth, ; 
The Bed of the chaſte Zily, and the Roſe ! 
Wat Month than Mey was ficter to diſcloſe 
This Prince of Flowers ? Soon ſhoot thou up, and grow 
The ſame that thou art promis'd, but be flow, 
And long in changing. Let our Nephews fee 
Thee, quickly the c_— = to be, 


And 
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And there to ſtand fo. Haſte, now envious Moon, 
And interpoſe thy ſelf, (*care not how ſoon.) 
And threat” the great Eclipſe. Two Hours but run, 
Sol will re ſhine; If not, CHARLES hath a Son. 


— Ne diſplicuiſſe meret ur 
Feſt inat Ceſar qui placuiſſe tib. 


An Epigram to the Queen, then lying m. 1 63 0. 


Ail Mar, full of Grace, it once was ſaid, 
And by an Angel, to the bleſſed'ſt Maid, 
The Mother of our Lord : Why may not 1 
(Without profanenefs) yet, a Poet, cry, 
Hail Mary, tull of Honours, to my Queen, 
The Mother of our Prince? When was there ſeen 
(Except the Joy that the firſt Mary broughe, 
Whereby the Safety of Mankind was wrought) 
So general a Gladneſs to an Iſle ! 
To make the Hearts of a whole Nation ſmile, 
As in this Prince ? Let it be lawful, fo 
To compare {mall with great, as ſtill we owe 
Glory to God. Then, Hail to *Mary ! Spring 
Of ſo much Safety to the Realm, and King. 


An Ode, or Song, by all the Muſes. 


In Cclebration of her {Majeſties Birth-day. 
1630. 


P, Publick Foy, remember 
This Sixteenth of November, 
ad rhengh he Par Sreqte, 
A ſh-Ste 
Be ſilent, to the People wo 
ng thou it Holy-day. 
2. Mel. What though the thrifty Tower, 
And Guns there, ſpare to 
Their Noiſes forth in 
As fearful to awake - 
This City, or to 
Their guarded Gates aſunder ? 
3-Thal. Yer, let our Trumpets ſotend ; 
And cleave both Air and Ground, 
With beating -4 onr Drums : 
Let Lyre be ſtrong, 
Had, Live, Theorbo , 
With touch of dainty Thums ! 
4+ Eut. | when the Qaire 1: full, 


The As —MN Sphears : 
Andeach dee 
May wiſh 1 4 Senſe ; 
ref Gott 


1. Clio. 


MA - the Ditty bears. 
5s.Terp. the Royal Mary, 
The Dangbres of Grip Harry ! 
Lind Sifter to Fruſt Lewis! 
Comes in the Pomp and Glory 
Of all ber Brother” Story, 
And of ber Fatber's Proweſ* ! 
6.Erat. She ſhows ſo far above 
The « ms Queen of Love, 
g Sea-pirt Iſle wyon : 
As bere no Vers avere ; 
But that ſhe reigning here. 
- Had got the Cefton on ! 
7.Call. Ser; fee our a&ive- King 
Hath taken twice the Ring 


Upon hs pointed Lance : 
Whilſt all the raviſh'd Rout 
Do mingle in a Shout, 
Hey ! for the Flower of France! 
$, Ura. This day the Comrt doth meaſure 
Her Joy in State and Pleaſure ; 
Hnd with a Reverend Fear, 
The Revels, and the Play, 
Sum wp this Crowned Day, 
Her two and twenti th Year ! 
9.Poly. Sweet ! happy Mary ! All 
The People her do call! 
And this the Womb Divine ! 
So fruitful, and ſo fair, 
Hath bt the Land an Heir ! 
nd CHarLEs & Caroline. 


An Epigram, 
To the Houſhald. 1630. 


Hat can the Cauſe be, when the XK. hath given 
His Poet Sack, the Houſhold' will not pay ? 
Are they fo ſcanted in their ſtore ? or driven 
For want of knowing the Poet, to ſay him nay ? 
Well, they ſhould know him, would the K. but gran 
His Poet leave to {ing his Howſbold true ; 
He'ld frame ſuch Dicties of their Store, and Want, 
Would make the very Green-Cloth to look blue : 
And rather wiſh, in their Expence of Sack, 
So, the allowance frotn che King to uſe, 
As the old Bard, ſhould no Canary lack, 
*T were better ſpare a Bur, than ſpill his Muſe. 
For in the Genizs of a Poet": Verſe, 
The King's Fame lives. Go now, deny his Tierce. 


Epigram. 
To a Fried, and Son, 


I and my Friend, I had not call'd you fo 
To me z or been the fame ro you, if Show, 
Profit, or Chance had made us: But I know 
What, by that Name, we each to other owe, 
Freedom and Truth ; with love from thoſe bepot. 
Wilſe-crafts, on which the Flatterer ventures not. 
His is more ſafe Commodity, or none : 
Nor dares he come in che compariſon. 


-| But as the wretch=d Painter, who ſo ill 


Painted a Dog, that now his ſubeler Skill 
Was, t' have a Boy ſtand with a Club, and fright 

All live from the Lane, and hisShop's ſight, 
Till he had fold his Piece, drawn fo unlike : 

So doth the Flatt*rer with fair Cunning ftrike 
At a Friend's Freedom, proves all circling means 

To keep him off; and howſoe'er he gleans 
Some of his Forms, he lets him not come near 

Where he would fix, for the DiſtinRions fear, 
For as at diſtance, few have Faculty 

To judge : So all Men coming near, can ſpy, 
Though now of Flattery, as of Piqure are 

More ſubtle Works, and finet Pieces far, 
Than knew-the former Ages : to Lite 

All is but Web, and Painting ; be the ſtrife 
Never fo great to get them : and the ends, 

Rather to boaſt rich Hangings, than rare Friends. 


To 
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To the Immortal Memory, and Friendſhip of that 
Noble Pair, Sir Lucius Cary, and Sir 


H, Moxr1$s0N. 


The Turns. 


Rave Infant of Sagwuntum, clear 
by ber forth in that great year, 


When the prodigious Hannibel did Crown 
His Rage, with razing your Immortal Town. - 
Thou, looking then abour, 


Ere thou wert half got our, 

Wiſe Child, did'ft haſtily return, 

And mad'|t thy Mothers Womb thine Urn. 
How ſumm'd a Circle didſt thou leave Mankind 
Of deepeſt Lore, could we the Center find ! 


The Counter-Turn. 


Did wiſer Nature draw thee back, 

From out the Horror of that Sack ; 

Where Shame, Faith, Honour, and regard of Right 
Lay trampled on; the Deeds of Death, and Night, 
Urg'd, hurried forth, and horPd 

Upon th' affrighted World : 

Sword, Fire, and Famine, with fell Fury met ; 

And all on utmoſt Ruin ſet : 

As, could they but Lifes Miſeries fore-ſee, 

No doubt all Infants would return like thee ? 


The Stand. 


For, what is Life, if meaſur'd by the ſpace, 
Not by the a& ? 

Or masked Man, if valu'd by his Face, 
Above his Fact ? 

Here's one out-liv'd his Peers, 

And told forth fourſcore years : | 
He vexed time, and buſied the whole State 3 
Troubled both Foes and Friends ; 

Bur ever to no ends : 

What did this Stirrer, but die late ? 

How well at Twenty had he faln, or ſtood : 
For three of his fourſcore, he did no good. 


The Turn. 


He entred well by Vertuous Parts, 

Got up and thriv'd with Honelt Arts : 

He purchas'd Friends, and Fame, and Honours then, 
And had his noble Name advanc'd with Men : 

But weary of that flight, 

He ſtoop'd in all Mens ſight 

To ſordid flatteries, acts of Strife, 

And ſunk in that dead Sea of Lite 

So deep, as he did then Death's Waters ſup : 

But that the Cork of Title buoy'd him up. 


(The Counter-Twurn. 


Alas, but Moriſon fell young : 

He never fell, thou fall'ſt, my Tongue. 

He ſtood a Soldier to the laſt right end, 

A perfe& Patriot, and a noble Friend ; 
But moſt a vertuous Son. 

All Offices were done 

By him, fo ample, full, and round, 

In weight, in meaſure, number, ſound, 

As though his age imperfect might appear, 
His Life was of Humanity the Sphere. 


The Stand. 


And make them Years : 


Produce thy Maſs of Myeri 
Tofodi en dan . 


Repeat of things a thron 
= —_ _ _ been _- 

ot liv'd ; for Life doth her great a&i 
By what was done and wrong _—_— 
In ſeaſon, and ſo brought 
| To light : her meaſures are, how well 


The Turn. 


le is not growing like a T 
In bulk, doth make diem bas be ; 
Or ſtanding long an Oak, three hundred year 


Tofall a log, at laſt . 
A Lily om 7 dry, bold, and fear : 


Is fairer far, in Mey, 
Although ie fall, and die that Night; 
It was the Plant, and Fower of Light. 

In ſmall proportions, we juſt Beauties ſee : 
Andin ſhort meaſures, Life may perfet be. 


The Counter-Turn. 


Call, Noble Lucie, then for Wi 

And let thy Looks with ladnefs ſhine : 
Accept this Garland, plant it on thy Head, 
And think, nay know, thy Moriſen's not dead. 
He leapd the preſene age, 

Poſſeſt with Holy Rage, 

To ſee that brighe Ecernal Day : 

Of which we Prie#ts, and Poers ſay 

Such truths, as we expe for happy Men, 
And there he lives with Memory ; and B&en. 


The Stand. 


obn/on, who ſung this of hi 

Him m_ g him, ere he went 
taſte a part of that full Jo 

To have Lane» —_ 

In this bright Aſteriſm ! 

Where ic were Friendſhip's Schiſm, 

(Were not his Lucias long with us to tarry) 

To ſeparate theſe Twi- 

Lights, the Dioſcurt ; 

And keep the one half from his Harry. 

Bur Fate doth fo alternate the Deſign 


The Turn. 


And ſhine-as you exalted are ; , 
Two Names of Friendſhip, but one Star : 


Made, or Indenture, or Leas'd out Cadvance 
The Profits for a time. 

No Pleaſures vain did chime, 

Of Rhimes, or Riots, at your Feaſts, 

Orgies of Drink, or teign'd Proteſts : 

But ſimple love of Greatneſs, and of Good ; 


The Counter-Turn, 
This made you firſt to know the Why 


You lik'd, then after, to apply 
Dddd 2 


Go now, andtellour Days ſumm'd up with Fears, 


Each Syllable anſwer'd, and was form'd ; how fair 
Theſe make the Lines of Life, and that's her Si 


Of Hearrs the Union, And thoſe not by chance 


4 


Whilſt that in Heaven, this Light on Earth muſt ſhine. 


That knits brave Minds, and Manners, more than Blood. 


That 
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Thar liking ; and approach fo one the tother, | 
Till either grew a Portion of the other: 

Each ſtiled by his end, 

The Copy of his Friend. 

You liv'd to be the great Surnames, 

And Titles, by which all made Claims 

Unto the Verrue. Nothing perfect done, 

Bur as a Caxy, or a Mor1$0x,. 


The Stand. 


And ſuch a force the fair Example had, 

As they that ſaw 

The good, and durſt not praftice it, were glad 
Thar fuch a Law 

Was left yet co Mankind ; 

Where they might read, and find 

Friendſhip, indeed, was written, not in words : 
And with the Heart, not Pen, 

Of Two ſoearly Men, 

Whoſe Lines her Rolls were, and Records. 
Who, ere the firſt down-bloomed on the Chin, | 
Had ſow'd theſe Fruits, and got the Harveſt in. 


To the Right Honourable the Lord High Treaſurer 
of England. 


An Epiſtle Mendicant. 1 631. 


Myr Loxo, 


Oor wretched States, preſt by Extremities, 
P Are fain to ſeek for Succours and Supplics 
Of Princes Aids, or good Mens Charirics. 


D:(eaſe, the Enemy, and his Ingineers, 
Want, with the reſt of his conceal'd Compeers, 
Have caſt a Trench about me, now five years ; 


And made thoſe ſtrong approaches by Falſe Braies, 
Reduifts, Half-Moons, Horr-Works, and ſuch cloſe ways, 
The Mu/e noc peeps out, one of Hundred Days. 


But lies block'd up, and ſtreightned, narrow'd in, 
Fix'd to the Bed, and Boards, unlike to win 
Health, or ſcarce Breath, as ſhe had never bin. 


Unlefs ſome ſaving Honour of the Crown, 
Dare think it, to relieve, no lefs Renown, 
A Bed-rid Wit, than a beſieged Town. 


To the King. On bis Birth day, Nov.19. 1632. 
An Epigram Anniverſary. 


| har is King Charles his Day. Speak it, thou Tower, 
Unto the Ships, and they trom Tier to Tier, 
Diſcharge ir *bout the and, in an Hour, 
As loud as Thunder, and as ſwift as Fire. 
Let Ireland meet it out at Sea, half way, 
Repeating all Great Britain's Joy, and more, 
Adding her own glad accents to this Day, 
Like Echo playing from the other Shore. 
What Drums, or Trumpets, or great Ord nance Can, 
The Poetry of Steeples, with the Bells, 
Three Kingdoms Mirth, in Light, and atry Man, 
Made lighter with che Wine. All Noiſes elle, 


At Bonefires, Rockets, Fire-Works, with the Shouts 
That cry that gladneſs,which their Hearts would pray, 
Had they but Grace, of thinking, at theſe Routs, 
On th' often coming of this py; 
And ever cloſe the Burden of the Song, 
Still to have ſuch a Charles, but this Charles long, 


The Wiſh is great; but where the Prince is ſuch, 
What Prayers (People) can you think too much! 


On the Right Honourable and Vertuous Lord 
WESTON, Lord High Treaſurer of Eng- 
land, pon the Day He was made Earl of Pory 
land, Feb. 17. 1632. 


To the Exviows. 


De” up, thou Seed of Envy, and ſtill bring 
Thy faint, and narrow Eyes, to read the King 
In his great Actions : view whom his large Hand, 
Hath rais'd to be the Porr unto his Land ! 
WESTON: that waking Man! that Eye of State ' 
Who ſeldom fleeps| whom bad Men only hate ! 
Why dol irritate, or ſtir up thee, 
ſluggiſh Spawn, that cant, but wile not ſee ! 
Feed on thy ſelf for ſpight, and ſhew thy Kind : 
To Vertue and true Worth, be ever blind. 
Dream thou could'ſt hurt it, but before thou wake, 
T effe& it: Feel, thou aſt made chine own Heart ake. 


To the Right Honourable Hierome, Lord Weſton, 
An Ode Gratulatory, 


For his Return from his Embaſly, 163 2. 


=—_ Pleaſure as the teeming Earth, 
Doth take in eafie Natures Birth, 

When ſhe puts forth the Life of ev'ry thing : 
And in a dew of ſweete#t Rain, 

She lies delrver'd without pain, 

Of the prime Be the Tear, the Spri 
The River: is rg Ad do rem, oa 
The Clouds rack clear before the Sun, 

The rudeſt Wind: obey the calmeſt Air : 

Rare Plants from ev/ry Bank do riſe, 
And ery Plant the Senſe ſurprize, 

Becauſe the Order of the akals a fair ! 

The wery Verdure of ber Neſt, 

Wherem ſhe fits ſo richly dreft, 

As all the Wealth of Seaſon, there was ſpread ; 
Doth ſhow, the Graces, and the Hours 

Have multipli'd their Arts and Powers, 

In making ſoft ber Aromatick Bed. 

Such Foys, Tack Sweets doth your Return 
Bring all your Friends, (fair Lord) that burn 

With love, to bear your Modeſty relate 

The bus neſs of your blooming Wi, 
With all the Fruit ſhall follow it, 

Both to the Homour of the King and State. 

O bow will then our Court be pleas .,, 
To ſee great Charles of Travail eas'd, 

When he bebolds @ Graft of hu own Had, 

Shoot up an Olive fruitful, fair, 


To be a Shadow to bu Heir, 
nd both a Strength, and Beauty to bus Land! 
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EPITHALAMION: 


S O \ 


CELEBRATING 


9 


The Nuvyr1 at s of that Noble Gentleman, Mr. Hit xome W e$sTox, 


Son and Heir of the Lord WzsTox, Lord High Treaſurer of —_ with the Lady 


Fxances STUarr, Daughter of Esme, D. of Lexox, ed, and Siſter 
of the Surviving Duke of the ſame Name: 


Heck how hol =n gy . 
BPITHALAMION he kr 


; all did ring th' a ches of the Bride ; 
"W _ haſt paſt chy Summer ſtanding, The Lady Paved, eſt 


y bove the 
A white wich us, bright Sun, and help our Of al che Makens fair; 
gae : of ; ir, 
nſt not meer more Glory on the way, In graceful Ornament of Garland, Gems, and Hair 
Berween thy Tropicks, to arreſt thy ſight, See how ſhe paceth forth in Virgit-white, 
Than thou ſhale ſee to day : Like what ſhe is, the Daughter of a Duke, 
We woo thee, ſtay, And Siſter: darting forth a dazling lighe 
And ſee, what can be ſeen, : On all that come her Simpleſs to rebuke ! 
The Bounty of a King, and Beauty of his Queen ! Her treffes trim her back, 
As ſhe did lack 
See, Y. > — : _ a—_—— Noughe of a Maiden Queen, 
(Bearin promi ter Fate ich Modeſty ? I , 
Hath filled with Caceches, all the way, —_ A 


From Greenwich, hither, to Row-bempton-Gate | 


, thou wile ſee what Ri irgi 
When look'd'che Year, at beſt, Stay, thou wile Rites the Virgins do 


| choiceſt Virgin-Troop of all the Land! 
I. o Feaſt ? __ Porting | _— of united Two, 
r were Aﬀairs in Both Kingdoms i _ ; 
By all the Sphears conſent, fo in the Heart of June ? Whoſe Majeſtics appear, —_— a _; 
To make more TX 


What Beauty of Beauties, and bright Youth's at charge | This Feaſt, than can the Day 
Of Summers Liveries, and gladding Green ;  . | T | 
Do boaſt their Loves, and Brav'ries ſo 4 large, Alchough that thou, OSun, at our intreaty ſtay 


As they came all to ſee, and to be ſeen ! See how with Roſes, and with Lilies ſhine, 


When look'd the Earth fo fine, (Lillies and Roſes, Flowers of either Sex) 
Or fo did ſhine, 


ight Brid iſh' ; 
In all her bloom and flower, The bright Brides paths, embelliſ'd more than thine 


ich light of Love, this Pair doth intertex | 
To welcome home a Pair , and deck the Nuptial| "Seay *foefthe on Oh on doth intertex 


(Where ſhe ſhall go) 
It is the kindly Seaſon of the time Sm —_ of their way. Fr (ſtay : 
1 1 . , 4 
The Month of Youth, which calls all Creatures forth hn: » fairSun, and ſhin'ſt, as thou would'ſt 


To do their Offices in Natures Chime, With what full hands, and in how plenecous ſhowers 
And celebrate (pertection attche worth) Have they bedew'd the Earth, where ſhe doth cread, 
Marriage, che end of lite, As if her airy ſteps did ſpring the Flowers, 
Thac holy ftrife, And all the Ground were Garden where ſhe led / 
And the allowed War : 


ther door, 
Through which not only we, but all our Species are. _m— floor, 


The Bridegroom meets the Bride 
| With all the Pomp of Youth, and all our Court beſide. 
Our 
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Our Court, and all the Grandees 3 now, Sun, look, 
And looking with thy beſt Inquiry, tell, 
In all thy age of Journals thou haſt took, 
Saw'lt thou that Pair, became theſe Rites ſo well, 
Save the precceding Two? 
Who, in all they do, 
Search, Sun, and thou wilt find . 
They are th* exampled Pair, and Mirror of their Kind. 


Force from the Phenix then, no Rarity 
Of Sex, to rob the Creature; but from Man 
The King of Creatures; take kis Parity | 
With Angels, Muſe, to ſpeak theſe : Nothing can, - 
Illuſtrate theſe, but they * 5 
Themſelves to day, 
Who the whole A expreſs; 
All elſe we ſee beſide, are Shadows, and go le 


- 
- 


It is their Grace, and Favour, that makes ſeen, 
And wonder'd at the Bounties of this day : 
All is a Story of the King and Queen ! 
And what of Digniry, and Honour may 
Pe duly done to thoſe 
Whom they have choſe, 
And ſet the Mark upon, : 
To give a greater Name, and Title to! their own! 


W:fton, their Treaſure, as their Treaſurer, 
That Mine of Wiſdom, and of Counſels deep, 
Great Say-Maſter of State, whocannot err, 
But doth his Carract, and juſt Standard keep 
In all the prov'd aſlays, 
And legal ways 
Of Tryals, to work down 
Mens Loves unto the Laws, and Laws tolove the Crown. 


And this well mov'd th: Judgment of the King 
To pay with Honours, to his noble Son 
To day, the Fathet's Service; who could bring 
Him up, to do the ſame himſelt had done : 
That far-all-ſecing Eye 
Could ſoon eſpy 
What kind of waking Man 
He had fo highly ſer ; and in what Barbican. 


Stand there; for when a noble Nature's rais'd, 

It brings Friends Joy, Foes Grief, Poſterity Fame 3 
In him the times, no leſs than Prince, are prais'd, 

And by his Rite, in a&tive Men, his Name 
Doth Emulation ſtir ; 

To th? dull, a Spur 
Ie is: to cth' envious meant, 

A meer upbraiding Grief, and cort'ring puniſhment. 


See now the Chapel opens ; where the King 
And Biſhop ſtay, to conſummate the Rites : 
The holy Pcelate prays, then takes the Ring, : 
Asks firlt, Who gives her (I Charles); then he plights 
One in the others Hand, 
Whilſt they both ſtand 
Hearing their Charge, and then 
The ſolemn Quire cries, Fey ; and they return, Amen. 


O happy Bands! and thou more happy place, 
Which cothis uſe, wer'c buile and conſecrate : 
To have thy God to bleſs, thy King to grace, 
And thistheir choſen Biſhop celebrate ; 
And knit the Nuprial Knot, 
Which Time ſhall nor, 
Or canker'd Jealouhie, : 
With all corroding arts, be able to untie. 


| The Chapel empties, and thou may'ſt be gone 


Now, Sun, and poſt away the reſt of day : 
Theſe ewo, now Holy Church hath made them one, 
Do long to make themſelves fo, another way : 
There is a Feaſt behind, 
To them of kind, 
Which their glad Parents taughe 
One to the other, long ere theſe co light were brought. 


Haſte, haſte, officious Sun, and ſend them Night 
Some Hours before ie ſhould, that theſe may know 
All that their Fathers, and their Mothers might 
Ot Nuprtial Sweets, at ſuch a Seaſon, owe, 
To propagate their Names, 
And keep their Fames 
Alive, which elſe would die ; 
For Fame keeps Vertue up, and ic Poſterity. 


Th' Ignoble never liv'd, they were a-while 
Like Swine, or other Catrel here on Earth : 
Their Names arenot recorded on the File 
Of Life, that fall fo; Chriſtians know their Birth. 
Alone, and ſuch a Race, 
We pray may grace, 
Your fruitful ſpreading Vine, 
But dare not ask our Wiſh in Language feſcennine : 


Yet, as we may, we will, with chaſte deſires, 
(The Holy Pertumes of the Marriage-Bed) 
Be kept alive, thoſe Sweet and Sacred Fires 
Of Love between you, and your Lovely-head : 
That when you both are old, 
You find no cold 
There ; but renewed, ſay, 
my =» laſt Child born;) This is our Wedding- 
Y. 


Till you behold a Race to fill your Hall, 
A Richard, and a Hierome, by their Names 
Upon a Thomas, Or a Francis call ; 
A Kate, a Frank, to honour their Grand-dames, 
And 'eween their Grandlires thighs, 
Like pretty Spies, 
Peep forth a Gem; to ſee 
How each one plays his part, of the large Pedigree. 


And never may there want one of the Stem, 
To be a watchful Servant for this State ; 
But like an Arm of Eminence *mongſt them, 
Extend a reaching Vertue, early and late : 
Whilſt che main Tree ſtill found 
Upright and ſound, 
By this Sun's Noonſted's made 
So great ; his Body now alone projets the ſhade. 


They both are ſlipp'd to Bed; ſhut faſt the Door, 
And let him freely gather Loves Firlt-Fruits, 
He's Maſter of the ; yet no more 
Exacts than ſhe is pleas'd co pay : no Suits, 
Strifes, Murmurs, or Delay, 
Will laſt cill Day : 
Night, and the Sheets will (how, 
The longing Couple, all chat Elder Lovers know. 


— —  ——_—_—_— 
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The Humble Petition, of Poor Ben. 


To th' beſt of Monarchs, Maſters, Mn, 
Kms CHARLES. 


— ——Doth moſt humbly ſhow it, 
To your Majeſty, your Poet : 


Hat whereas = Royal Father 
JAMES tbe bleſſed, pleas'd the rather, 

Of his ſpecial Grace to Letters, 
To make all the MUSES Debtors 
To his Bounty, by Extenſion 
Of a free Poertick Penſion, 
A large Hundred Marks Annuity, 
To be given me in Gratuiry 
For done Service, and to come : 

And that this fo accepted Sum, 
Or diſpens'd in Books, or Bread, 
(For with both the MUSE was fed) 
Hath drawn on me, from the times, 
All che Envy of the Rbimer, 
And the ratling Pit- pat-noifz: 
Of the leſs Pcerick Boys, 
When their Por-Guns aim to hit, 
With their Pellets of ſmall Wit, 
Parts of me ny judg'd) decay'd, 
But we laſt our, ftill unlay'd. 

Pleaſe your Majeſty to make 
Of your Grace, for Goodneſs ſake, 
Thoſe your Fathers Marks, your Pound: 
Let their Spite (which now abounds) 
Then go on, and do irs worſt ; 
This would all cheir Envy burſt 
And ſo warm the Poets Tongue 
You'ld read a Snake, in his next Song. 


To the Right Honourable, the Lord Treaſurer 
of England. 


An Epigram, 


F to my Mind, great Lord, I had a State, 
I I would preſent you now with curious Plate 
Of Noremberg, or Turky: Hang your Rooms 
Not with the Arras, but the Per/ian» Looms: 
I would, if Price, or Prayer could chem get, 
Send in, what or Romano, Tintaret, 
Titian, or Raphael, Michael Angelo 
Have left in Fame to equal, or out-go 
The Old Greek Hands in Picture, or in Stone. 
This I would do, could I know Weſton, one 
Catch'd with theſe Arts, wherein the Judge is wiſe, 
As far as Seaſe, and only by the Eyes. 
But you, I know, my Lord ; and know you can 
Diſcern between a'Statue and a Man : 
Can do the things that Statues do deſerve, 
And a the buſmeſs, which they paint, or carve. 
What you have ſtudied, are the arts of Lite ; 
To compoſe Men, and Manners; ftine the ftrife 
Of murmuring SubjeAs ; make the Nations know 
What Worlds of Bl to good Kings owe : 
And migthtieft Monarchs feel what large increale 
Of Sweets, and Safeties, they $ by Peace. 
Theſe I look up & with a reverend Eye, 
And ſtrike Religion in the ſtanders by : 
Which though I cannor, as an ArchiteR, 
In glorious Piles, or Pyramids erect 
Unto your Honour : I can tune in Song 
Aloud : and (happ'ly) it may laſt as long. 


An Epigram. 


To my MUSE, the Lady Di6sy, on her 
Husband, Sir KxxsL.me Dicsy. 


AY happy Muſe, thou know my Digby well, 
Yet read him in theſe lines : He doth excel 
In Honour, Courteſie, and all the parts 
Court can call hers, or Man could call his Arts. 
He's Prudent, Valiane, Juſt, and Temperate: 
In him all Vertue is beheld in State: 
And he is buile like ſome Imperial Room 
For that to dwell in, and be ſtill at home. 
His Breaſt is a brave Palace, a broad Street, 
Where all Heroick ample Thoughts do meet : 
Where Nature ſuch a large Survey hath ta'en, 
As other Souls, to his, dwelt in a Lane: 
Witneſs his Aion done at Scanderone ; 
Upon my Birth-day, the Eleventh of Fune ; 
When the Apoſtle che Brighe 
Unto our p__ doth give the 1 light, 
In ſign theSubjec, and the ill live, 
Which I have vow'd Pofterity to give. 
Go, Muſe, in, and ſalute him. Say he be 
Buſie, or frown at firſt ; when he ſees thee, 
He will clear up his Forehead : think thou bringſt 
Good Omen to him, in the Note thou ſing'ſt ; 
For he doth love my Verſes, and will look 
Upon them, (next to Spencer's noble Book) 
And praiſe them too. O! what a Fame 't will be? 
What Repuration to my Lines, and me, 
When he ſhall read them at the Treaſurer's Board ? 
The knowing WeFton, and that Learned Lord 
Allows them? Then, what Copies ſhall be had, 
What Ty begg'd ? how cry'd up, and how 


glau, 
Wile thou be, Muſe, when this ſhall them befall ? 
Being ſent to one, they will be read of all. 


Qm————————_—_—_—_ 


Ew Years, expett New Gifts : Siſter, your Harp, 
Lute, Lyre, Theorbo, all are call'd to day. 
Your Change of Nites, the Flat, the Mean, the Sharp, 
To ſhew the Rites, and i uſher forth the way 

Of the New Year, #n 4 new Silken Warpe. 

To fit the Softneſs of our Years Gift : When 

We ſing the beſt of Monarchs, Maſters, Men : 
For had we bere ſaid leſs, we bal ſung nothing then. 


A New-Years-Gift ſung to King Cuaxies, 
1035. 


To? day old Janus opens the New Year, {| ReQtor Chori. 
And ſluts the old. Haſte, haſte, all Loyal Swain, 
That know the Times and Seaſons when t appear, 
And offer your juſt Service on theſe Plains ; 
Bett Kings expett Firſt:Fruits of your glad Gains. 


i. PAN « the great Preſerver of our bounds. 
2. To him we owe all Profits of our Grounds, 
3. Our Milk. 4. Our Fells. 5. Our Fleeces. 6. And firſt Lambs. 
7, Our teeming Ewes. 8. And luſty mounting Rams. 
9. See where be walks with MI RA by bu fide. 
Sound, ſound bu Praiſes loud, and with bu, bers divide. 
[ Chor. 
or 
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Of PAN we ſing, the beſt of Hunters, P AN, 
That drives the Hart to ſeek unuſed ms z 
And in the Chaſe, more than SY LV ANUS can, | Shep. 


Hear, O you Groves, and, Hi{ſs, reſound hs Praiſe. Chor. 


Of brighteſf MIRA, do we raiſe cur Song, 
Siſter of P A N, and Glory of the Spring : 
Who walks on Earth, as May ſtill went ho. 

Kivers and Valleys Echo what we ſing. 


Of P AN we ſing, the Chief of Leaders, P A N, 
That leads our Flocks and us, and calls both forth 


To better Paſtures than great P ALES can: | Shep.Chor. 


Hear, O you Groves, and, Hills, reſound bs Worth. 
Of brighte® MIR A, is our Song ; the Grace 


Of all that pony 2, to Life did bring | Nym.Chor. 


And were ſhe loſt, could beſt ſupply ber place, 
Rrvers and Valleys Echo what we fmg. 


1. bereer they tread th' enamour'd Ground, 
The faireſt Flowers are always found : 
2. As if the Beanties of the Year, 
Still waited on em where they were. 
1. He is the Father of our Peace , 
2. She, to the Crown, hath brought Increaſe. 
1. We know no other Power thas bis, 
P AN only our great Shep'erd is, 
Our great, our good. Where one's ſo dreſt 
In truth of Colours, both are beſt. 


Haſte, haſte you bither, all you gentler Swains, 
That have a Flock, or Herd, wpon theſe Plains : 
This is the great Preſerver of our Bounds, 
To whom you owe all Duties of your Grounds ; 
Your Milks, your Fells, your Fleeces, and firſt Lambs, 
Tour teeming Ewes, as well as mounting Rams. 
Whoſe Praiſeslet *s report unto the Woods, 
That they may take it echo'd by the Floods, 
*Tas be, "tis be, in ſinging be, 
And hunting, P A N, exceedeth thee. 
He gives all Plenty, and Increaſe, 
He u the Author of our Peace. 


Wher#er be goes upon the Ground, 
The better Graſs, and Flowers are found. 
To ſweeter Paſtures lead he can, 
Than ever PALES could, or P AN: 
He drives Diſeaſes from our Folds, 
The Thief from Spotl bs Preſence holds : 
P AN E&nows no other Power than bs, 
Thy only the great Shep'erd . 

'Tis be, 'tis be, &c. 


Fair Friend, "tis true, your Beauties move 
My Heart to a Reſpett : 

Tio little to be paid with Love, 
Too preat for your Negle. 


I neither love, nor yet am free, 
For though the Flame I find 
Be not Intenſe in the 


Depree, 
*Tis of the pureſt hind 


It little wants of Love, but Pain, 
Your Beauty takes my Senſe, 

And leſt you ſhould that Price diſdain, 
My Thoughts t00 feel the Influence. 


Ti not a Paſſions firſt Acceſs 
Ready to multiply, 


But like Lowe « calme#t State it #s | 


Poſſeſt with Vifery. 


[ Nym.Chor. 


[ Chorus. 


It is like Lowe to Truth reduc'd 
All the falſe Values gone, 
Which were created, and induc'd 

By fond Imagmation. 


"Ts either Fancy, or "ts Fate, 
To love you more than I : 

I love you at your Beauties rate, 
Leſs were an Injury. 


Like unſtamp'd Gold, I weigh each Grace, 
So that you may collec, 
Th' intrinſick Value of your Face, 


Safely from my Reſpett. 


And this Reſpelt would merit Love, 
Were not ſo fair a ſight 

Payment enough ; for who dare move 

Reward for his Delight ? 


On the King's Birth-day. 
R427 ſelf, my gentle Muſe, 


now our Green Conceits be Gray, 
And yet once more do not refuſe 
To take thy Phrygian Harp, and play, 
In honour of this cheerful Day : 
Long may they both contend to prove, 
That bett of Crowns s ſuch a love. 


Make firft a Song of Foy, and Love, 
Which chofly flame: Fl Rojal Eyes, 
Then tune it to the Spheres above, 
When the bexigneſt Stars do riſe, 
And ſweet Conjunttions grace the Skies 


Long may, CC. 


To this let all good Hearts reſound, 
Whilft Diadems inveſt bu Head ; 
Long may be live, whoſe Life doth bound 
More than bu Laws, -and better led 
By high _—_ than by dread. 
Long may, SC. 


Long may he round about bim ſee 
His Roſes, and bu Lilies bloom : 
may bus only Dear, and He 
= in Idzas of their own, 
And OT Ly timely ſown. 
may t contend to prove, 
afar i 0 fake has 


To my L. te KING. 


On the Chriſtening Flis Second Son 
JAMES. | 


_—— art b__ ;< God, on Work is done, 
tKing, thy having of a Second Son: 
And by thy or may chy People fee 

How much they are beloy'd of God in thee; | 
Would they would underſtand it | Princes are 
Great aids to Empire, as they are t care 

To pious Parents, who would have their Blood 

Should take firſt Seiſin of the publick good, 

As hath thy FAMES; cleans'd from Original Drofs, 
This day, by Baptiſm, and his Saviour's Croſs: 
Grow up, ſweet Babe, as bleſſed, in thy Name, 

As in renewing thy good Grandfires Fame 
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Me thought Great Britain in her Sea, before, 
ie ths enough, but now ſecured more. 

At Land ſhe triumphs in the triple ſhade, 
Her Roſe, and Lily, interewin'd, have made. 


Oceano ſecura meo, ſecurior umbry. 


An Elegy on the Lady Axnx PawLier, 
Marchioneſs of Winton. 


WW Hat gentle Ghoſt, beſprent with April Dew, 
Hails me, ſo ſolemaly, to yonder Yew ? 
And beck'ning wooes me, from the fatal Tree 
To pluck a Garland, for her ſelf or me ? 
I do obey you, Beauty ! for in death, 
You ſeem a fair one! O that you had breath, 
To give your ſhade a name! Stay, ſtay, I feel 
A horror in me ! all my Blood is Steel ! 
Stiff! ſtark! my Joints *gainſt one another knock ! 
Whoſe Daughter ? ha * Great Savage of the Rock ? 
He's good, as great. I am almoſt a Stone ! 
And er I can azk more of her ſhe's gone ! 
Alas, I am all Marble! write the reſt 
Thou would(t have written, Fame, upon my Breaſt: 
It is a large fair Table, and a true, | 
And the diſpoſure will be ſomething new, 
When, who would the Poet have become, 
At leaſt may bear th? Inſcription to her Tomb. 
She was the Lady Fane, and Marchioneſs 
Of Wincheſter ; the Heralds can ell this. 
Earl River's Grand-Child— ſerve not forms, good Fame, 
Sound thou her Vertues, give her Soul a Name, 
Had I a thouſand Mouths, as many Tongues, 
And Voice to raiſe them from my brazen Lungs, 
I durſt not aim at that : The dores were ſuch 
Thereof, no notion can expreſs how much 
Their Carra& was! I, or my Trump muſt break, 
Bur rather I, ſhould I of that part ſpeak: 
It is too near of kin to Heaven, the Soul, 
To be deſcrib'd ! Fames Fingers are too foul 
To touch theſe Myſteries | We may admire 
The blaze, and ſplendor, but not handle fire ! 
What ſhe did here, by great example, well, 
T inlive Poſterity, her Fame may tell! 
And, calling truth to witneſs, make that good 
From the inherent Graces in her Blood ! 
Elſe, who doth praiſe a Perſon by a new, 
Bur a fain'd way, doth rob it of the true. 
Her Sweetneſs, Sottnels, her fair Courrtcfie, 
Her wary Guards, her wiſe Simplicity, 
Were like a Ring of Vertues, *bout her (ct, 
And Piety the Center, where all mer. 
A reverend State ſhe had, an awful Eye; 
A dazling, yet inviting Majeſty : 


What Nature, Fortune, Inſtitution, Fat 
Could fumm to a perfetion, was her Ac ! 
How did ſhe leave the World ? with what contempe ? 
Juſt as ſhe in it liv'd ! and fo exempt 
From all affe&ion ! when they urg'd the Cure 
Of her Diſeaſe, how did her Soul affure 
Her ſuff*rings, as the Body had been away | 
And to the Torturers ( her Doctors ) lay, 
Stick on your Cupping:glafſes, fear not, pur 
Your hotteſt Cauſticks to, burn, lance, or cut : 
'Tis but a Body which you can torment, 
And [, into the World, all Soul was ſent! 
Then comforted her Lord ! and bleſt her Son ! 
Chear'd her fair Siſters in her Raceto run ! 
With ow temper'd her fad Parents Tears! 
Made her Friends Joys, to get above their Fears | 
And, in her laſt a&, caught the Standers-by, 
With admiration, and applauſe to die ! 
Let Angels ting her glories, who did call 
Her Spirit home, to her Original ! 
Who ſaw the way was made ic ! and were ſent 
To carry, and conduc the Complement 
"Twixt death and life | Where her Mortality 
Became her Birth-day to Eternity | 
And now, through circumfuſed light, ſhe look 
On Natures Secrets, there, as her own Books : 
Speaks Heavens Language! and diſcoverech free 
To every Order, ev'ry Hierarchy ! 
Beholds her Maker ! and, in him, doth ſee 
What the beginnings of all Beauties be 3 
And all Beatitudes, that thence do flow : 
Which chey that have the Crown are ſure to know ! 
Go now, her happy Parents, and be fad, 
If you not underſtand, what Child you had. 
It you. dare grudge at Heaven, and repent 
' have paid again a Blefling was but lent, 
And truſted fo, as it depofired lay 
Ar pleaſure, to be call'd for, every day ! 
It = can envy your own Daughters bliſs, 
nd wiſh her ſtate lets happy than it is! 
It you can caſt about your either Eye, 
And ſee all dead here, or abour to die! 
The Stars, that are the Jewels of the Night, 
And Day, deceaſing ! with the Prince of Light, 
The Sun : great Kings ! and mightieſt Kingdoms tall! 
Whole Nations ! nay Mankind ! the World, wich all 
That ever had beginning there, to *ave end! 
With what injuſtice ſhould one Soul pretend 
T* eſcape this common known necellity, 
When we were all born, we began to die; 
And, but for that contention, and brave trite, 
The Chriſtian hath & enjoy the future lite, 
He were the wretched'ſt of the Race of Men : 
Bur as he ſoars at that, he bruiſeth then 


The Serpents Head: Gets above Death, and Sin, 


And, ſure of Heaven, rides triumphing in. 
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EUPHEM Ft: 


OR, THE 


FAIR FAM E 


Left to Poſterity, of that truly Noble Lady, the Lady Venetia Dighy, 
late Wife of Sir Kenelm Digby, Knight: A Gentleman abſolute in 


all Numbers. 


Conſiſting of theſe Ten Pieces. 


The Dedication of her CRADLE, 
The Song of her DESCENT. 
1 The Pi@nure of her BODY. 
Her MIND. 
Her being choſen a M USE. 


Her fair O FFICES. 

Her happy MA TCH. 

Her hopeful ISSUE. 

Her "'ATIO®ENSIS, or Relation to the Saints. 
Her Inſcription, or CROW N. 


Vivam amare voluptas, defun&tam Religio. Stat. 


I, 
The Dedication of her CR ADLE. 


Fe: FAME, who art ordain'd to crown 

With ever-green, and great renown, 

TheirHeads, that ENVY would hold down 
With her, in ſhade 


Of Death, and Darkneſs; and deprive 

Their names of being _— : 

By THEE, and CONSCIENCE, both who thrive 
By the juſt trade 


Of Goodneſs ſtill: Vouchſafe to take 
This CRADLE, and for Goodneſs ſake, 


A dedicated Enſign make 
Thereof, to TIME : 


That all Poſterity, as we, 

Who read what the CREPUNDIA be, 

May ſomething by that twi-light ſce : 
*Bove rattling Rhime. 


For, though that Rattles, Timbrels, Toys, 
Take little Infants with their noile, 
As prop'relt gifts, to Girls, and Boys 

Of light expence ; 


Their Corals, Whiſtles, and prime Coats, 
Their painted Masks, their paper Boats, 


With Sails of Silk; as the firſt notes _ 
Surpwze their ſenſe: 


Yet, here are no ſuch Trifles brought, 

No Cobweb Call's; no Surcoats wrought 

With Gold, or Claſps, which might be 
Onevery Stall. 


But, here's a Song of her DESCENT ; 

And Call to the high Parliament 

Of Heaven; where SERAPHIM take tent 
Of ord'ring all. 


This, utter'd by an ancient BARD, 
Who claims (of reverence) to be heard, 
As coming with his Harp, prepar'd 
To chant her *gree, 


ghe 


Is ſung : as als her getting up 
By F,ACOB's Ladder, to the top 
Of chat eternal Port, kept ope” 
For ſuch as SIE. 


IL. 
The Song of ber DESCENT. 


Dame VENETIA DIGBY, ftiFd The Fair: 
For Mind, and Body, the moſt excellent 
That ever Nature, or the later Air 
Gave two ſuch Houſes x NORTHUMBERLAND, 
And STANLEY, to the which ſhe was Co-heir, 


I Sing the juſt, and uncontrod Deſcent 
of 


Speak 


oak 
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Speak it, you bold PEN A TES, you that ſtand 
At either Stem, and know the Veins of good 

Kun from your Reotsz, Tell, teſtifie the gran 
Meeting of Graces, that ſo ſwell'd the Flood 

Of Vertues in her, as, in Pang rew 
The wonder of her Sex, an of your Blood. 


4nd tell thou, ALDE-LEGH, None can tell more trut 


Thy Nieces Line, than thou that gav'ſt thy Name 
Into the Kindred, whence thy Adam drew 
Meſchines honour with the Celtrian fame 
Of the firſt Lupus, to the Family 
By Ranulph 
The reſt of this Song is loft. 


HL 
The Pifture of th BOD Y. 


[eting, and ready to be drawn, 
What makes theſe Velvets, Silks, and Lawn, 
Embroideries, Feathers, Fringes, Lace, 
Where every Limb takes like a Face ? 


Send theſe ſuſpeed helps to aid 
Some Form defective, or decay'd ; 
This Beauty, without falſhood fair, 
Needs nought to cloath it but the Air, 


Yet ſomething to the Painters view, 
Were fitly interpos'd ; fo new : 
He ſhall, if he can underſtand, 
Work with my fancy, his own Hand, 


Draw firſt a Cloud, all ſave her Neck, 
And, out of that, make Day to break ; 
Till, like her Face, it do appear, 

And Men may think, all Light roſe there, 


Then let the Beams of that diſperſe 
The Cloud, and ſhow the Univerſe; 
Bur at ſuch diſtance, as the Eye 
May rather yet adore, than ſpy. 


The Heaven deſign'd, draw next a Spring, 
With all that Youth, or it can bring : 
Four Rivers branching forth like Seas, 
And Paradile confining theſe. 


Laſt, draw the circles of this Globe, 
And let there be a ſtarry Robe 
Of Conſtellations 'bout her horld ; 
And thou haſt painted Beauties World. 


But, Painter, (ce thou do not ſell 
A Copy of this Piece 3 nor tell 
Whole 'tis : bur if it favour fhnd, 
Next ſitting we will draw her Mind. 


IV 
7 The MIND. 


JI yo' are come, but may be gone, 
Now I have better thought thereon, 
This work I can pertorm alone ; 
And give you reaſons more than one. 


Not, that your Art I do refuſe : 
But here I may no Colours uſe. 
Beſide, your hand will never hit, 
Todraw a thing that canno lit. 


You could make ſhift to paint an Eye, 
An Eagle tow'ring in the Sky, 
The Sun, a Sea, or ſoundleſs Pit , 
But cheſe are like a Mind, not It 


No, to expreſs a Mind to ſenſe, 

Would ask a Heavens Intelligence ; 
Since nothing can report that flame, 
But what's of kin to whence it came. 


Sweet Mind, then ſpeak your ſelf, and ſay, 
As you go on, by what brave way 


- Ourſenle you do with knowledge fill, 


And yer remain our wonder ſtill. 


I call you Muſe ; now make it true : 
Hence-forch may every Line be you; 
That all may fay, that ſee the Frame, 
This is no Picture, but the ſame. 


A Mind fo pure, ſo perfe fine, 

As *tis not Radiant, but Divine : 
And fo diſdaining any trier ; 

'Tis got where it can try the Fire. 


There, high exalted in the Sphere, 
As it another Nature were, 
It moverh all; and makes a flight 
As circular, as infinite. 


Whoſe Notions when it will expreſs 
In ſpeech; it is wich that exceſs 

Of Grace, and Muſick to the Ear, 
As what it ſpoke, it planted there. 


The Voice ſo ſweet, the Words fo fair, 

As ſome ſoft chime had ſtrok'd the Air ; 
And, though the found were parted thence, 
Still left am Echo in the ſenſe. 


But, that a Mind fo rapt, fo high, 
So {wift, fo pure, ſhould yer apply 
It ſelf co us, and come fo nigh 
Earths groſsneſs; there's the how, and why. 


Is it becauſe it ſees us dull, 
And ſtuck in Clay here, it would pull 
Us forth, by ſome Celeſtial light, 
Up to her own ſublimed hight ? 


Or hath ſhe here, upon the Ground, 
Some Paradiſe, or Palace found, 
In all the bounds of Beauty, fir 
For her t inhabit ? There is it. 


Thrice happy Houſe, that haſt receipe 
For this {8 lofty form, ſo ſtreight, 
So poliſhe, pertec, round, and even, 
As it ſlid moulded off from Heaven. 


Not ſwelling like the Ocean proud, 
But ſtooping Gently, as a Cloud, 
As {mooth as Oil r'd forth, andcalm 
As ſhowers; and ſweet as drops of Balm. 


Smooth, ſoft, and ſweet, in all a flood, 
Where ic may run toany good 3 
And where it ſtays, it there becomes 
A neſt of odorous Spice, and Gums. 


In action, winged as the Wind, 
In reſt, like Spirits left behind 
Upon a Bank, or Field of Flowers, 


Begotten by that Wind, and Showers, 
Eece 2 
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In thee, fair Manſion, let ir reſt, 
Yer know, with what thou art poſſeſt, 
Thou entertaining in thy Breaſt, 
But ſuch a Mind, mak'ſt God thy Gueſt. 


A whole quaternion in the midſt of this Poem is loſt, containing 
entirely che rhree next pieces of it, and all of the fourth ( which 
in the order of the whole, is the eighth ) —_— very end : 
which ar the rop of che next quaternion goeth on thus, 


Ut, for you ( growing Gentlemen ) the happy 
Branches of ewo fo illuſtrious Houſes as theſe, where 
trom your honour'd Mother, is in both Lines deſcend- 
ed ; let me leave you this laſt Legacy of Counſel z which 
{o ſoon as you arrive at years of mature Underſtanding, 
open you ( Sir ) that are the cldeſt, and read it to your 
Brethren, for it will concern you all alike. Vowed by 
a faithful Servant, and Client of your Family, with his 

lateſt Breath expiring it, 
B. F. 


To KexeLim, Joun, GEORGE. 


Oaſt not theſe Titles of your Anceſtors; 
( Brave Youths ) th' are their poſleftions, none of 
yours : 
When your own Vertues, equall'd have their Names, 
"Twill be bur fair, to lean upon their Fames ; 
For they are ſtrong Supporters : Bur, cill then, 
The greatelt are bur growing Gentlemen. 
It is a wretched thing to truſt to Reeds; 
Which all Men do, that urge not their own deeds 
Up to their Anceltors; the Rivers ſide, | 
By which yo' are planted, ſhew's your Fruit ſhall bide: 
Hang all your Rooms, with one large Pedigree : 
'Tis Vertue alone, is true Nobility, 
Which Vertue from your Father, ripe, will fall ; 
Study illuſtrious Him, and you have all. 


IX. 
Elegy on my Muſe. 


He truly honoured Lady, the Lady Venetia Dighy ; 
who living, gave me leave to call her fo. 
Bein 
Her ATIO@ENEIE, or Relation to the Saints, 


Sera quidem tanto ſtruitur medicina doleri. 


An Elegy on my Muſe. 


*P'Were time that I dy'd too, now ſhe is dead, 
T Who was my Muſe, and lite of all I did, 

The Spirit that 1 wrote with, and conceiv'd, 

All that was good, or great in me ſhe weav'd, 
And ſer it forth ; the re{t were Cobwebs hne, 

Spun out in name of ſome of the old Nine ! 
To hang a Window, or make dark the Room, 

Till {wept away, th' were cancell'd with a Broom ! 
Nothing, that could remain, or yet can ſtir 

A ſorrow in me, hit to wait to her ! 
O ! had I ſeen her laid out a fair Courſe, 

By Death, on Earth, I ſhould have had remorſe 
On Nature, for her : who did let her lie, 

And ſaw that portion of her felt co die. 
Sleepy, or ſtupid Nacure, coulyſt chou parc 

ith ſuch a Rarity, and not rouſe Art 

Wirh all her aids, to ſave her trom the 1eize 

Of Vulture Deatb, and thoſe relentlels Cleys ? 
Thou wouldit have loſt the Phenix, had the kind 

Been truſted to thee: not to 't ſelf aflign'd. 


Look on thy ſloth, and give thy ſelf undone, 
( For fo thou art with me ) now ſhe is gone, 
My wounded mind cannot ſuſtain this ſtroke, 
ſt rages, runs, flies, ſtands, and would provoke 
The World to ruine with it; in her Fall, 
I fumm np mine own breaking, and with all. 
Thou haſt no more blows, Fare, to drive at one, 
What's lett a Poet, when his Muſe is gone ? 
Sure, I am dead, and know it not! I feel 
Nothing I do ; but, like a heavy Wheel, 
Am turned with anothers powers. My Paſlion 
Whirls me abour, and to blaſpheme in faſhion ! 
I murmur againſt God, for having ta'en 
Her bleſſed Soul, hence, forth this Valley vane 
Ot Tears, and Dungeon of Calamity ! 
I envy it the Angels amity ! 
The joy of Saints: the Crown for which it lives, 
The glory, and gain of reſt, which the place gives ! 
Dare I prophane, lo irreligious be 
To *greet, or grieveHer fott Euthanaſce! 
So ſweetly taken to the Court of blils, 
As Spirics had ſtol'n her Spirit, in a kifs, 
From off her Pillow, and deluded Bed ; 
And left her lovely Body unthought dead ! 
Indced, ſhe is not dead ! bur laid ro fleep 
In Earth, cill the laſt Trump awake the Sheep 
And Goats together, whither they muſt come 
To hear their Judge, and his eternal doom. 
To have that final retribution, 
Expected with the Fleſhes reſtitution. 
For, as there are three Natures, Schcolmen call 
One Corporal, only ; th* other Spiritual, 
Like ſingle; fo, there is a third, commixt, 
Of Body and Sperit rogether, plac'd berwixt 
Thoſe other ewo ; which muſt be judg'd, or crown'd: 
This as it guilty is, or guiltleſs found, 
Muſt come to take a ſentence, by the ſenſe 
Of that great Evidence, the Conſcience ! 
Who will be there, againſt that day prepar'd, 
T* accuſe, or quit all Parties to be heard ! 
O Day of joy, and ſurety to the juſt ! 
Who in that Feaſt of Reſurre#ion truſt ! 
Thar great eternal Holy-day of reſt, 
To Body, and Soul! where Love is all the gueſt ! 
And the whole Banquet is full tight of God ! 
Of joy the Circle, and fole Period ! 
All other gladnefs, with che thought is barr'd ; 
Hope, hath her end ! and Faith hath her reward ! 
This being thus : why ſhould my Tongue, or Pen 
Preſume to interpcl chat tulneſs, when 
Nothing can more adorn it, than the Seat 
That ſhe is in, or, make it more compleat ? 
Better be dumb, than ſuperſticious ! 
Who violates the God-head, is moſt vicious 
Againſt the Nature he would worſhip. He 
Will honour'd be in all ſimplicity ! 
Have all his ations, wondred at, and view'd 
With filence, and amazement ! not with rude, 
- Dull, and prophane, weak, and imperfe& Eyes, 
Have buſie ſearch made in his myſteries | 
He knows, what work h* hath done, to call this Gueſt, 
Our of her noble Body, to this Feaſt : 
And give her place, according to her Blood 
Amongſt her Peers, thoſe Princes of all good ' 
Saints, Martyrs, Prophets, with thoſe Hierarchies, 
Angels, Arch- angels, Principalities, 
The Dominatiens, Vertnes, and the Powers, 
The Thrones, the Cherub, and Seraphick Bowers, 
That, planted round, there fing betore the Lamb, 
A new Song to his praiſe, and great I Am : 
And ſhe doth know, out of the ſhade of Death, 
What 'r is © enjoy, an everlaſting Breath 
To have her captiv'd Spirit freed trom Fleſh, 
And on her cence, a Garment freſh 


And 


And 


Under-woods. 


And whire, as that: put on, and in her hand 
With Boughs of Palm, a crowned Vittrice Itand! 
And will you, worthy Son, Sir, knowing this, 
Put Black, and Mourning on ? and fay you mils 
A Wife, a Friend, a Lady, or a Love 
Whom her Redeemer, honour'd hath above 
Ter Fellows, with the Oyl of Gladnefs, bright 
In Heaven Empire, and with a Robe of Light ? 
Thicher, you hope to come; and there to find 
Thar pure, that pretious, and exalted Mind 
You once enjoy'd : A ſhore ſpace fevers yee, 
Compar'd unto that long Ecernity, 
That ſhall re-joyn ye. Was ſhe, then, fo dear, 
When the departed ? you will meet her there, 
Much more detir'd, _ dearer then before, 
By all the Wealth of Bleſlings, and the ſtore 
Accumulated on her, by the Lord 
Ot Life, and Light, the Son of God, the Word ' 
There, all the happy Souls, that ever were, 
Shall meet with gladneſs in one Theatre ; 
And each ſhall know, there, one anothers Face : 
By beatifick Vertue of the Place. 
There ſhall the Brother, with che Siſter walk, 
And Sons, and Daughters, with their Parents talk ; 
Bue all of God; They till ſhall have to ſay, 
Bur make him All im Al, cheir Theme, that Day : 
That happy Day, that never ſhall fee night ! 
Where He will be, all Beauty to che S:ght ; 
Wine, or delicious Fruits, unto the Taft ; 
A Mulick in the Ears, will ever laſt; 
Unto the Scent, a Spicery, or Balm; 
And to the Touch, a Flower, like foft as Palm. 
He will all Glory, all Pertection be, 
God, in the Union, and the Trinity ! 
That Holy, Great, and Glorious Myſtery, 
Will there revealed be in Majeſty ! 
By light, and comfort of Spiritual Grace ; 
The Viſion of our Savioar, Face to Face 
In his Humanity ! To hear him preach 
The price of our Redemption, and to teach 
Through his inherent Righteouſneſs, in death, 
The ſafety of our Souls, and forfeit Breath ! 
What fulneſs of Bearicude is here? 
What Love with Mercy mixed doth appear ? 
To ſtile us Friends, who were, by Nature, Foes ? 
Adopt us Heirs, by Grace, who were ot choſe 
Had loſt our felves ? and prodigally ſpent 
Our native Portions, and poſlefled Rent ; 
Yet have all Debts forgiven us, and advance 
B” imputed right to an Inheritance 
In his Eternal Kingdom, where we fit 
Equal with Angels, and Co-heirs of it. 
Nor dare we under Blaſphemy conceive 
He that ſhall be our Supreme Judge, ſhould leave 
Himſelf fo un-inform'd of his Ele&, 
Who knows the Hearts of all, and can diſlet 
The ſmalleſt Fibre of our Fleſh 3 he can 
Find all our Atoms from a Point t a Span' 
Our cloſeſt Creeks, and Corners, and can trace 
Each Line, as it were graphick, in the Face. 
And beſt he knew her noble Character, 
For *twas himſelt who torm'd, and gave it her. 
An to that Form, lent ewo fuch Veins of Blood 
As Nature could not more increaſe the Flood 
Of Title in her ! All — 

(Bur Pride, that Schifſm of incivility) 
She had, and it became her ! ſhe was fic 

'[* haves known no Envy, but by fuffring it ! 
She had a Mind as calm, as ſhe was fair ; 

Noe toſt or croubled with light Lady-air ; 
Bur, kept an even Gate, as fome ſtreighe Tree 
Mov' by the Wind, fo comely moved ſhe. 

And by the awful manage of her Eye 
She ſwaid all Bus'ncfs in the Family ' 


| 


| 


To one ſhe ſaid, Do this, he did it; So 
To another, Move; he wentz Toa third, Go, 
He run ; and all did ftrive with diligence 
 T' obey, and ſerve her ſweet Commandments. 
She was in one, a many parts of Life ; 
A tender Mother, a diſcreeter Wife, 
A folemn Miſtreſs, and fo good a Friend, 
So Charitable, to religious End 
In all her petite Actions, fo devote, 
As her whole Life was now become one Note 
Of _ and private Holineſs. 
he ſpent more time in Tears her ſelf to dreſs 
For her Devotions, and thoſe fad Eſſays 
Ot Sorrow, then all pomp of gaudy days - 
And came torth ever cheered, with the Rod 
Of divine Comfort, when ſt had talk'd with Ged. 
Her broken Sighs did never mifs whole Senſe : 
Nor can the bruiſed Heart wane Eloquence : 
For, Prayer is the Incenſe moſt perfumes 
The Holy Altars, when it leaſt preſumes. 
And hers were all Humility ! they beat 
The Door of Grace, and found the Mercy-Sear. 
In trequent ſpeaking by the pious Pſalms 
Her ſolemn hours ſhe ſpent, or giving Alms, 
Or doing other Deeds of Chariry, 
To clothe the Naked, feed the Hungry. She 
Would fit in an Infirmer, whole days 
Poring, as on a Map, to find the Ways 
To that eternal Reſt, where now ſh* hath Place 
By ſure Election, and predeſtin'd Grace ! 
She 1aw her Saviour, by anearly light, 
Incarnace in the Manger, ſhining bright 
On all the World ! She faw him on the Crols 
Suffring, and Cying to redeem our loſs : 
She ſaw him riſe, triumphing over Death 
To juſtitic, and quicken us in Breath ! 
She ſaw him too, in Glory to aſcend 
For his defigned work the perte& end 
Of raiſing, =. ark and rewarding all 
The kind of Man, on whom his Dcom ſhould fall 
All this by Faith the ſaw, and fram'd a Plea, 
In manner of a daily Apoſftrophe, 
To him ſhould be her Judge, true Ged, true Mar, 
Fe/zs, the only gotten Cbri#f | who can 
As being Redeemer, 'and Repairer too 
(Of lapſed Nature) beſt know what to do, 
In that great At of Judgment : Which the Father 
Hath given wholly to the Son (the rather 
As being the Son of Man) to ſhew his Power, 
His :/dom, and his 7sſtice, in that hour, 
The laſt of hours, and ſhutter up of all; 
Where firſt his Power will appear, by call 
Of all are dead to Life ! His {dom ſhow 
In the diſcerning of each Conſcience, ſo ! 
And moſt his Fuſtice, in the fitting Parts, 
And giving dues to all Mankinds Deſerts ! 
In this tweet Extaſie, ſhe was rapt hence. 
Who reads, will pardon my Intelligence, 
That thus have ventur'd chefe crue Strains upon 3 
To publiſh her a Saimz. My Muſe is gone. 
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In pictats memoriam 
quam preſtas 
Venetiz ime itluftriſſim: 
Mari : dizn : Digbeic 
Hanc AHOOSENEIN, tb, tuiſq; ſacro. 


The Tenth, being her Inſcription, or CRO WN, is loſt, 


Vite 
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Vite Ruſtice Laudes. 


Eatus lie, qui precul negotits, 
Ut wb. gens mortalium, 

Paterna rura bobns exercet ſuis, 
Selutus omni fanore : 

Nec excitatur claſſico miles truct, 
Nec horret Iratum mare : 

Forumg,; witat, & ſuperba Croium 
Potemtiorum limina. 

Ergo aut adults vitium propugine 
Altas maritat Populos : 

Zut in redutta valle mugientium 
Proſpeftat erranters Greges : 

Inutile:ſque falce ramos amputans, 
Feliciores inſert : 

Aut preſſa puris mella condit amphoris, 
Aut tundet infirms Oves : 

Vel eum decorum mitibrs pom caput 
Hutumni arvs extulit : 

Ut gaudet inſitiva decerpens pyra, 
Certantem & uvam Purpurg, 

Qua muneretur te, Priape, & te, Pater 
Sylvane, tutor finium !/ 

Libet jacere mods ſub antiqua Tice : 
Modo in tenaci gramine. 

Labuntur altis interim ripis aque : 
Dueruntur im Syivis aves, 

Fonteſque Lymph obſtrepunt manantibnus, 
Somnos quod invitet leveis. 

At cum tonantis annzs hbibernus Jov1is 
Imbrets niveiſque conparat ; 

Hut trudit acre binc, &> binc mult cane 
Apros in obHantess plagas : 

Aut amite levi rara tendit retia ; 
Turdis edacibrs dolss, 


Pavidumque leporem, & advenam laqueo gruem 


Tucunda captat premia : 

Quis non malorum, quas amor curas babet 
Hec inter obliviſcitur ? 

| Quid ſe pudica Mulier m partem jurv 
Domum, atque dulces liberos, 

(Sabina guals, aut perutta ſolibus 
Permeis uxor Appuli 

Sacrum wiuſtis extruit ligns focum 
Laſſi ſub adventum wt) 

Claudenſque textis cratibas latum pecus 
Diſtenta ſiccet ubera ; 

Er horna dulci Vina promens dolio 
Dapes inemptas apparet ; 

Non me Lucrina juverint Conchylia, 
Magiſve Rhombns, aut Scart, 

Si; quos Eos intonata fluttibus 
Hyems ad boc vertat Mare : 

Non Afra avs deſcendat in ventrem meum : 
Non Attagen lonicus 

Tucundior, quam letta de pingniſſims 
Oliua rams arborum : 

Aut herbs Lapathi prata amantis, & gravi 
Malve ſalubres corpors : 

el Agna feſtis caſa Termmalibs : 
V1 Hzdnus ereptus Lupo. 

Has inter epulas, ut juvat paſtas Oves 
Videre properantess domun ! 

Videre els vomerem inver/um Boues 
Collo rrabentess languido 3 

Peſitoſque wernas, ditts examen dommns, 
Circum renidenters Lares ! 

Hec ubi locutus fenerator Alphius, 
Jam jam futurns ruſticrs, 

Omnem relegit Idibus pecuniam, 
Querit Calendus ponere. 


The Praiſes of a Country-life. 


4 is he, that from all Buſineſs clear, 
As the old Race of Mankind were, 

With his own Oxen tills his Sires left Lands, 
And is not in the Uſurers Bands : 

Nor Soldier-like ſtarted with rough Alarms, 
Nor dreads the Seas inraged harms : 

But flees the Bar and Courts, with the proud bords, 
And waiting Chambers of great Lords. 

The Poplar tall, he then doth marrying ewine 
With the grown iflue of the Vine ; 

And with his Hook lops off the fruitleſs Race, 
And ſets more happy in the Place : 

Or in the bending Vale beholds a-far Ul 
The lowing Herds there grazing are : 

Or the preſt Honey in pure Pots doth keep 
Of Earth, and ſhears the tender Sheep : 

Or when that Autumn, through the Fields lifes round 
His Head, with mellow Apples crown'd, 

How plucking Pears, his own hand grafted had, 
And Purple-matching Grapes, he's glad ! 

With which, Priapms, he may thank thy Hands, 
And, Sylvane, thine that keptſt his Lands ! 

Then now beneath ſome ancient Oak he may 
Now in the rooted Graſs him lay, 

Whilſt from the higher Banks do ſlide the Floods ? 
The ſoft Birds quarrel in the Woods, 

The Fountains murmur as the Streams do creep, 
And all invite to calle ſleep. 

Then when the —_— Tove, his Snow and Showers 
Are gathering by the Wintry hours ; 

Or hence, or thence, he drives with many a Hound 
Wild Boars into his Toils picch'd round : 

Or ſtrains on his ſmall Fork his ſubtil Nets 
For th' cating Thruſh, or Pir-falls ſets : 

And ſnares the tearful Hare, and new-come Crane, 
And *counts them ſweet Rewards fo ta'en. 

Who (amongſt theſe delights) would not forget 
Loves cares fo Evil, and ſo great ? 

But if, to boot with theſe, a chaſte Wife meet 
For Houſhold aid, and Children tweet ; 

Such as the Sabimes, or a Sun-burnt-blowſe, 
Some luſty quick Apulians Spoule, 

To deck the hallow'd Harth wiztrold Wood fird 
Againſt the Husband comes hone tir'd ; 

That penning the glad flock in Hurdles by 
Their {ſwelling Udders doth draw dry : 

And from the ſweet Tub Wine of this year takes, 
And unbought Viands ready makes : 

Not Lucrine Oyſters I could then more priae, 
Nor Turbot, nar bright Golden Eyes: 

If with bright Floods, the Winter troubled much, 
Into our Seas ſend any ſuch : 

Th Iman God-wit, nor the Ginny-hen 
Could not go down my Belly then 

More ſweet than Olives, that new gather'd be 
From fatteſt Branches of the Tree : 

Or che Herb Sorrel, chat loves Meadows ſtill, 

Or Mallows looſing Bodies ill : 

Or at the Feaſt of Bounds, the Lamb then lain, 
Or Kid forc't from the Wolf again. 

Among theſe Cates how glad the tight doth come 
Of the ted Flocks approaching home ! 

To view the weary Oxen draw, with bare 
And fainting Necks, che curned Share ! 

The wealthy Houſhold ſwarm ot Bondmen met, 
And *bourt the ſteeming Chimney lee ! 

Theſe thoughts when Ulſurer A4lphizs, now about 
To turn more Farmer, had ſpoke out 

'Gainſt th* Ides, his Moneys he gets in with pain, 


Art th' -Calends puts all out again. 
(0./s 
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Ode 1. Lib. 4. 
Ad Venerem. 


Nrermiſſa Venus din, 
Rurſus bella moves : parce precor, precor, 

Non ſum qualis eram bone A! ht 

Sub r Cynarz : define, dulcium 
Mater [ava Cupidinum, 

Circa luſtra decem fleftkere Mollibra 
Tam durum imperiis: abi 

blands Juvenum te rrvocant preces. 

Tempeſt rvins in demo 

Pauli purpurezs ales oloribus, 
Comeſſabere Maximi, 

Ss torrere jecur 1; 
Namque &- Ip decens, 

' Et pro ſollicitis non tacitus rec. 

Et cemtum puer Artum, 

Late Signa feret militia tus. 


Famngs potentior 
argis muneribus riſerit amuli, 


E; 
Albanos prope te lacms | 

Ponet marmoream ſub trabe Cyprea. 
Illic plurima Naribus 

Duces tura, lyreque, & Berecynthie 
Deletabere tibie 

Miſtis carminibus non ſine fiſtula. 
Illic bus puert die, 

Numen cum teneru virginibus twum 
Laudantes, pede candido 

In mortem Salium ter quatient bumum. 
Me nec famina, nec puer, 
' Fam, nec ſpes animi credula mutui, 
Nec certare juvat mer : 

Nec wincere novs tempora floribus. 
Sed cur, beu Ligurine, cur 

Manat rara meas lachryma per genas ? 
Cur facunda parum decoro 

Inter werba cadit lmgua ſileritio ? 
No#urns te ego Somniis 

Fam captum teneo, jam volucrem ſequor : 
Te per gramina Martii 

Camp), te per aquas, dure, wolubiles. 


Ode ix. lib. 3. Ad Lydiam. 
Dialogus Horati & Lydie. 


Hor. Onec gratus eram tibi, 
Nec quiſquam potior brachia candida 
Cervici juventss dabat ; 
Perſarum wvigui rege beatior. 
Lyd. Donec non alia magis 
Arſiſti, neque erat Lydia poſt Chloen, 
Multi Lydia nominis 
Romana wigui clarior Ilia, 
Hor. Me nwnc Threſla Chloe regit, 
Dulcess dotta modos, & Cithare ſcien: : 
Pro qua non metuam mori, 
S; parcent anime fata ſuperttiti. 
Iyd. Me torret face mutus 
Thurini Calais fil;#s Ornithi : 
Pro quo bis patiar m ors, 
$; parcent pero fata JH 
Hor. Quid f: priſca redit Venus, 
Diduttoſque jugo cogit abeneo ? 
$i flava excutitur Chloe 
Rejetteque patet janua Lydiz ? 
Lyd. Quanquam fidere pulchrior 
Ille eſt, tu levior Cortice, &* improbo 
tracundior Adria, 
Teeum wvivere amem, tecum obeam libens. 


| Ole the foft, The fourth Bock 


To Venus. 


hs again thou mov'ſt a War 
Long intermitted, pray thee, pray thee ſpare : 
I am not ſuch, as in the Reign 

Of the good Cynara 1 was : Refrain 
Sowre Mother of ſweet Loves, forbear 

To bend a Man now at his fiftieth year, 
Too ſtubborn for Commands, fo flack : 

Go where Youths ſoft Intreacies call thee back. 
More timely hie thee to the Houſe, 

With thy brighe Swans of Paulus Maximus : 
There jeſt, and feaſt, make him thine Hoſt, 

It a fit Liver thou doſt ſeek to toaſt 3 
For he's both Noble, lovely, young, 

And for the troubled Client fill's his Tongue, 
Child of a hundred Arts, and far 

Will he diſplay che Enfigns of thy War. 
And when he ſmiling finds his Grace 

With thee 'bove all his Rivals Gifts take place, 
He will thee a Marble Statue make 

Beneath a Sweert,wood Roof, neer Alba Lake : 
There ſhall thy dainty Noſtril take 

In many a Gum, and for thy ſoft Ears ſake 
Shall Verſe be fer ro Harp and Lute, 

And Phrygian Hau'boy, not without the Flute. 
There ewice a day in ſacred Lays, 

The Youthsand tender Maids ſhall ſing thy praiſe: 
And in the Salian manner meet 

Thrice *bout thy Altar with their Ivory Feet, 
Me now, nor Wench, nor wanton Boy, 

Delights, nor credulous hope of mutual Joy, 
Nor care I now Healths to propound 

Or with freſh Flowers to girt my Temple round. 
But, why, oh why, my Ligurine, 

Flow my thin Tears, down theſe pale Cheeks of mine ? 
Or why, my well-grac'd words among, 

With an uncomely ſilence fails my Tongue ? 

© Hard-hearted, I dream every Night 

I hold thee faſt ! but fled heace, with the Light, 
Whether in Mears his Field thou be, 

Or Tybers winding Streams, I follow chee. 


Ode ix. 3 Book, to Lydia. 
Dialogue of Horace, and Lydia: 


Hor. Hilſt, Lyd:2, I was lov'd of thee, 
And(bourthy Ivory neck,) no youth did fling 
His Arms more acceptably free, 
I thought me richer than the Perſian King. 
Lyd. Whilſt Horace lov'd no Miſtris more, 
Nor after Chloe did his Lydia found; 
In name, I went all names before, 
The Roman [lia was not more renown'd. 
Hor. *?Tis true, I am Thracian Chloe's, I 
Who ſings fo ſweet, and with ſach cunning plays, 
As, Kr her, I'd not fear to die, 
SoFate would give herlife, and longer days. 
Lyd. And, I am mutually on Fire 
With gentle Calais Thurine, Ornith's Son , 
For whom I doubly would expire, 
So Fates would let the Boy a long thred run. 
Hor. But, fay old Love return ſhould make, 
And usdiſ-join'd force to her brazen Y oke, 
That I bright Chloe off ſhould ſhake; 
And to left-Lydia, now the Gate ſtood ope. 
Lyd. Though hebe fairer than a Star; 
Thou lighter than the Bark of any Tree, 
And than rough Adria ier far; 


Yet would I wiſh:o love, live, die wich thee. 
Fragmentum 


| 
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Fragmentum Perron. Arbitr. The ſame tranſlated, 
da eſt in coitu, & brevs voluptas, Oing, a filthy pleaſure is, and ſhort 3 
Et tadet Veners ffatim peratl e. And done, we > repent us of the ſpore : 

Non ergo ut pecudes libidmoſe, Let us not then ruſh bli ly on unto it : 
Ceci protimus irruamm illuc : Like luſtful Beaſts, that only know to do it: 
Nam langueſcit Amor peritq; Flamma. For Luſt will languiſh, and that Hear decay, 
Sed fic, fic, ſine fine feriati, But thus, thus, keeping endleſs Holy-day, 
Et tecum jaceamus oſculantes : Let us together cloſely lie, and kifs, 
Hic mulls labor eſt, ruborq, nullus ; There is no labour, nor no ſhame in this; 


This hath pleas'd, doth pleaſe, and long will pleaſe ; never 


Hoc juvit, juvat, & din juvabit : | 
Can this decay, but is beginning ever. 


Hoc non deficit , incipitq3, ſemper. 


Epigramma Marralis. 
Lib. vii. Lxxvii. The ſame tranſlated. 
Iber, amicorum dulciſſima cura turum, Ther, of all thy Friends, thou ſweeteſt care, 
Liber in eterna wrvere digne roſa 3 Thou worthy in eternal Flower to fare, 
Si ſapis Aſlyrio ſemper tibi crinis amomo If thou be'ſt wiſe, with 'Sy7ian Oil let ſhine 
Splendeat, & cingant florea ſerta caput : Thy Locks, and rofie Garlands Crown thy Head ; 
Candida nigreſcant vetulo chryſtallaFalerno, | Dark thy clear Glaſs with old Falernian Wine ; 
Et caleat blando mollis amore thorw. And heat, with ſofteſt Love, thy ſofter Bed. 
Qui ſic, wel medio finitus wixit in v0, He, that but living half his days, dies ſuch, | 
Longior buic fatta, quam data vita fuit. Makes his Life S— than *ewas given him, much. 
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Nottingham-ihire. 


A Houſe of the Right Honourable // I L L 1AM Earl of New- 
caſtle, Vicount Mansfield, Baron of Botle and Bolſover, &c. 


Pad 


Act His going into ScoTLAND, 1633. 


' His MajesrTyY being fet at Dinner, 


a Jong was ſung. 


A Diarocuer between the Pass10xNs, 
Doubt and Love. 


Doubt. 
WH ſofter Sounds are theſe ſalute the Far, 
From the large Circle of the Hemiſphere, 
As if the Center of all Sweets met here ! 
Love. 
It is the Breath and Sou! of every thing, 
Put forth by Earth, by Nature, and the Spring, 
10 [peak th&Welcome, Welcome of the King. 


Chorus, of AﬀeRions, Joy, Delight, &c. 
The Foy of Plants, the Spirit of Flowers 
The Smell and Verdure of the Bowers, 
The Waters Murmur, with the Showers 
Diſtillmg on the new freſh Homers ; 
The whiſtling Winds, and Birds, that ſing 
The Welcom of cur Great, Good King. 
Welcome, O Welcome, is the general Voice, 
I herein all Creatures practiſe to rejoice. 


The Second Strain. 


Love. 
WW Hen was 61d Sherewood's Head more quamily curÞd? 
Or laek'd the Earth more green upon the World ? 
Or Naturcs Cradle mote en:bas'd, and purl'd ? 


« 


When did the Air ſo ſmile, the Winds ſo chime ? 
As Quirijters of Seaon, and the Prime ! 
1 Doubr. 
IF what they do, be done in their due time, 


Chorus. 
. He makes the time for whom "tis done, 

From whom the Warmth, Heat, Life, begun ; 

Into whoſe foſtring Arms do run 

All that hawe Remg from the Sun. 

Such i the Fount of Light, the King, 

The Heart, that quickens every thing, 
And makes the Creatures Language all one Voice, 
In Welcome, Welcome, Welcome, to rejoice : * 
Welcome « all our Sing, « all owr Sound, 
The Treble Part, the *Lenor, and the Ground. 


Aſter Dinner. 


He King and the Lords being come down, and rea- 
dy co take Horſe, in the Crowd were diſcover'd 
two notorious Perſons, and Men of Buſineſs, as by theic 


eminent Dreſling and Habits did ſaon appear. 


One in a coſtly Caflock of black Buckram girt unto 
him, whereon was painted Party-per-pale : 


Oa the one ſide, On the other ſide, 
Noun, Advers, 
Proncun, Compunct on, al 
Ver b. declined. Preps ſition, undeciime 7). 
Participle, C Interjection, 
Fiit With 
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VVich his Hat, Hatband, Stocking, and Sandals, ſuired, 
and marked A, B, CC, &c. 


The other in a Taberd, or Heralds Coat, of Azure 
and Gules quarterly chang'd, of Buckram ; Limn'd with 
Yellow, in ſtead of Gold, and paſted over with old Re- 
cords of the two Shires, and certain Fragments of the 
Foreſt, as a Coat of Antiquity, and Preſident, willing to 
be ſeen, but hard to be read, and as loth to be under- 
ſtood, without the Interpreter, who wore it : For the 
wrong end of the Letters were turn'd upward, there- 
fore was a Label fix'd to, To the Cariows Prier, advertiſing : 


Look not ſo near, with hope to underſtand ; 
Ont-cept, Sir, you can read with the Left-hand. 


Their Names were, 
Accidence, Fitz-Ale. 


Acei, TD Y your fair leave, Gentlemen of Court ; for 

Leave is ever fair being ask'd ; and granted, 
is as light,- according to our Engliſh Proverb, Leave « 
light. VVhich is the King, I pray you ? 

Fitz, Or rather the King's Lieutenant ? For we have 
nothing to ſay to the King, till we have ſpoken with my 
Lord Lieutenant. 

Acci. Of Nottingham ſhire. 

Fitz. And Darly ſhire, for he is both. And we have 
buſineG to both tides of him, from either of the Coun- 
ties. 

Acci. As far as his Command ſtretches. 

Fitz. Is this he ? 

Acci. This is no Great Man by his Timber (as we ſay 
7 the Foreſt), by his Thewes he may. Tl venture a 
Part of Speech, two, or three at him, to ſee how he 
is declin'd. My Lord, pleafeth your good Lordſhip, I 
am a poor Neighbour, here, of your Honours, 1 the 
County. 

Fitz. Mr. A-B-Cee Accidence, my good I ord, School 
maſter of Mansfield, the painful In er of our Youth 
in their Country-Elements, as appeareth by the Sign 
of Corre&ion in his Hat, with the truſt of the Town- 
Pen-and-Inkhorn, committed to the Sure-tie of his Gir- 
dle, from the whole Corporation. 

Acci. This is the more remarkable Man, my very 
good Lord ; Father Fitz-Ale, Herald of Darby, Light 
and Lanthorn of both Connties ; the Learned Aniiquary 
of the North ; Conferver of the Records of either Fo- 
reſt, as witneſſeth the brief Taberd , or Coat-Armour 
he carries, being an induſtrious Colle&tion of all the 
written or reported Wonders of the Peak. 


GC Anne of Buxſtons boiling V Vell, 
Or Elden, bottomleſs, like Hell - 
Pools-hole, or Satan's fumpruous Arle, 
(Surreverence) with the Mine-mens Farce. 
Such a light, and metall'd Dance 

Saw you never yer in France, 

And by Lead-men, for the nonce, 

That turn round like Grindleſtones 
V'Vhich they dig out fro? the Delves, 

For their Bairns bread, V Vives, and fſell's : 
VVhom the VVhetſtone ſharps to eat, 
And cry, Milſtones are good Meat. 

He can fly o'er Hills and Dales, 

And report you more odd Tales 

Of our Outlaw Robin Hoed, 

"That revell'd here in Sherewoed, 

And more Stories of him ſhow, 

(Though he ne'er ſhot in his Bow) 

Than au* Men or believe, or know. 


Fitz,, Stint, ſtint your Court, - 
Grow to be ſhort, 
Throw by your Clatter, 
And handle the matter : 

We come with our Peers, 
And crave your Ears, 
To preſent a Wedding, 
Intended a Bedding, 

Of both the Shires. 
Father Firz ale 
Hath a Daughter ſtale 
In Derby Town, 
Known up and down 

For a great Antiquity : 
And Pem (he hight, 

A ſolemn Wight 
As you ſhould meet 
In any Streer, 

In that Ubiquity. 
Her he hath brought, 
As having ſoughe 
By many a Draught 
Of Alc, and Cratr, 
With Skill, to Graft 
In ſome old Stock 
O the Yeoman Block, 
And Foreſt-blood 
Of old Shereweoed. 

And he hath found 
Within the Ground, 
Art laſt no Shrimp, 
Whereon to imp 
His jolly Club, 

Bur a bold Stub 

O' the right Wood, 

Fitz, A Champion good; 

Who here in place 
Preſents himſelf, 

Like doughty Elf 
Of Greenwood Chace. 


Here $5 the Bridegroom preſented himſelf, being 
appareclled in a yellow Canvas Doubler, cut, a green Jer- 
kin and Hoſe, like a Ranger ; a Monmouth Cap, with a 
yellow Feather, yellow Stockings, and Shooes 3 for be- 
ing to dance, he would not trouble himſelf with Boots. 


Stub of Stub-ball, 

Some do him call ; 

But moſt do ſay, 

He's $:ub will ſtay 

To run his Race, 

Not run away. 

At Quintin he, 
In honour of this Bridaltee, 
Hath challeng'd cither wide Counee; 
Come Cut, and Long-tail. For there be 
Six Batchelors, as bold as he, 
Adjuting to his Companee, 
And cach one hath his Liverie. 
Six Hoods they are, and of the Blood, 
They cell, of ancient Robin Hood. 


Acct. 


Fits. 


Here the Six Hood: preſented themſelves ſeverally, in 
their Livery Hoods, whilſt Fi:zz-ale ſpoke on. 


Red bood the firſt that doth appear [ Red-hood. 
In Stamel. Accs. Scarlet is too dear, 
Fitz, Then Green-bood [ Green- hood. 
Acci. He's in Kendal Green, 
As in the Foreſt-colour ſeen. 
Fitz. Next Blue-hood is, and in that hus [| Plu:-hced. 


Doth vaunt a Heart as pure and ttue 


As 


>> # 
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As is the Sky, (give him his due.) 
Acci. Of old England the Yeoman Blue. _ 
Fitz, Then Tawney fra* the Kirk that came. | Tawney bood, 
Acci. And cleped was the Abbot's Man. 
Fitz, With Motiley-hood, the Man of Law. | Motley-bood. 
Acci. And Ruſſet-bood keeps all in awe» T Ruſſe bood. 

Bold Batchelors they are, and large, 

And come in at the Country Charge ; 

Horſe, Bridles, Saddles, Stirrups, Girts, 

All reckon'd o the Camnty Skirts! 

And all their Courſes, miſs or hit, 

Intended are for the Shire Wit, 

And fo to be recciv'd. Their Game 

Is Country-ſport, and hath a Name 

From the Place that bears the Coſt, 

Elſe all the Fat # the Fire were loſt. 

Go, Captain Stub, Icad on, and ſhow 

What Houſe you come on, by the Blow 

You give Sir Quintin, and the Cuff 

You Roge o th' Sand-bags Counterbuff, 


4 Fewiſh, Cu 


Acci, O well run, Yeoman Stub ! 
Thou haſt knock'd it, like a Club, 
And made Sir Quintin know, 
By this his Race fo good, 
He himſelf is alſo Wood, 
As by his furious Blow. 


; "Red-hood's Courſe. 
Flouriſh, © TY = 


Fitz. Bravely run Red-hood, 
There was a ſhock, 
To have buff'd out the Blood 
From oughe but a Block. 


Flouri ſh. a 7 Wy Courſe, 


Acci, Well run Green-hood, got between, 
Under the Sand-bag he was ſeen, 
Lowting low, like a For'ſter Green : 

Fitz, He knows his Tackle, and his Treen. 


{ Blue-hood's Curſe. 
Flouriþh. 4 


Acei. GY the old England Yeoman his due, 
H” has hit Sir 2. juſt the Qu. 
Though that be black, yet he is blue. 
It is a brave Patch, and a new ! 


- { Tawney-hood": Courſe. 
Flouriſh, . 


Fitz, Well run Tawney, the Abbots Churl 
His Jade gave him a jerk, 
As he woul have his Rider hurl 
His Hood atter the Kirk. 
But he was wiſer, and well beheſt, 
For this is all that he hath letr. 


: ley-hood*s C 
Flouriſh, Oe bent s Cone 


Fitz,, Or the Saddle turn'd round, or the Girths brake; 
For low on the Ground (wo for his ſake) 
The Law is found. 
Acci. Had his pair of Tongues, not ſo much good, 
To keep his Head in his Morley Hood ? 


: [ Rufſet hood*s Cenrſe. 
Flouriſh. 7 


Fitz. Ruſſet ran faſt, though he be thrown. 
Acci. He loſt no Stirrup, tor he had none. 
1. His Horſe it is the Herald's Wetft. 
2, No, 'tis a Mare, and hath a Cleft. 
3- She is Country-borrow'd, and no Vail, 
But's Hood is torteit to Fitz-ale. 


Here Accidence did break them off, by calling them to 
the Dance, and to the Bride, who was dreſt like an old 
May-Lady, with Scarfs, and a great wrought Handker- 
chief, with Red, and Blue, and other Habiliments. 
Six Maids attending on her, attir'd with Buckram Bride- 
laces begilt, whice Sleeves, and Stammel Pertricoars, 
drelt atter the cleanlieſt Country guiſe ; among whom 
Miſtris A/phaber, Maſter Accidence's Daughter, did bear 
a prime _ 

The ewo Bride-Squires, the Cake-bearer, and the Bow!- 
bearer, were in two yellow Leather Doublets, and Rut- 
ſer Hoſe, like two Twin-Clowns preſt out for that Ot: 
fice, with Livery-Hats, and Ribbands. 


Acci, Come to the Bride; another Fir 
Yet ſhow, Sirs, o' your Country-wit, 
Bur of your beſt. Let all the Steel 
Of Back and Brains fall co the Heel ; 
And all the Quick-filver i the Mine 
Run i? the Foot-veins, and refine 
Your Firk-bum Ferk-hum to a Dance, 
Shall teech the Fiddles out of France, 
To wonder at the Horn-pipes here, 

- Of Nottingham, and Darby ſhire. 

Fitz. With the Phant'fies of Hey-rrell, 
Troll about the Bridal Bowl, 
And divide the broad Bride-cake, 
Round about the Brides-ſtake. / 

Acci. With, Here is to the Fruit of Pem, 

Fitz, Grafted upon Stub his Stem, 

Acci, With the Peakiſh Nicety, 

Fitz. And old Shereweods Vicety. 


The laſt of which Words were ſet to a Tune, and 
ſung to the Bagpipe, and Meaſure of their Dance 3 the 


Clowns and Company of Spectators drinking and eat- 
ing the while. 


The Soxs. 


Et's fing about, and ſay, Hey-troll, 
Troll to me the Bridal Bowl, 
Hnd druide the broad Bride-cake, 
Round about the Brides-ſtake. 
With, Here « to the Fruit of Pem, 
Grafted upon Stub his Stem, 
With the Peakiſh Nicety, 
And old Sherewoods Vicety. 
But well danc'd Perm upon Record, 
Above thy Yeoman, or May-Lord. 


Here it was thoughe neceſſary they ſhould be broken 
off, by the coming in of an Officer, or Servant of the 
Lord Lieutenant's, whole Face had put on, with his 
Clothes, an equal Authoricy for the Buſineſs. 


Gentleman. 


$$ end unto your Rudeneſs: Know at length 

Whole Time and Patience you have urg'd,cthe King's. 

Whom if you knew, and truly, as you ought, 
Fitfz 


*T would 
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*T would ſtrike a Reverence in you, even to bluſhing, 

That King whoſe Love it is to be your Parent: 

Whoſe Office, and whoſe Charge, to be your Paſtor ! 

Whoſe ſingle Watch defendeth all your Sleeps 

Whoſe Labours are your Reſts! whoſe Thoughts and 
Cares 

Breed your Delights ! whoſe Buſineſs, all your Leiſures: 

And you to interrupt his ſerious Hours 

With light, impertinent, unworthy Objeas, 

Sights tor your ſelves, and fav'ring _ own Taſtes; 

You are to blame. Know your Dilcaſe, and cure it. 

Sports ſhould nor be obtruded on Great Monarchs, 

But waic when they will call tor them as Servants, 

And meaneſt of their Servants, ſince their Price is 

At higheſt, ro be ſtyl'd, but of their Pleaſures ! 

Our King is going now to a great Work, 

Of higheſt Love, Aﬀection, and Example, 

To ſee his Native Country, and his Cradle, 

And find thoſe Manners there, which he ſuck'd in 

With Nurſes Milk, and Parents Piety !' 

O Siſter Scotland ! what haſt thou deſerv'd 

Of joyful England, giving us this King ! 

What Union (if thou lik'ſt) haſt thou not made ? 

In knitting for Great Britain ſuch a Garland, 

And letting him to wear it? Such a King ! 

As Men would wiſh, chat knew not how to hope 


Performed the xxi. 


His Like, but ſeeing him ! A Prince that's Law 
Unto himſelf; is good for Goodneſs ſake, 

And ſo becomes the Rule unto his Subjects! 
That ſtudies not to ſeem, or to ſhew Great, 

But be ! Not dreſt for others Eyes and Ears, 
With Vizors and falſe Rumors, but make Fame 
Wait on his Actions, and thence ſpeak his Name ! 
O bleſs his Goings-out, and Comingsin, 

Thou mighty God of Heaven, lend him long 
Unto the Nations, which yet ſcarcely know him, 
Yet are moſt happy by his Government. | 
Bleſs his fair Bed-mate, and their certain Pledges, 
And never may he want thoſe Nerves in Fate 3 
For ſure Succeflion fortifies a Stare. 

Whilſt he himſelf is mortal, let him feel 
Nothing about him mortal, in his Houſe ; 

Let him approve his young increaſing Charles, 

A loyal Son 3 and teach him long to be 

An Aid, before he be a Succeſſor. 

Late come that day that Heaven will ask him from us: 
Let our Grand-child, and their Iſſue, long 

Expett it, and not fee it. Let us pray, 

That Fortune never know to exerciſe 

More Power upon him, than as Charles his Servant, 
And his Great Britam's Slave : ever to wait 
Bond-woman to the GE NIU $ of this State. 


of May, 1633. 
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LOVE'S WELCOME. . | 
WE ' 


THE 


KING QUEENS 


Entertainment at Bolſover : 


po 3 
The Earl of NEWCASTLE, the Thirticth of July, 1634. 


The Song at the Banquet ; Sung by two 
Tenors and a Baſe. , 


T* Love be calÞd a lifting of the Senſe 
To knowledge of that pure Intelligence, [ Chorus. 
Wherein the Soul hath Reſt and Reſidence. 
1. Ten. When were the Senſes in ſuch order plac'd? 
2, Ten. The Sight, the Hearing, Smelling, Touching, 
Taſte, 
All at owe Banquet? Bal. *Would it ever laſt! 


1. We wiſh the ſame : who ſet it forth thus? Baſ, Love! 
2, But to what End, or to what Objett ? Baſ. Love! 


1, Doth Love then feaſt it ſelf? Bal. Love will feaſt Love! 


2, Ton make of Love, a Riddle, or a Chain, 
A Cirele, a meer Knot, wntie 't again, 


Baf, Love s 4 Circle, both the firſt and laſt 
Of all owr Aitionr, and bu Knots tos fatt, 


t. A True-Love Knot, will hardly be wnti'd: 
And if it could, who would this Pair divide. 


And hence, 
| Chorus. At every real Banquet to the Senle, 
Welcome, true Welcome fill the Complements. 


After the Banquet, the King and Queen retir d, 


were entertain d with Coronel Vieruvius his Ora: 
tion to his Dance of Mechanicks. 


Vit. (= forth, boldly put forth, i' your Holy day 
Clothes, every Mochers Son ot you. This is 
the King and Queens Majeſtical Holy day. My Lord 
has it granted trom them; I had it granted from my 
Lord : and do give it unto you grate, that is, bond fide, 
with the Faith of a Surveyor, your Coronel Vitrwving, 
Do you know what a Surveyor is now ? [| tell you a Su» 
rviſor! A hard word, that; but it may be foftned, and 
rought in, to ſignifie ſomething. An Overſeer ! one 
that overſec-eth you, A buſie Man! And yer I muſt 
ſeem buſier than I am, (as the Poet ſings, bue which of 
them, I will not now trouble my ſelf to | 
tell you.) O Captain Smith ! or Ham» The ft Quaternio, 


pr Yoas Capram Simirls, & 
mer-armed Vulcan ! with your Three Vion. mich ares 


Sledges, you are our Mulick, you come cops, 
alittle too tardy ; but we remit that, to 
your Polt-foot, we know you are lame. Plant your 


Baf. God made them ſuch, and Love. 2. Ten. Ibo « a | lelves there, and beat your time out at the Anvil. Time 


King, 
The likeFt to the Tear of any thing, 
2. And runs into it ſelf. Baſt Then let us ſing, 


And run into one ſound. 


Let Welcome #/! 


| and Meaſure are the Father and Mother of Muſick, you 
| know,and your Coronel Vitruvins knows 

'alictle. O Cheſil! our curious Carver ! The ſecond Quatern, 
| and Maſter Mas/, our Free- Maſon; Squire pe _ 
| Summer, our Carpenter, and Twybil his ND 


4 - 2n;Squire Summer 
Man 3 ſtand you four there, i* the ſecond ho ns 


Chorus. Sow Thoughts, Hearts Voices, and that one word trill Rank, work upon that Ground. And bil, bis Man. 
Through all our Language, Welcome, Welcome ſill. you, Dreſſer, the Plumber ; Quarrel, the 7%* Third Quater- 


Complement, 


. Could we put on the Beauty of all Creatures, 

. Sing in the Air, and Notes of Nighting ales, 

. Exhale the Sweets of Earth,and all her Features. 
« And tell you, ſofter than in Silk, theſe Tales, 
al. Welcome ſhould Seaſon all for Taſte. 


» 


HW = 


= 


. Glaſier 3 Frer, the Plaſterer; and Beater, ey hr 


' the Mortar-man : put all you on i' the the Glaſer; Frer, 

| Reer, as Finithers in erue Footing, with rhe Plaſterer ; Bea- 

| Tune and Mzaſure. Meaſure is the Soul **r, the Mortar- 

; of a Dance, and Tune the Tickle foot 

thereof. Uſe Holy-day Legs, and have'em: Spring, Leap, 
Caper, and Gingle : Pumps and -Ribbands ſhall be your 
Reward, till the Soles of your Feet ſwell with the ſurteir 

.of your light and nimble Motion. {They begun ro dance. 
: Well 
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em. 


Well done, my Muſical, Arichmetical, Geometrical 
Gameſters ! or rather my true Mathematical Boys! It is 
Carried, in Number, Weight and Meaſure, asif the Airs 
were-all Harmony, and the Figures a well-tim'd Progor- . 
tion! I cry ſtill, Deſerve Holy-days, and have my PII 
have a whole Quarter of the Ycar cut out for you in Ho- 
ly-days, and lac'd with Statute Tunes and Dances, frrred 
to the activity of your Treſlels, to which you ſhall ruſt, 
Lads, in the Name of your Iniqno Virruwvim. Hey tor the 
Lily, for, and the blended Roſe. | | 


The Dance ended. 


| 


And the King and Queen, having a ſecond Banquet | 
| ſer down before them from the Clouds by ewo Loves : | 
One asthe King's, the ocher as the Queen's 4 Uiſferenced | 
by their Garlands only: His of White and Red Rolcs 3 
the other of Lilics inter-weav'd, Gold, Silver, Fergie, Oc, 
with a Bough of Palm, (in his Hand) cleft a little at the 
top, They were both arm'd and wing'd ; with Bows 
and Quivers, Caſlocks, Breeche;, Buskins, Gloves, and 
Perukes alike. They {tood filent a while, wondring at 
one another, till at laſt the lefler of them began to ſpeak. 


Eros, Anteros. 


Er. Nother Cupid? An. Yes, your ſecond ſelf, 
A Son of Ven, and as meer an Elt 
And Wag as you. ErSEros? An. No, Anteros : 
Your Brother, Cupid, yet not fent to crols, 
Or ſpy into your Favours, here, at Court. 
Er. What then? A». To ſerve you, Brother, and 
report 4 
Your Graces from the Queen's ſide to the King's, 
Inwhoſe Name I ſalute you. Er. Break my Wings 
I fear you will. 42. O be not jealous, Brother : 
What Bough is this? Er. A Palm. An. Give me't, Er. An- 
other [ Anteros ſnatch'd at the Palm, 
but Eros divided 4. 
You may have. Av. Iwill this. Er. Divide it. As. So, 
This was right Brother-like ! The World will know 
By this one Act, both Natures. You are Love, 
I Love, again. In theſe two Spheres we move, 
Eros, and Anteros, Er. We ha cleft the Bough, 
And ſtruck a Tallic of our Loves too now. 
£n, | call to mind the Wiſdom of our Mother 
Venrs, who would have Cupid have a Brother —— 
Er. To look upon, and thrive. Me ſeems I grew 
Three Inches higher fin'I met wich you. 
Tt was the Counſel that the Oracle gave 
Your Nurſes the glad Graces, ſent to crave 
Them advice. You do not know (quoth (he) 
The nature of this Infant. Love may be 
Brought forth thus little, live a-while alone, 
But ne'*er will proſper, it he have not one 
Sent after him to play with. Er. Such another 
As you are, Anteres, our loving brother. 
An. Who would be always planted in your Eye; 
For Love, by Love increaſeth mutually. 
Er. We either, looking on each other, thrive. 
An. Shoot up, grow galliard—Er. Yes, and morealive! 
An. When one's away, it ſeems we both are leſs. 
Er. I was a Dwart, an Urchin, I confeſs, 
Till you were preſent. An. Burt a bird of wing, 
Now fit to fly before a Queen or King. 
Er. I ha' not one ſick Feather fin' you came, 
But curn'd a jollier C#p:4. An. Than lI am. 
Er. I love my Mothers brain, could thus provide 


For both in Court, and give us each our fide, 


Ie 


— 


Where ou me2t. An. Embrace. Er. Circle cach 
other. 

An. Conter, and whiſper. Er. Brother with a Brother, 

An. And by this ſweet Contcation for the Palm, 
Unire our appetites, and make them calm. 

Er. To will, and nill one thing. An. And fo to move 
Aﬀection in our Wills, as in our Love. 

Ey. Ir is the place fure breeds it, where we are. 

An. The King and Queens Court, which is circular, 
And perte&, Er. The pure School that we live in, 
And is of purer Love, a Diſcipline. 


Phylalethes. 


O more of your Poctry (pretty Cupids), leſt preſy- 
ming on your little Wits, you profane the intene(- 
on of your ſervice, The Place, 1 confeſs, wherein (by 
the Providence of your Mother V/enw) you are now plant- 
ed, is the Divine School of Love: An Academy, or 
Court, where all the true Leſſons of Love are throughly 
read and taught. The Reaſons, the Proportions, and 
Harmony, drawn forth in Analytick Tables, and made 
demonſtrable to the Senſes. Which if you (Brethren) 
ſhould report, and ſwear to, , would hardly get Credit a- 
bove a Fable, here, inthe Edge of Darbyſhire (the Regi- 
on of Ale) becauſe you relate in Rhime. O, that Rhime 
1s a ſhrewd Diſcaſe, and makes all ſuſpected it would 
perſwade. Leaveit, pretty Cupids, leave it. Rhime will 
undo you, and hinder your Growth, and Reputation in 
Court, more than any thing beſide, you have either men» 
tion'd, or fear'd. If you dabble in Poetry once, it is done 
of your being believ'd, or underſtood here. No Man will 
eruſt you in this Verge, but conclude you for a meer Caſe 
of Canters, or a pair of wandring Gipties. 

Return to your ſelves /little Deities) and admire the 
Miracles you ſerve, this excellent King,and hisunparallell'd 
Queen, who are the Canons, the Decretals, and whole 
School-Divinity of Love. Contemplate, and ſtudy them. 
Here ſhall you read Hymen, having lighted Two Torches, 
either of which enflame mutually, but waſte not. One 
Love by the others Aſpedt increaſing, and both in the 
right Lincs of aſpiring. The Fates ſpinning them round 
and even Threads, and of their whiteſt Wooll, without 
brack or purl. Fortune and Time fetterr'd at their Feet 
with Adamantine Chains, their Wings deplum'd, for 
ſtarting from them. All amiableneſs in the richeſt dreis 
of Delight and Colours, courting the Seaſon to tarry by 
them, and make the Idea of their Felicity perfect 3 toge- 
ther with the Love, Knowledge, and Duty of their $ub- 
jects perpetual. So wiſheth the glad, and grateful Client, 
ſeated here, the over-joy'd Maſter of the Houſe 3 and 
prayeth that the whole Region about him could ſpeak bue 
his Language. Which is, that firſt the Peoples Love would 
let that People know their own Happineb, and that know- 
ledge could confirm their Duties, to an admiration of your 
Sacred Perſons 3 deſcended, one from the moſt peacetul, 
the other the moſt warlike, both your pious and juſt Pro- 
genitors ; from whom, as out ot Peace, came Strength, 
and out of che Strong came Sweerne(s, alluding to the 
holy Riddle, fo in you joyn'd by holy Marriage, in the 
Flower and Ripenelſs of Years, live the promiſe of a nu- 
merous Succefhon to your Scepters, and a Strength to fc- 
cure your own Idands, with their own Ocean, but more 
your own Palm-branches, the Types of perpetual Victory. 
To which, two words be added, a zealous Amen, and c- 
ver rounded with a Crown of Welcome. Welcome, Wel- 
come. 
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MORTIMER 
t ALS 
A TRAGEDY 


__— 


| Written by BEN FOHNSON. 


Hor. in Art. Poetic. 


SD mr 


Et docuit magnumgue loqui, nitiq; cothurno. 


| 

; The Pt rsoxs Names. 

, MOR TIMER, Earl of March. 

; ISABEL, Queen Mother, 

e ADAM DORLTON, B. of Worc'ter. 

, CHORUS, Of Ladies, Knights, and Squires. 
d EDWARD 1IL K. of England. 

nr JOHH, the K's. Brother, Earl of Cornwall. 

4 HEN. the Ks. Couſin, Earl of Lancaſter. 

ws W. MOUNTACUTE, K's. Servant. 

le RO. D'ELAND, Conſt. of Nott. Caſtle. 
” NUNCIUS, Or a Herald. 


Arguments 
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ARGUMENTS. - 


HE Firſt A comprehends Mortimer's Pride and Security, » 3 to the Degree of an Earl, by 
the Qucen's Favour, and Love; with the Counſels of Adam d' Orlton, the Politick Biſhop of 
Worc'ſter, againſt Lancaſter. 


The Chorus of Ladies, celebrating the Worthineſs of the Queen, in rewarding Mortimer's Services, 
and the Biſhops. 4 1's 


= 
The Second Ad ſbews the King's Love and ReſpeF to his Mother, that will)hear nothing againſt Morti- 
mer's Greatneſs, or believe any Report of her extraordinary Favours td him :rbut imputes all to his 
Conſin Lancaſter's Envy, and commands thereafter an utter Silence of thoſe? 


The Chorws of 'Courtiers, celebrating the King's Worthineſs of Nature, and Aﬀection to his Mother, 
who will hear nothing that may trench upon her Honour, though deliver*d by his Kinſman, of 
ſach nearneſs ; and thereby take occaſion to extol the King's Piety, and their own Happineſs un- 


der ſuch a King. 


The Third AT relates (by the occaſion 4 a Viſion the blind Earl of L. had) to the King's Brother, Earl 
of Cornwal, the Horrour f their Father's Death, and the cunning making away of their Uncle, the 
Earl of K. by Mortimer's hired Pradice. 


The Chorus of Country-Juſtices, and their Wives, telling how they were deluded, and made believe 
the Old King liv'd, by the Shew of him in Corf-Caſtlez and how they ſaw him eat, and nfe his 
Knife, like the Old King, &c. with the Deſcription of the teigned Lights, and Maſques there, that 
decav'd 'em, all which came from the Court, 


The Fourth AT expreſſeth, by Conference between the King and his Brother, 4 (C hange, and intention to ex- 
plore the Truth of thoſs Reports, and a Charge of employing W. Mountacute to get the Keys of the + 
Caſtle of Nottingham into the King's Power, and draw the Conſtable, Sir Rob. d' Eland, to their 
Party. 


Mortimer's Security, Scorn of the Nobility, too much Familiarity with the Queen, rclated by the 
Chorus, The Report of the King's ſurpriling him in his Mothers Bed-chamber : A general Glad- 
nels : His being ſent to Exccution, 


The Fifth AT, The Earl of Lancaſter's following the Cry, and meeting the Report. The Celebration of 
the King's Juſt ic C 


Act I. 
MORTIMER. 


T His Riſe is made yet! and we now ſtand rank'd, 
To view abour us, all that were above us ! 

Noughe hinders now our proſpeRt, all are even, 

We walk upon a Level. Mortimer 
Is 2 great Lord of late, and a new thing!— | 4 Prince, an 
Earl, and Couſin to the King. 

Ae what a divers price, do divers Men 

Ac the ſame things ! Another might have had 

Perhaps the Hurdle, or at leaſt the Ax, 

For what I have this Crownet, Robes, and Wax. 

There is a Fate, thart flics with towring Spirits 

Home to the Mark, and never checks at Conſcience. 

Poor plodding Prieſts, and — Friars may make 

Their hollow Pulpits, and the empty lles 

Of Churches ring with that round word : But we 

That draw the fubtile, and more piercing Air, 

In that ſublimed Region of Court, . 

Know all is good, we make fo, and go on 

Secur'd by the proſperity of our Crimes. 

To day is Mrtimer made Earl of March. 

For wha ? For that, the very chinking it 

Would make a Citizen tart! ſome-politick Tradeſinan 

Curl wich the Caution of a Conſtable ! | 

Bur I, who am no Common-Council- Man, 

Knew, Injuries of that dark Nature done 

Were to be throughly done, and not be left 

To fear of a Revenge. They are light Offences 

Which admit that. The great ones get above ir. 


Man doth not nurſe a deadlier piece of Folly 

To his high Temper, and brave Soul, than that 

Or :ancying Goodneſs, and a Seal to live by , 

So ditfzring trom Man's Lite. As it with Lyons, 
Be:'s, Tygers, Woolves, and all choſe Beaſts of Prey, 
H. would affect to be a Sheep ! Can Man 


by 


Negle& what is, ſo, to attain what ſhould be, 

As rather he will call on his own Ruin, 

Than work taffure his ſafery? 1 ſhould think 
When *mongſt a World of bad, none can be goo; 
(I mean fo abſolutely good, and pertect, 

As our Religious Conteſlors would have us) 

It is enough, we do decline the Rumour 

Of doing monſtrous things : And yer, if thoſe 
Were of Emolument, unto our Ends, 

Even of thoſe, the Wiſe Man will make Friends 
For all the Brand, and ſafely do the ill. 

As Ulſurers rob, or our Phyſicians kill. 


ISABEL. MORTIMER: 


My Lord! ſweet Mortimer! Mor. My Q. my Miſtris ! | 
_—_O_ nay, my Goddeſs! and my ms ! 

What Name, or Title, as a Mark of Power 

Upon me, ſhould I give'you ? 1/s. 1/abel, 


Your [/abel, and you. my Mortimer : 

Which are the Marks of Parity, noc Power, 

| And theſe are Titles beſt become our Love: ev13 4 

; Mor. Can you fall underthoſe? 1/a. Yes, and-be happy. 

Walk tocth, my lov'd, and gentle Mortimer, 

And let iny longing Eyes enjoy their Feaſt, 

And fill of. thee; my fair-ſhap'd, God like Man: 

Thou art a Banquet unto all my Senſes ; 

Thy Form doth teaſt mine Eye, thy Voice mine Ear, 

Thy Breach my Smell, chy every Kifs my Talte, 

| And ſoftneſs of thy Skin, my very Touch : 

As if I felt it dactile through my Blood. 

I ne'er was reconciled to theſe Robes, 

This Garb of England, till I faw thee ia them. 

Thou mak'ſt, they ſeem not boitterous, nor rude, 

Like my rough haughty Lords de Engle terre, 

Wich whom I have to many Years been troubled, 
Mer. But now redeem'd, and fee at liberty, 

Queen ot your felf, and them. 
He dy'd, and left is unfiniſhed, 
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HRISTM-AAS 


His M A 


SQUE 


As it was Preſented at Court, 1616, 


-” ”_-V OO oOOm©m———C—O—O— 


Enter Chriitmas with Two or Three of the Guard. j 


He  attir'd in round Hoſe, long Stockings, a cloſe Doublet, 6 
bigh Crown'd Hat, with a Broach, « long thin Beard, a 
Truncheon, little Ruffs, white Shooes, bus Scarffs, and Gar- 
ters tied croſs, and bu Drum beaten before him. 

\ Old Chriſtmas? Chriftmas of London, and 
Captain Chriſtmas? Pray you let me be 
tronght before my Lord Chamberlain, Ill not be an- 

ſr elſ> : 'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all: I 

ha' {cn the time you ha' wiſh'd for me, for a 

Chriſt»:xr, and now you ha* me3 they would not let me 

in : | m"{t come another time! a good Jeſt, as if Icould 

come more than once a year; why, I am no dangerous 

Peron, and fo I told my Priends, of the Guard. I am 

Old Gregory Chriſtmas ſtill, and though I come out of 

Popes- Head- Alley, as good a Proteſtant as any ? my Pariſh, 

The troth is, I ha' brought a Maſque here, out o* -the 

City, o' my own making, and do preſent it by a Set of 

my Sons, that come out of the Lanes of London, good 

dancing Boys all: Ie was intended, I confeſs, for Curri- 
ers Hall ; but becauſe the Weather has been open, ahd 
the Livery were not at leiſure to ſee ie till a Froſt come, 
that they cannot work, I thoughe it convenient, with 
ſomes liztle alterations, and the Groom of the Revels Hand 
toc, to fit it for a higher place ; which I have done; and 
though I ſay it, another manner of Device than your 

New-Years Night. Bones of bread, the King! Son Row- 

land, Son Clem, be ready there in a trice : quick, Boys. 


HY, Gentlemen, do you know what you do? 
ha ! would you ha” me out ? Chriſmas, 


Enter his Sons and Daughters, being Ten in Number, led m, 
m » String, by Cupid, who u atiir'd in a flat Cap, and a 
Prentiuces Coat, with Wings at bus Shoulders. 


The Names of his Children, with their Attires. 


Miſ-rule, 


In a Velvet Cap, with a Sp" @ ſhirt Cloak, great Tel 
low Ruff, like a Revecller, by Torch-bearer bearing a Rope, 


a Cheeſe and a Basker, 


Caroll, 
A long tawny Coat, with a Red Cap, and a Flute at buy 


Girdle, hus Torch bearer carrying a Seng-book open. 
Minc'd-Pie, 
Like a fine Cook's Wife, dreſt neat, ber Man carrying a 
Pie, Diſh, and Spoons. 


Gamboll, 
Like a Tumbler, with a Hoop and Bells ; bu Torch-bearer 
arm'd with a Cole-itaff, and a blinding Cloth. 


Poſt and Pair, 
F frog a 1 ar ro in by Hat; bs Garment all 
over with Pairs and Purs; bu Squire carrying a Box 
Card:, and Counters. ; Os ; 


New-Years-Gife, 
In a blue Coat, Serving-man like, with an Orange , and 
@ Sprig of Roſemary gilt on his Head, bis Hat full of Broaches, 
with a Collar of Gingerbread, bu Torch bearer carrying 4 
March-Pain, with a Bottle of Wine on either Arm. 


Mumming , 
In a Maſquing Pied Suit, with @ Viſor, bu Torch-bearer 
carrying the Box, and ringing it. 
Waſlall, 


Like a neat Sempſter, and Songſter ; ber Page bearing 4 
brown Bowl, dreft with Ribbands, and Roſemary ny" 


In a ſhort Gown, with @ Porter's Staff in bu Hand, «a W þ 
born before him, and « Sr irig toc Fund " 


Babie-Cocke, 
Dreft like @ Boy, in a fine long Coat, Biggin, Bib, Muck- 
ender, and a little Dagger ; bus Uſher bearing a great Cake, 
with a Bean, and a Peaſe. 


They enter ſinging. 


Ow God preſerve, as you well do deſerve, 
taeſs fend, wth my good Lords ll 
Tour H: s » with my s all, 
ps hg ry do there? 
Gr me leave to ark, - I you a Maſque 
from little, little, little, Inttle London ; 
Which ſay the King likes, I ha' paſſed the Pikes, 
if not, old Chriſtmas « «ndone. 


Chr. A peace, what's the matter there ? 
Gamb. Here's one, o' Friday-ſtreet would come in. 
Chr. By no means, nor out of neither of the Fiſh- 
ffreets, admit not a Man 3 they are not ( briſtmas Crea- 
tures: Fiſh, and faſting days, foh ! Sons, ſaid I well | look 
to'r, 

Gamb. No body out o' Friday-freet, nor the two Fiſh- 
ſtreets there 3 do you hear ? 

Carol, Shall John Butter of Milk-ſtreet come in ? ask 


him. 
Gamb. 
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Gamb. Yes, he may flip in for a Torch-bearer, ſo he 
melt not too faft, that he will laſt cill che Maſque be 
done. 

Chr, Right, Son. 


Sing agen. 
Oo” Dances freight, is a matter of Eight, 


and T1, the which arc Wenches : 
In all they be Ten, Four Cocks to a Hen, 
and will (im to the Tune like Tenches. 
Fach bath l;s Knight for to carry bu Light, 
which [me would ſay are Torches ; 
To bring them here, and to lead them thee, 
and home again to their own Porches, 
Now their micnt 


Enter Venus, a deaf Tyre woman. 


Ven, Now, all the Lords bleſs me, where aml tro : 
where is Cepid? ſerve the King? they may ſerve the 
Cobler well enough, fome of *em, for any Courrelic 
they have y* wiſe ; they ha' need o* mending : unrude 
People they are, your Courtiers, here was thruſt upon 
thruſt indeed ! was it ever fo hard to get in betore, tro * 

Chr. How now ? what's the matter ? 

/en. A Place, forfooth, I do want a Place; I would 
have a good Place, to ſce my Child a& in betore the 
King and Queens Majeſties (God blets*em) ro Night. 

Chr. Why, here is Place tor you. 

Ven. Right, forſooch, I am Cupid's Mother, Cupid's 
own Mother, forſooth; yes, forfoorth : I dwell in Pud- 
ding-lane : I, forſooth, he is Prentice in Love-lane, with a 
Bugle-maker, that makes of your Bobs, and Bird-boits 
tor Ladies. 

Chr. Good Lady Ven, of Pulding-!ane, you mult go 
out for all chis. 

Ven. Yes, forſooth, I can fit any where, fo I may lee 
Cupid a : He isa pretty Child, though I fay it that per- 
haps ſhould not, you will ſay : I had him by my firſt Hus- 
band; he was a Smith, forſooth, we dwelt in De-lirtle-lane 
then : He came a Month before his time, and that may 
make him ſomewhat imperfect ; But I was a Fiſhmonger's 
Daughter. 

Chr. No matter tor your Pedigree, your Houſe 3 good 
Venzs, will you depart ? 

Ven, | fcriooth, boil fay his Part, T warrant him, as 
well as cer a Play-boy of *em all: I could ha* had Mo- 
ney enough for him, an' I would ha'been tempred, and 
ha'lee him out by the Week, to the King's Players: Ma- 
ſter Burbadge has been about and about with me and fo 
has old Mr. H:mimgs too, they ha* necd of him, where is 
he tro'a ? 1 would tain ſze him, pray God they have gi- 
ven him ſome Drink tince he came. 

Chriſt. Are you ready, Boys ? Strike up, nothing will 
drown this Noiſe but a Drum : a* peace, yet, I ha' not 
done. 

Sing —Now thr Intent, « above to preſent — 

Carol. Why ? here be halt ot che Properties torgot- 
ten, Father. 

Ofering. Polt and Pair wants his pnr-chops, arid his 
pur-dogs. 

Carol. Ha you ne'er a Son at the Groom-Porter's, to 
beg or borrow a pair of Cards quickly ? 

Gamb, It (hall not need, here's your Son Chrater with- 
QiUur, has Cards in his Pocket. | 

Ofring. Odds fo; ſpeak to the Guard to let him in, 
under the Name of a Property. 

Gamb, And here's New-years-gift Was an Orange, and 
Roſemary, but not a Clove to ſtick in't. 

New year. Why, let one go to the Spicery. 

Chr, Fie, fic, he 3 it's naught, it's naught, boys, 

Ven. Why, 1 have Cloves, it it be C loves you want, I 
have Clovez in my Purſe, I never go without one in my 


Mouth, 


— — 


Carel. And Mumming has not his Vizard neither. 

Chr. No matter, his own Face ſhall ſerve tor a puniſh- 
ment, an 'tis bad enough; has Wafe! her Bowl, and 
Mrmnce-Pie her Spoons ? 

Offer. I, I; but Mi-rule doth not like his Suit : he fays, 
tne Players have lene him one too little, on purpoſe to 
Gifgrace him. 

Chr. Let him hold his p21ce, and his diſgrace will be 
the leſs : What? ſhall we proclaim where we were fur- 
niſht? Mum! Mam! a peace, be ready, good Boys. 


8P 
Smzs agen. 


T Ow their intent, is above to preſent 
with all the Appurtenances, 
A right Chriſtmas, as of «ld it was, 
to be gathered out of the Dances. 


IWiich they do bring, and afore the King, 
the Qneen, and Prince, as it were 1 
Drawn here by Live; who, over and above, 

doth draw bimſe!f i” the geer too. 


icre the Drum, and Fife: ſounds, and they march a» 
bour once : art the ſecond coming up he proceeds in his 
Song. 


Ilum drum, ſauce for a Coney ;; 
no more of your Martial Muſick : 
Even for the ſake, & the next new Stake, 
Fr there I do mean to uſe it. 


And now to ye, who in place are to ſee, 
with Rull and Farthmgale hooped : 
I pray you know, theuoh be want bis Bow 
by the Il ings, that this s Cupid. 


He might g9 back, fer to ery what you lack, 
but that were not (o witt '2 

Hu Cap and C:at, are entugh to nate, 
that be x the Love © the City. 


And be leads im, though be now be gone, 
for that was only hs Rule : 

But new comes mm, Tom of Boſoms-Inn, 
and he preſenteth Miſ rule. 


Which you may know, by the very ſlow, 
albeit you never ak it : 

Fr there you may ſee what bis Enſigns be, 
the Rope, th: Cheeſe, and the Backer, 


This Carol plays, and bas been in bs days 
a chirping Boy, and a kill Pet: 
Kit Cobler it #, 'm a Father of bis, 
and be dwells in the Lane call'd Fi! pot. 


But who i ths ? O' my Daughter Sis 
Mince-Pie, with ber do not dally 

On pain o your life:She*s an boneft Cook sIVife, 
and comes out of Scalding: Alley. 


Next in the trace, comes Gambol in place, 
and to make my Tale the ſhorter : 

My Son Hercules, tane, out of Diſtaff-lane, 
but an attrve Man, and a Porter. 


Now Poſt and Pair, 14 Chriſtmas's Heir 
doth make, and a gingling Sally : 

And wot you who, "tus one of my Two 
Sins, Card- Makers in Pur-Alley. 


— 


CGggg 3 Text 


s i a4 ot 
> 


he ates 


———— - . 
PR n- EEC 


= 


"I - ; 
» $4 boo eo oo ey er i ft i 


596 


Maſques. 


Next im a trice, with bu Box and bis Dice, | 
Mac-pippin, my Sun, but younger, 

Brings Mumming in ; and the Knave will win, 
for @ us @ Coſtermonger. 


But New-years-gift, of himſcif makes ſhift 
to tell you what bis Name s« ; 

With Orange on Head, and hu Ginger bread, 
Clem Waſpe of Honey-lane ':s. 


This, I you tell, s our jolly Waſlel, 
and fer Twelfth night more meet too: 

She works by the Ell, and ber Name # Nell, 
and ſhe dwells in Thread needle ſtreet 700. 


Then Offering, be, with hs Diſh, and hs Tree, 
that in every great Houſe keepeth, 

Is by my Son, young Lictle-worth, done, 
and in Penny-rich-{treet he ſleepeth. 


Laſt, Baby-cake, that an end doth make 
of Chriltmas merry, merry vain 4 

I; Child Rowlan, and « ſtraight Young Man, 
though he come out of Crooked-lane' a. 


There ſhould have been, and a dozen I wene, 
but I could find but one more 
Child of Chriſtmas, and a Log it was, 


when 1 them all bad gone o'er. 


that be would make one to py it : 
And I my ſelf, would have been the Twelfth, 
o but Log was too heavy to dance it. 


I pray'd him, in a time ſo trim, | 


Now, Cupid, come you on. 


Cupid, You Worthy Wights, King, Lords, and Knights, 
or Queen, and Ladies bright : 
Cupid invites, you to the fights 


be ſhall preſent re Night. 


4, "Tis a good Child, peak outs hold up your Head, | 
,OVC. | 
Cupid, Arid which Cupid—and which Cupid, &c. 
Vin, T2 not ſhake fo, Robin, if thou beeſt a' cold, I ha* 
ſome warm Waters tor thee here. | 
C'r, Come, you put Rebin Cupid out with your Waters, 
at your fiſsling ; will you be gone ? 
Ven. I, forfoothz he's a Child, you muſt conceive, and ' 
muſt be us'd tenderly ; he was never in ſuch an Aﬀeme-. 


rx = wv ry om once at the Warmol! Dueſt, for- 
ooth, where he ſaid Grace as prettily as any of « 
riff*s Hinch-boys, forſooth. ah a ME TOY 
Chr. Will you peace, forſooth ? 
Cupid. And which Cupid, and which Cupid, 8c. 

Ven. I that's a good boy, ſpeak plain, Robin : how does 
his Majeſty like him, I pray ? will he give Eight Pence a 
day, think you ? Speak out, Robin. 

Chr. Nay, be is out enough, you may take him away, 
= begin your —— : _ it 15 to have Speeches. 

en. You wrong the Child, you do wrong th : 

Topeal co his Majeſty. _ —_ 


Here they Dance. 
Chr. Well done, Boys, my fine Boys, my bully Boys. 


Sings agen. The EPILOGUE. 
N” do you think that their Legs # all 
the Commendation of my Sons, 
For at the Artillery Garden they ſhall 
as well ( forſootb) uſe their Gun. 


Hnd march as fine, as the Muſes Nine, 
along the Streets of London : 

And i their brave Tires, to gi their falſe fires, 
eſpecially Tom my Son. 


Now if the Lanes and the Allies afford, 
ſuch an Ac-ativity as thu : 

At Chriſtmas next, if they keep their Word, 
Can the Children of Cheapſide miſs ? 


Though, put the Caſe, when they come in place 
they ſhould not dance, but Fn ; cr 
Their very Gold Lace, with their Silk would'em grace, 
having ſo many Knights o' the Shop ! 


But were I ſo wiſe, I might ſeem to adviſe 
ſo great a Potentate as your ſelf 

They ſhould, Sir, Tell ye, ſpare't out 0 their belly, 
and thu way ſpend ſome of their Pelf. 


I, and come to the Court, for to make you ſome [port 
at the leaſt once every Tear : RR 
As Chriſtmas hath done, with bu Seventh or Eighth 
Son, 
and his Couple of Daughters dear, 


1H i 


E N D. 


Preſented in the Houſe of the Right Honourable the 


LORD HA Y: 


By divers of Noble Quar ity, his Friends. 


FOR 1TH£e£ 


ENTERTAINMENT of Monfteur Le BARON de TOUR, 
Extraordinary Ambaſſador for the French KING. 


On Saturday the 22. of February, 1617. 


Quid titulum poſeis ? Verſus duo treſve legantur. Mart. 


The FRON T before the Scexe, was an 
ARCH-TRIUMPHAL. 


On the top of which, Humanity, placed in Figure, ſate with her Lap full of Flowers, ſcattering 
them with ber Right-hand ; and holdmg a golden Cham m her Left-hand : to ſhew both the 
Freedom, and the Bond of Courtefie, with this Inſcription : 


Super Omnia Vultus. 


On the two ſides of che Arch, 
Chearfulneſs, and Readineſs, her Servants. 
Chearfulneſs, i a looſe flowing Garment, fillyg | Readineſs, a winged Maid, with two flaming 


out Wine ſrom an Antique piece of Plate ; with bright Lights im ber Hands 
this word, word, 


Adli lxtitiz dator. Amor addidit alas. 


; a 
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The Scene diſcovered, is ( on the one ſide) the head of a Boat, and in it Charon putting off from 
the ſhore, having landed certain imagined Ghoſts, whom Mercury there receives, and encourageth 
to come on towards the River Lerhe, who appears lying in the Perſon of an old Man. 1 he 
Fates ſutmg by him on his Bank ; a Grove of Myrtles bebind them, preſented in pet 
md growing thicker to the outer-ſide of. the Scene, Mercury, perceiving them to faint, calls them 

- on, and fhews them his golden Rod. And the whole Maſque was ſung ( after the Ieglian man. 
ner) Srylo recitativo, by Maſter Nicholas Lanier ; who ordered and made both the Scene and 


the My ſick, 


Mercury. F ates. 
Ay, faint not now, fo near the Fields of reſt. No more are all the reſt. 
Here no more Furies, no more Torments dwell, 
"Then each hath felt already in his Breaſt ; Mercury 
Who hath becn once in love, hath proy'd his Hell. No ? 
Up then, and follow this my golden Rod, I, Fate. 
That points you next to aged Lethe's ſhore, No. 
Who pours his Waters from his Urn abroad, Mercury. 
Ot which but caſting, you ſhall taint no more. | | | But, why 
Proceeds this doubtful Voice from deſtiny ? 
Lethe. 
Stay, who, or what phantaſtick ſhades are thelz . Fates. 
EC Taat It is too lure. 
that Hermes leads : 
Mercury. 
Mercury. Sure 2 
They are the gentle forms 2. Fate. 
Or L-wcr:, tolt upon thoſe frantick Seas, I. Thinks Mercury 
Ds Broooos oa: . a , 
Whence nw fprung. That any things, or names on Earth do die, 


Thar are obſcur'd trom knowledge of the Fates. 


Lcthe. 1 X 
Who keep all Rolls 7 
And have ia out her ſtorms? | © PE _ 
3. Fate. 
| | Mercury. And know all Natures dates ? 
No. Mercury. 
Lethe, They ſay themſelves, :h' ar 1 I 
Did they periſh ? y 1ay , e dead, 
| I. Fate, 
Roy Mercury. , It not appears, 
Yes, Or, by our Rock, 
; 2. Fate. 
- How ? Our Spindle, 
Alcrcury. 3. Fate. 
Drown'd by love, Or our Shears. 
That drew them forth with hopes as ſmooth as were. Fates. 
THY untaithtul Waters he delir'd them prove. Here all their Threads are growing, yetnone cur. 
"uy IP Merenry, | 
And turn'd a tempeſt, when he had them there ? Thi gin to. Goubt, that Love with Charms hath pur . 
is phant lie in *em ; and chey only think 
Mercury. Thar they are Ghoſts. 
He did, and on the Billow would he roul, Fate. i cos thee Bs fe 
And laugh to fee one throw hs Heart away ; 3 rom my GT er "hp _ 
Another ſighing, vapour ferth his Soul ; e cam. | 
Fate. 


A third, to melt bimſelf im Tears, and ſay, 
'Twill make *em to forget 


O Leve, Incow to ſalter Water turn Loves name. 
Than that I die in ; then a fourth, to cry Fate, 
Amid the ſurges, cb ! 7 burn, I bure ; And ſo, they may recover yet 
A fifth, laugh out, i: x wy Ghoſt, not I. Mer 
| Do, bow und the velerded Lake 
And thus in pairs I found '*em. Only one , —_ p rn \ gr en qa 
\ There is, that walks, and ſtops, and ſhakes his Head, —w pre e off DOS "<a 
And ſhuns the reit, as glad to be alone, Us you, and you your ſelvcs miſtake. 


And whiſpers to himſelf, be # not dead. 
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Here they all ſtoop to the Water, and dance forth their An- 
timaſque in ſeveral geſtures, as they liv'd in love : And re- 
tiring into the Grove, before the laſt Perſon be off the Stage ; 
the firſt couple appear im their poſture between the Trees, 


ready to come forth, changed. 


| oh" Mercury. : S 
See ! fe! they are themſglves agen ! 


1, Fate. 
Yes, now the' are ſubſtances, and Men. 


2. Fate. 
Love, at the name of Lethe flics. 


Lethe, 
For, in Oblivion drown'd, he dies. 
3. Fate. 


He miſt not hope, though other States 
He oft ſubdue, he can the Fares. 


Fates. 


'Twere inſolence, to think his powers 
Can work on us , or equal ours. 


CHORUS. 


Eturn, Return, 
R Like Lights to burn 
On Earth, 
For others , 
Your ſecond birth wy 
Will fame old Lethe's Flood, 
And warn a World, 
That =—S New Bo 
About in tempeſt, how prove 
Shadows for Love. 
Leap forth : = Light it is the nobler made, 
y being ſtruck out of a Shade. 


Here they dance forth their entry, or firſt dance : after which 
4 Cupid— ——_—_— mo ther. Ul 


WY, now you take me ! theſe are rites 

That grace Loves days, and crown his nights! 
Theſe are the motions, I would ſee, 

And praite, in them that tollow me ! 

Not Sighs, nor Tears, nor wounded Hearts, 

Nor Flames, nor Ghoſts : but airy parts 

Tri'd, and refin'd as yours have bi 

And ſuch they are, I glory in! 


Mercury. 
Look, look unto this ſnaky Rod, 
And ſtop your Ears, againſt the charming God ; 
His every word, falls from him, is a ſnare : 
Who have fo lately known him, ſhould beware. 


—— 
— — —m_c 


Here they dance their main Dance, which ended, 
Curid, 
Come, do nor call it Cupid's crime, 
You were thought dead before your time; 
If thus you move to Hermes will 


Along; you will bechought fo ſti 
Go, take hg Ladies fort talk, 
: And touch, and taſte po :; Ghoſts walk. 
I wixe Eyes, Tongues, s, the mutudl (hrite 
I; bogs, t tries the euch of life. 
They do, indeed, like Men move, 


That think they live, and not in love ! 


Here they take forth the Ladies, and the Revel: f.llow : aftet 
which, Mercury. 
Nay, you ſhould never have left off : 
Buc {tay'd, and heard your Cupid ſcoff, 
To find you in the Line you were. 4 
Cupid, | y 
Your too much wit, breeds too mach fear. 
Mercury. © 
Good Fly, good night. 
Cupid. 
Bue will you go ? 
Can you leave Love, and he increat you fo ? 
Here, take my Quiver, and my Bow, 
My Torches too; that you, by all, may know 
_ I mean no danger eo your " fo 
This night, I will create my Holiday, 
And be yours naked, and entire. 


Mercury. 
As if that Love, diſf-arm'd, were leſs a fire ? 
Away, away. 


They _— ——— out  awbech done, 


cury. 
Yet leſt that Venw wanton Son, 
Foe ye ED 
or your fair ſakes ( you 

Who have beheld theſe civil Wars.) 

Fate is content, theſe Lovers here 

Remain ſtill ſuch : ſo Love will ſwear 
Never to force them at to do, 
But what he will call Hermes to. 

Cupid. 

I ſwear ; and with like cauſe thank Mercury, 


- 


: 


| As theſe have, to thank him, and deſtiny. 


CHORUS. 


All then take cauſe of joy : for who hath not ? 


Old Lethe, that their tollies are forgot ; 
We, that their lives unto their fates they fit : 
They, that they ftill ſhall love, and love with wit. 
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Maſques. 


THE 


V1S 


OF 


DELIGH T: 


Preſented at 
COURT in CHRISTMAS, 1617. 


The Sc2xse, 
A Street in perſpeFlive of fair Building diſcovered, 


Delight is ſeen to come as afar off, accompanied with 
ace, Love, Harmony, Revel, Sport, Lang bter. 
Wonder following, 


Delight ſpake in Song (ſtil recitative.) 
bp us play, and dance, and ſing, 
Let us now turn every fort ; 


O' che pleaſures of the Spring, 
Tothe Graces of a Court. 


From Air, from Cloud, from Dreams, from Toys, 
To Sounds, to Sence, to Love, to Joys ; 

Let your ſhews be new, as ſtrange, 
Let them oft and ſweetly vary ; 

Let them haſte ſo to their change, 
As the Seers ny not ww ; 

Too long t expe the plea ng night 
Doth take away from the delight. 


Here the firſt Anti-maſque enter'd. 


A ſhe Monſter delivered of fix Burratines , that dance 
with ſix Pantaloons : which dene, 
Delight ſpoke again, 
Yet hear what your delight doch pray 
All fowre and ſullen looks away, 
That are the ſervants of the day, 
Our Sports are of the humorous night, 
Who feeds the Stars that give her light, 
| And uſeth ( then her wont) more bright, 
To help the Viſion of Delight. 


Here the Night riſes, and tock her Charict beſpangled with 
Stars. 


Delight proceeds. 
See, ſec her Scepter, and her Crown 
Are all of flame, and from her Gown 
A train of light comes waving down. 
This night in Dew ſhe will not ſteep 
The Brain, nor lock the Sence in ſleep ; 
But all awake, with Phantomes keep, 
And thoſe to make Delight more deep. 
By thu time the Night, and Moon being riſen ; Night 
bovering over the place, Sung. Inns a 


Break Phant'fie from thy cave of Cloud, 
And ſpread thy purple Wings ; 
Now all thy Figures are allowd, 
And various ſhapes of things ; 
Create of airy torms, a ſtream ; 
It muſt have Blood, and naught of Fleam, 
And though it be a waking Dream 
oy. let - =_ ' Odour riſe 
© all the Sences her 
The cc fall like ſleep upon their Eyes, 
Or mulick in their Ear. 


The Scene here changed to Cloud, and Phant'ſie breaking 
forth, ſpake. 


Bright Night, I obey thee, and am come at thy call, 

Bur it is no one Dream that can pleaſe theſe all, 

Wherefore I would know what Dreams would delight 

em: 

For never was Phant'fie more loth to affright *em. 

And Phant'fie I tell you has Dreams that have Wings, 

And Dreams that have Honey, and Dreams that have 

Seings; 

Dreams of the maker, and Dreams of the teller, 

Dreams of the Kirchin, and Dreams oft the Cellar : 

Some that are tall, and ſome that are Dwarts, 

Some that were Halrer'd, and ſome that wear Scarfs ; 
Some 
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Some that are proper, and fignifie of thing, 
And ſome another, and ſome that are _— : 
For ſay the French Verdingale, and the French Hood 
Were here to diſpute ; mult ic be underſtood 
A Feather for a Wiſp were a fit Moderator ? 
Your Oftritch believe it's no faithful Tranſlator. 
Of perfect Utopian ; And then it were an odd Piece 
To ſee the Conclufion peep forth at a Cod piece. 
The politick Pudding hath ſtill his ewo ends, 
Tho? the Bellows and the Bag-pipe were ne'er ſo good 
(Friends : ; 
And who can report what Offence it would be 
For the Squirrel to ſee a Dog clime a Tree? 
If a Dream ſhould come in now to make you a feard, 
With a Windmil on his Head, and Bells at his Beard ; 
Would you ſtreight wear your Spectacles, here, at your 
Toes 
And your Boots o* your Brows, and your Spurs o* your 
ole ? 
Your Whale he will ſwallow, a Hogſhead for a Pill ; 
But the maker of the Moulſe-trap, is he that hath kill. 
And the Nature of the Onion, is to draw Tears, 
As well as the Muſtard : peace, Pitchers have Ears, 
And Shittle-cocks Wings, theſe things do not mind 'em, 
If che Bell have any Sides, the Clapper will find 'em: 
There's ewice ſo much Muſick in beating the Tabor, 
As i? the Stock-fiſh, and ſomewhat leſs labour. 
Yet all this while, no proportion is boaſted 
*Twixt an Egg and an Ox, though both have been roſted, 
For grant the moſt Barbers can play o' che Cittern, 
Is it requiſite a Lawyer ſhould plead to a Ghittern ? 
You will fay now, the Morris Bells were but Bribes 
To make the Heel forget that cer it had Kibes ; 
I ſay let the Wine make ne'er fo good Jelly, 
The Conſcience of the Bottle, is much i” the Belly : 
For why ? do but take Common Council i” your way, 
And tell me who'll then ſer a Bottle of Hay 
Before che old Uſurer, and to his Horſe 
A ſlice of Salt-burrer, perverting the Courſe 
Of civil Society ? __ that Gap, 
And out skip your Fleas, Four and ewenty at aclap, 
With a Chain and a Trundl=-bed following at th* Heels, 
And will they not cry then, the World runs a Wheels: 
As for Example, a Belly, and no Face, 
With the Bill of a Shoveler, may here come in place; 
The haunches of a Drum, with the Feer of a Por, 
And the Tail of a Kentiſhman to it : why not ? 
Yet would I take the Stars to be cruel, 
If the Crab, and the Rope-maker ever fight Duel, 
On any dependance, be it right, be it wrong, 
But mum ; a Thread may be drawn out too long. 


Here the ſecond Anti-maſque of Phantalms came forth, 
which danced. 


Phant'ſie pn 
) this you will ſay was phantaſtical now, 
ps ay and the Bull, {wn Whale, and the Cow 3 
But vaniſh away, I have change to preſent you, 
And ſuch as I hope will more eruly content you : 
Behold the Gold-hair'd Hour deſcending here, 
That keeps the Gate of Heaven, and turns the year, 
Already with her ſight, how ſhe doth chear, 


And makes another Face of things appear. 


e the Hours deſcending, the whole Scene changed to 
n whe > of Zephyrus, whilft Peace ſung as followeth. 


Why look you fo, and all turn dumb. 
to ſee the opener of the New-year come ? 
My Preſence rather ſhould invite, 
and aid, and urge, and call to your delight, 
The many Pleaſures that I bring _ 
are all of Youth, of Heat, of Lite, and Spring, 


And were prepai*d to warm your Blood, 
not fix ic chus as if your Statues ſtood. 


we ſee, we hear, we feel, we taſte, 
we ſmell the change inevery Flower, 
we only with that all could laſt, 
and be as new till as the Hour. 


The Quire 


The Song ended. 


Wonder ſpake. 


Wonder muſt ſpeak, or break ; what is this ? grows 
The wealth of Nature here, or Art? it ſhows 
As if Favoning, Father of the Spring, 
Who, in the verdane Meads doth Reign ſole King, 
Had rows'd him here, and ſhook his Feathers, wzt 
With Purple lwelling Near? and had let 
he ſweer and fruittul Dew fall on the Ground 
To force out all the Flowers that might be found ? 
Or a Mimerva with her Needle had 
Th” enamour'd Earth with all her Riches clad, 
And made the downy Zephyre as he flew 
Sill to be follow'd with the Springs beſt hue ? 
The gaudy Peacock boaſts not in his Train, 
So many Lights and Shadows, nor the Rain, 
Reſolving I, when the Sun doth court her, 
Nor Purple Pheaſant while his Aunt doth ſport her 
To hear him crow; and with a pearched Pride 
Wave his difcolour'd Neck, and Purple Side ? 
I have not ſeen the Place could more ſurprize, 
It looks (me thinks) like one of Natures Eyes, 
Or her whole Body ſet in Art? behold ! 
How the Blue-bind Weed doth it ſelf infold 
With Honey-ſuckle, and both theſe intwine 
Themſelves with Bryony, and Jeſſamine, 
To caſt a kind and odoriferous Shade ? 


Phanr'ſie, 


How botter then they are, are all things made 
By Wonder ? Bur a while refreſh thine as 
I'll pur thee to thy oftner, what, and why ? 


Here (to a loud Muſick) the Bower opens, «nd the Maikers 
diſcovered, as the Glories of the Spring. 


Wonder again ſpake. 


Thou wilt indeed ? what better change appears? 
Whence is it that the Air fo ſudden clears, 
And all things in a moment turn ſo mild, 
Whoſe Breath or Beams, havegot proud Earth with Child, 
Of all the Treaſure that great Natures worth, 
And makes her every Minute to bring forth ! 
How comes it Winter is ſo quite forc't hence, 
And lockt up under Ground ? that every Sence 
Hath ſeveral Obje&s? Trees have got their Heads, 
The Fields their Coats? that now the ſhining Mcads 
Do boaſt the Pawnce, the Lily, and the Roſe : 
And every Flower doth laugh as Zephyre blows? 
That Seas are now more even then the Land ? 
The Rivers run as ſmoothed by his Hand; 
Only their Heads are criſped by his {troke: 
How plays the Yearling wich his Brow ſcarce broks 
Now in the open Graſs ? and frisking Lambs 
Make wanton Salts about their dry-ſucke Dams 3 
Who to repair their Bags do rob the Fields ? 

How is't each Bough a ſeveral Muſick yields ? 
The luſty Throtle, early Nightingale 
Accord in Tune, though vary in their Tale ? 

The chirping Swallow call'd forth by the Sun, 
And creſted Lark doth his diviſion run? 
The yellow Bees, the Air wich murmur fill ?] 
The Finches Carol, and the Twrtles Bill ? 


Whole Power is this? what God ? 


Hhhh Phantiie 
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Phant'he. 


Behold a King 

Whoſe Preſence maketh this perpetual Spring, 
The Glories of which Spring grow in that Bower, 
And are the Marks and Beauries of his power. 


To which the Quire anſwered. 


'Tis he, *cis he, and no Power els, 
That makes all this what Phant'/ie tells ; 
The Founts, the Flowers, the Birds, the Bees, 
The Herds, the Flocks, the Grafs, the Trees, 
Do all confeſs him; but moſt Theſe 
Who call him Lord of the four Seas, 
row of the leſs and greater Iſles, 
And all thoſe happy when he ſmiles. 
Advance, his favour calls you to advance, 
And do your (this nights) homage in a dance. 


Here they danced their entry, after which they ſung again.” 


Again, again; you cannot be 
Or ſuch a true delight too free, 

Which who once ſaw would ever ſee 3 
And if they could the Objed prize, 
Would while it lafts not think to riſe, 

But wiſh cheic Bodies all were Eyes. 


— — 


They Danc'd their main Dance, after which they ſung. 


In curious knots and mazes ſo 
The Spring at firſt was taught to go ; 
And Zephire, when he came to wooe 
His Flors, had their Motions too, 
And thence did Yenws learn to lead 
Th? Idalian Brawls, and fo tread 
As if the Wind, not ſhe did walk ; 
Nor preſt a Flower, nor bow'd a Stalk. 


They Danc'd with Ladies, and the whole Revel: followed; 
ter which Aurora appeared ( the Night and Moon) 
ſcended, and this Epilogue followed. , 


I was not wearier where I lay 
By frozen Tytbor's fide to night ; 
Than I am willing now to ſtay, 
Fad be a part of your delight, 
But I am urged by the Day, 
Againſt my will to bid you come away. 


The Quire. 


They yield to Time, and fo muſt all. 

As Night to Sport, Day doth to Action call, 
Which they the rather do obey, 

Becauſe the Morn, with Roſes ſtrews the way. 


Here they Danc'd their going off, and Ended. 


Cc es ty _—_ 


PLEASURE 


—  — — 
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PLEA 


Maſques. 


SURE 


Reconciled to 


VERTU 


A MASQUE. 


As it was Preſented at Court before King James, 1619. 


Inn — _— 


The Scene was the Mountam AT L AS. 


Ho had his top ending in the Figure of an old Man, his Head and Beard all Hoary, and 

Froſt, as if bis Shoulders were covered with Snow ; the reſt Wood and Rock. A Grove 

of Ivie at his Feet ; out of which, to a wild Muſick of Cymbals, Flutes, and Tabers is 
brought forth. CoMus the God of Cheer, or the Belly, riding i Triumph, his Head Crown'd 


with Roſes, and other Flowers, bis Hair curled : 


They that wait upon him, Crown'd with Ivie, 


their Javelins done about with it ; one of them going with Hercules his Bowl bare before him, 


while the reſt preſented him with this Hymn. 


w_ _ make room for the bouncing 
Y, 

Firſt Father of Sauce, and Deviſer of Jelly ; 
Prime Maſter of Arts, and the giver ot Wit, 
That found out the excellent Engine, the Spit 3 

The Plough, and the Flail, the Mill, and the Hopper, 
The Hutch, and the Boulter, the Furnace and Copper, 
The Oven, the Baven, the Mawkin, the Peel, 

The Harth, and che Range, the Dog and the Wheel, 
He, he firſt invented the Hogſhead and Tun, 

The Gimlet and Vice too, and taught*em to run, 

And fince with the Funnel, and Heippecras Bag, 

H'as made of himſelf, that now he cries ſwag ; 

Which ſhows though the Pleaſure be but of tour Inches, 
Yer he is a Weeſel, the Gullet that pinches 


, Of any delight, and not ſpares from his Back, 
- Whatever to make of the Belly a Sack ! 


Hail, hail plump Paunch, O che Founder of Taſte, 
For Freſh-meats, or Powder'd, or Pickle, or Paſte, 
Devourer of broiPd, bak'd, roaſted, or ſod; 

And emptier of Cups, be they even or odd ; 

All which have now made thee fo wide i the waſte, 
As ſcarce with no pudding thou art to be lac'd, 

Bur cating and drinking until thou doſt nod, 

Thou break'ſt all thy Girdles, and breakit forth a God. 


To this the Bowl-bearer. 


DY you hear my Friends ? to whom did you fing all 
this now ? Pardon me only that I ask you, tor I 
do not look for an Anſwer ; ll anfwer my felt, I know 
It is now ſuch a time as the Satwrnals for all the World, 
that every Man ſtands under the Eves of his own Hart, 


and fings what pleaſe him 3 that's the Righe and the 
Liberty of it. Now you ſing of God Com here the 
Belly-god ; I fay it is well, and I fay it is not well : Ic is 
well as it is a Ballad, and the Belly worthy of it; I 
muſt needs fay, and *rwere forty Yards of Ballad more, 
as much Ballad as Tripe. Buc when the Belly is not e- 
dified by it, ic isnot well; for where did you ever read 
or hear, that the Belly had any Ears? Come never 
pump for an anſwer, for you are defeated 3 Our Fellow 
Hunger there that was as ancient a retainer to che Belly 
as any of us, was turned away for being unſcaſonable, 
not unreaſonable, but unſeaſonable; and now is he 
poor thin-gut, fain to ger his living with ceaching of 
Starlings, Mag-pies, Parrots, and Fac daws, thole things 
he would have taught the Belly. Beware of dealing 
with the Belly, the Belly will not be talk'd to, eſpe- 
cially when heis full ; chen there is no venturing upon 
Venter, he will blow you all up, he will thunder indeed- 
la : Some in deriſion call him the Father of Farts ; but 
I fay he was the firſt Inventor of great Ordnance, and 
caught us to diſcharge them on Feſfival days, would we 
had a fit Feaſt for him i” faith, to ſhew his activity 3 I 
would have ſomething now tetche in to pleaſe his Five 
Sences, the Throat, or the two Seances the Eyes : Par- 
don me tor my Two Sences, fot I that carry Hercales's 
Bowl i' the Service, may ſee double by my Place ; for 
I have drunk like a Frog to day: I would have a Tun 
now brought into dance, and fo many Bottles about 
him. Ha ! you look as if you would make a Problem 
of this; do you fee? do you fee? a Problem : why 
Bottles ? and why a Tun? and why a Tun? and why 
Bottles to dance? I fay that Men that drink hard, and 
ſerve che Belly in any place of Quality (as the youial 

Hhhh z Tinksrsy 
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Tinkers, or the lefty kindred) are living Meaſures of 
Drink, and can transform themſelves, and do every day 
to Bottles, or Tuns when they pleaſe : And when they 
ha' done all they can, they are as I fay again, (for 1 
think I ſaid ſomewhat like it afore) but moving Mea- 
fures of Drink, and there is a Piece i! the Cellar can hold 
more than all they. This will I make good, if it pleaſe 
our new God but to give a nod, tor the Belly do's all by 
Signs 3 and I am all tor the Belly, che truzſt Clock i the 
World to go by. 


Here the firſt Anti-mask, after which 
HERCULES. 


\ Hat Rires are theſe ? breeds Earth more Monſters 
et £ 

Antens ed is cold : what can beget 

This Store :. (and ſtay) ſuch contraries upon her, 
Is Earth fo fruicful of her own diſhonour 7 

Or *caulſe nis Vice was Inhumanity, 

Hopes ſhe by vicious Hoſpitality 

To work an expiation firſt * and then 

(Help Vertue) theſe are Sponges, and not Men : 
Bottles ? meer Veſſels ? half a Tun of Paunch ! 
How? and the other half thruſt forth in Haunch 7 
Whoſe Feaſt ? che Bellies? Comms ? and my Cup 
Brought in to fill che drunken Orges up ? 

And here abus'd ; that was the crownd Reward, 
Of thirity Heroes, after labour hard ? 

Burdens, and ſhames of Nature, periſh, dye; 

(+ or yer you n-ver liv'd) but in the Sty 

Or Vice have wailow'd, and in that Swines {trite 
Peen buried under ths Offence of Life : 

Go rcel and fall under the load you make, 

Till your 1wollen Bowels burſt with what you take. 
Can this be Pleaſure, to extinguiſh Man ? 

Or fo quite change him in his Figure ? can 

The Belly love his pain ? and be contene 

With no delight but what's a Puniſhment ? 

Theiz Monſters plague themſelves, and fitly too, 
For they do ſuff-r ; what, and all the do, 

But here mult be no ſhelter, nor no ſhrowd 

For fuch : Sink Grove, or vaniſh into Cloud, 


Alt thus the whole Grove waniſhed, and the whole Muſick 
was diſcovered, ſitting at the Foot of the Mountain, with 
Pleaſure, and Vertue ſeated above them. The Quire in- 
wited Hercules to reſt with this SO NG. 


p—_ Friend and ſervant of the Good, 
Ler cool a while chy heated Blocd, 
Aud trom thy mighty labour ceale. 
Lye down, lye down, 
And give thy troubled Spirits Peace, 
Whilit Vertuc, tor whole ſake 
Thou «oſt this God-like travail take, 
May ot the choifeſt Herbage make 
(Here on this Mountain bred,) 
A Crown, a Crown 
For thy Immortal Head. 


Here Hercules being laid down at their Feet, the ſecond Anti- 
mask which was of P1gmies, appeared. 


1. PiGMI1E. 


Ntews dead | and Hercules yet live! 

A wi is this Hercules ? what would I give 

To meet him now ? meet him ? nay, three ſuch other, 
It they had hand in murther of our Brother? 

With three? with tour ? with cen ? nay with as many 
As the name yields ? pray anger there be any 

Whereon © tzcd my juſt revenge, and foon : 

Huw ſhall | kill him { hurl him 'gainſt che Moon, 


| 


And break him in ſmall Portions? give to Greece 
His Brain ? and every Tract of Earth, a Piece. 
2 Pig. He is yonder. 
I here ? = | 
3 Ac the Hill foot, aſleep. . 
1 Lerbne go ſteal his Club. 


| 2 My charge, Ill creep. 


. 4 He's ours. 
1 Yes, Peace. 
3 Triumph, we have him Boy. 
4 Sure, lure, he is ſure, 


| I Come, let us dance for joy. | 


' At the endl of their Dance, they thought to ſurpriſe bim, 
| when fdderly being awak'd by the"Muſick, berew/ed bim- 


ſelf, they all rum into holes. 


SONG. 


Wake Hercnles, awake; but heave up thy black Eye, 
*Tis only ask'd from thee to look, and theſe will die, 
Or fly: 
Already they are fled, 
Whom ſcorn had clſc left dead. 


At which Mercury deſcended from the Hill, with a Garland 
of Poplar ro Crown him. 


MERCURY. 


Eft ſtill chou active Friend of Vertue, Theſs 
Should not diſturb the Peace of Herewles. 
Earths Worms, and Honours Dwarfs (at too great odds) 
Prove, or provoke the Iſue of the Gods. 
See, here a Crown the aged Hil! hath ſent thee, 
My Grand-ſire Atlas, he that did preſent thee 
With the beſt Sheep that in his Fold were found, 
Or Golden Fruit in the He/per;an Ground, 
For reſcuing his fair Daughters, then the Prey 
Of a rude Pirate, as thou cam't this way ; 
And taught thee all the Learning of the Sphere, 
And how like him thou might'{t the Heavens up-bear3 
As that thy Labours vertuous Recompence 
He, though a Mountain now, hath yet the ſence 
Ot thanking thee tor more, thou being ſtill 
Conſtant ro Goodnels, Guardian of the Hill ; 
Amters by thee ſuffocated here, 
And the Voluptuous Comm God of Chear 
Beat trom his Grove, and that detac'd, but now 
The time's arriv'd that Arlas told thee of, how 
Þ unaleer d Law, and working of the Stars, 
There (ſhould be a ceffation of all jars, 
1 wixt Vertve and her noted oppoſite 
Pleaſure ; that both ſhould meet here in the fight 
Ot Heſperus, the Glory of the Weſt, 
The brighteſt Star chat trom his burning Creſt 
Lights all on this fide the Arlantick- Seas, 
As tar as to thy Pillars, Hercules, 
See where hethines, Fuftice, and Wiſdom plac'd 
About his Throne, and thoſe with Honour grac'd 
Beauty, and Love : It is not with his Brother 
Bearing the World, but ruling fuch another 
Is his Renown, Pleaſure, for his delighe 
Is reconcil'd to Vertae, and this nigat 
Vertue brings torch, Twelve Princes have been bred 
In this rough Mountain, and near Atlas Head 
The Hill ot Knowledge ; one, and chict of whom 
Ot the bright Race of Heſperus is come, 
Who ſhall in time, the ſame that he is be, 
And now is only a lefs Light then hi 
Theſe now ſhe truſts with Plea/wre, and to theſe 
She gives an entrance to the Heſperides 
Fair Beauties Garden ; neither can ſhe fear 
| They ſhould grow foft, or wax Effeminate here ; 


Since 


ls) 


CC 
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Since in her ſight, and by her charge all's done, 
Pleaſure the Servant, Vertue looking on. 


Here the whole Quire of Muſick call'd the Twelve Mas- 
kers forth from the top of the Mountain, which then 
opened with this 5 O N G. 


Pe aged Atlas, open then thy Lap, 
nd from thy beamy Boſom ſtrike a Light, 
That Men may read in the myſteriow Map 
=O 
Hnd ſions 
Of Royal ro Lied and the right, 
See how they come and ſhow, 
That are but born to know. 
Deſcend 
Deſcend 
Though pleaſure lead, 
Fear not to follow : 
They who are bred 
Within the Hill 
Of skull, 
May ſafely tread 
What Path they will, 
No ground of good 13 bollow. 


In their deſcent from the Hill, Daxdalus came down before 
them, "of. whom Hercutes queſtioned Mercury. 


HerxcvLEs. 
By Hermes ſtay, a little let me pauſe, 
Who? this that leads ? 

Mer. A Guide that gives them Laws 
To all their Motions, Daedalus the Wile; 

Her. And doth in ſacred harmony compriſe 
His Precepts? Aer. Yes. Her. They may lecurely prove 
Then any Labyrinth, though it be of love. 


Here while they put themſelves in Form, Dadalus had his fr ſt 
SONG. 


Ome on, come on? and where you go, 
fo interweave the curious 

As ev'n th' obſerver ſcarce may know 

which "Lines are Pleaſures, and which nit : 
Firſt Figure out the doubtful way, 

at which a while all youth ſhould ſtay, 
Where ſhe and Vertue did contend, 

which ſhould have Hercules to friend. 
Then as all Ations of Mankind, 

are but a labyrinth, ar max : 
So let your Dances be entwin'd, 

yet not perplex Men unto gaze 1 
But meaſur d, and ſo numeronms too, 

as Men may read each att they do ; 
And when they ſee the Graces meet, 

admire the Wiſdom of your Feet : 
For dancing is an m—_ 

not only ſhows the movers Wit, 
But maketh the Bebolders wile, 

as he bath power to riſe to 6, 


The firſt Dance. After which Dedalss again. 


More, and more, thu was ſo well, 
As Praiſe wants half bis Voyce to tell, 
again your ſelves compoſe, 
And now put all the aptneſs on, 
Figure, that proportion, 
Fs or Coliw ran bibles 
That if thoſe ſilent Arts were loſt, 
Deſign, and Pitture, they might boaſt, 
from you a newer Ground, 
Inſiruted by the beightning ſence 
Of Dignity and Reverence, 
in their true Motions found. 


A 2 BD 


Begin, begin ; for look, the fair 
Do longing, liſten to what Air 
you form your ſecond touch ; 
That they may went their murmuring Hymns, 
F uſt ro the——— you move your Limbs, 
and wiſh their own were ſuch. 
Make ha#t, make haſt , for this 
The labyrmth of Beauty «. 


The ſecond Dance. That ended. Daxdalus 
SONg. 3. 


T follows now you are to prove 
The ſubt"leſt mate of all, that's Love, 
and if you ſtay too » 
The fair will ad you do am. : 
Go chooſe among— But with a min 
as gentle as the ftroaking Wind 
runs ore the gentler Flowers. 
And ſo let all your Attions ſmile, 
As if they meant not to beguile, 
the Ladies but the hours. 
Grace, laughter, and diſcourſe may meet, 
and yet the Beamty not go leſs : 
For what is noble ſhould be ſweet, 
But not diſſolv'd in wantonne(s. 
Will you that 1 give the Law 
to all your [port and ſome-it, 
It ſhould be ſuch ſhould envy draw, 


but —--cvercome it. 


Here they danced with the Ladies, and the whole Re- 
vels followed ; which ended, Mercury call'd to him in 
this following Speech : which was after repeated in 
Song by two Trebles, two Tennors, a Baſe, and the 
whole Choras. 


Song 4+ 
A*® Eye of looking back were well, 
Or any murmur that would tell 
Your thoughts, how youu were ſent, 
and went 
To walk -with Pleaſure, not to dwell. 
Theſe, theſe are hours by wertue [par'd 
Her ſelf, ſhe being ber own Reward : 
But ſhe will bave you know, 
that though 
Her Sports be ſoft, her Life s hard: 
You muſt return unto the Hill 
and their advance 
With labour, and imbabit ſtill 
thas heighth and Crown, 
From whence you ever may look down 
upon triumphed chance. 
She, ſhe it is in darkneſs ſhines, 
"Tis ſhe that ſtill ber ſelf refines, 
by ber own light to every Eye : 
More ſeen, more known when Vice ſtands by. 
And though a ſtranger bere on Earth, 
In Heaven ſhe hath ber right of birth : 
There, there is Vertues Seat, 
Strive to keep her your own, 
Tis only ſhe can make you great, 
Though place here make you knows. 


Afﬀeer which, they danced their laſt Dance, returned 
into the Scene, which cloſed, and wasa Mountain again 
as before. 

The E ND. 


This pleas d :be KING ſo well, as be wonld ſee it again, 


when it was preſented with theſe Additions. 


FOR 
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FOR THE 


ONOUR 


OF 


W ALES. 


The Sce xe ſtanding as before, a MounTaiN ; but now the Name changed from 


ATLas to CrxariGEkRiki. 


Enter Gentlemen. 
Grifuh, Jenkin, Evan, a Welſh Atturney. 


Oflin, I know what belongs to this Place ſym- 
what petter than you 3 and therefore give 
me 1-4ve to be pold to adviſe you. *Is not a ſmall mat- 
ter to offer your ſelf into preſence of a King, and aull 
his Court ? Be not too bythe and forward, till you be 
caulld ; I tauke Reaſon to you. 

Jen. Cym, never tauke any taukes : if the King of 
Gread Prittaine keep it Aſſizes here, I will cym into 
Court : Loog yow, do you fee now, and pleaſe Got. 

Gri. Taw, d yn ynbbyd, y, dbwytin abl 5 anabby, pob 
peth oth folimeb, ag y tyny gwatwar ar dy wliac. | 

Fen. Gad wyn | Lonjth, I fay, I will appear in Court. 

Ev. Appear as yow $'ud do then, Dab Fenkyn, in good 
{ort ; do not diſcredit the Nation, and pyt wrong upon 
us aull by your raflnes. : 

Jen. What do yow caull rafſneſs, Evan y Gymn ? is 
not aull the Cyntrie, and aull Welſe, and the Prince of 
i/ales too, abus'd in him ? By this Hand, I will cell it 
the King's own Ears every 'oord, do you fee him now? 
Bleſs your Urſip, pray God is in Heaven bleſs every 
Ince of your Urſip; and Wales is commend it to your 
Urſip, from top to toe, with aull his Hearts aull over, 
by got'uech me, and would be glad as a Silling to ſee 
yow in him. Come it down once a day, and try ; 1 
tell yow now, yow Yall be as welcomely there, as where 
yow were in your own Cyntries laſt ewo Symmers, and 
perſhance we'll made yow as good S'cere too ; we'll 
promiſe your Urlip as good a piece of Seeze, as yow 
need pyt in your Head, and pleas' yow $s'all be toaſted 
too, Go to, ſee him once upon a time your own ſellive, 
is more good mean yow, than is aware of ; By Gor' is 
very hard, but s'all make yow a Sheſtice of Peace the 
hrſt daics yow come ; and perſhance (lay nothing 
Knight o' the S'ire too : 'Is not Worſfter's, nor Pembroke's, 
nor Mungymeries, Sall carry him from yow. But aull 
this while Yall 1 tell you a liddell now ? 'Is a great huge 
doal of anger upon yow, trom aull ales and the Na- 
tion ; that your Urfip would ſuffer our young Maſter 
Sar'es, your Urſips Son and Heir, and Prince of Woles, 
che firſt time he ever play Dance, to be pit up in a 
Mountain (Got knows where) by a palterly Poer, how 
do you fay him, Evan ? 


Gr ifs 


| 


Evan. Libia. 
Fen. Vellby ! Libis. And how do yow caull him the 
Mountain ? his name is 

Evan. Adlas. 

Fen, » bynno. Adlas ? I pleaſe your Urſip is a 
Welſe Atturney, and a preddilie Schollers, a wear him 
his long Coat, lined with Seepes-skin, as yow ſee every 
daics o' the week. A very ſufficient litigious Fellows in 
the Terms , and a finely Poets out o' the Terms; he 
has a Sprig of Lawrel already towards his Girlonds. 
He was get in here at Twelf-night and ſee aull; what do 
= call it, your Matters, and ſays is naught, naught, 

ark naught. 

Evan. 1 do ſay, and't pleaſe his Madeſtee, I do not 
like him with aull his heart ; h'is plug'd in by che Ears, 
without aull piddies, or mercies ot propriedies or deco. 
rums. I will do Injuries to no Man before his Madeſtee ; 
but *is a very vile and abſurd as a Man would wifs, that 
I do ſay, to pyt the Prince of Wales in an outlandis 
Mountain ; when he is known, his Highneſs has as 
goodly Mountains, and as tawll 2 Hills of his own, (look 
yow, do yow ſee now) and of as good ſtanding, and 
as good diſcent, as the prowdeſt Adlas chriſtned. 

Jen, I good Evan, ma ou reckon his Madeſtce 
{ome of the Welſe Hills, che Mountains. 

Evan. Why there is Talgar. 

Fen, Well fayd. 

Evan, Eliennieth, 

Jen, Well ſaid Evan, 

Evan, Cadier Arthar, 

Jen, Toudge him, toudge him 

Evan, Pen-macen many, 

Jen, Is good Boys, Evan. 

Evan, And Crag erivi, 

Jen. Aw? Vellby? Why law you now? 'Is not Pc» 
man manr, and Craig-Eriri, as good found as Adlyr every 
whit of him ? 

Evan. *Is caull'd the Britiſh Aulpes, Craig Eriri, a very 
ſufficient Hills, 

Zen. By Got we will play with him Hills for 1ills, 
for ſixteen and forty sillings when he dares. 

Evan. I pray you let it alone your Wachers a liddle 
while, Coflin Davy ap Fenkin, and give it leave 1 may 
give his Madeſtee and the Court Intormations coudging 
now the Reformations. 

Ten. Why 


cs F7 Www ww T7 w* 


- what yow pleaſe, do in Gor's name, imagine, imagine, 


eve it | will rub, and break og S'ins for this, I will 


— 
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Fin, Why ? cannot yow and I tauke too Coflin ? the, 
Haull (God 


Mountain in CarnarvanSeere: has as gray Beard, and 


bleſs it) is big inough to hold both our | as much Snow upon his Head aull the year long. 


taukes, and we were twice as much as we are. 
Ev, Why, tauke it aull then, if you think is Reaſon 
in you ? 


Jen. As Adlas for his Guts. 
Ev. He tells your Madeftee true, for aull he is a liddle 
out of Seaſon : but cym every Man tell as much as he 


Fen. No; 1 know is no Reaſon, Evan, I confels | can now, my Quality is I hope ſufficiently known to his 
him ; but every Man would ſhew himſelve a good Sub- | Madeſtee, chat I am Re&or Cori is aull my Ambitions, 


ject as he can to his Means; I am a ſubje&tby my Place, | 
and two Heads is better than one I imagine under 
correction. | 

Ev. Gor's ownes, here is no correftions man ; imagine 


why doe you not imagine ? here is no Pennyrchs of 
Corrections. 

Grif. Awdgwin Taw/on. 

Ev. *Is fo invincibles, ſo in mercifullys ignorant, a 
Man knows not upo what Inczs of Ground to ſtand to 
him; doe's conceive it no more, as I am a true Welle 
Chriſtian, then (ſirreverence of the Cympany) the Hilts 
of his Dagger. 

Fen. Go too, I will make the Hilts conceive a knock 
upon your Pate, and perſhance a bump too if yow tauke. 

Ev. How ! upon my Pate ? 

Fen. Yes upon your Pate; your Poetlie Pate, and 
your Law Pate too. 

Gr. Tawſon, Tawſon- For'got yow will go nere to 
hazard a Thumb, and a fowre Finger of your beſt 
hand ; if you knock him here, you may knock him ber- 
cer S'eap at Ludlow a great deal : do you know the Place 
where it is? 

Ev. Well, I can be patient, I truſt, I cruſt, ic is in a 
Preſence I preſume that loves no Quarrels, nor Replies, 
nor the Lyes, nor the Shallenge, nor the Duels : but— 
I will do my byflinels now, and make this a byſlineſs 
for another days hereafter : Pleas' your Madeſtee— By 
Got I am out of my Tempers terribly well, Got for- 
give me, and pyt mein my ſelve again. How dos your 
Highneſs— I know not a *oord or a ſyllable what I tay; 
"3s do me that Vexations. 

Gr. O Evan ? for the honour of Wales. 

Ev. I remember him now *tis — bleflings upon 
me” is out of my Head again; loſt, quite loſt : this 
knock, o' my Pate, has knock aull my Wits out o* my 
Brains I think, and turn my Reaſons out of doors. Be- 


not come fo high as your Head, but I will take your 
Noſe in my way, very ſufficiently. 

Jen, Hang your ſufficiency. 

Ev. 'Tis well, very well ; *cis better, better, exceed- 
ingly well. 


Howell, and Rheeſe to them. 


How. What ?—— you mean (hough) to make us fo 
Jong tarry here, ha ? 

Gr. Marry, here is aull undone with Diſtempers me 
thinks, and Angers, and Paflions. 

Rhe. Who is angry ? 

Ev, Why it is I is angry, and hungry too, if you 
mark me; I could eat his Flint-ſeer Face now, offer to 
knock my Pate in the hearing of aull theſe, and more 
too? well, before his Madeſtee I do yer forgive him 
now with aull my Heart, and will be reveng'd another 
rnme, 

How, Why that is good, Evan, honeſt brave Evan, 

Rhbe, Ha! yow told the King's Madeſtee of the Alte- 
rations. 

Ev. I am now once again about him : peace 4 pleaſe 
your Madeſtee, the Welſe Nation hearing that the Prince 
of Wales was to come into the Hills again, afore your 
Madeſtec have a deſire of his Highneſs for the Honour 
of Wales, to make him a Welſe Hills, which is done 


and that I would have.ie aull Welſe ; that is the Sort, 
and the long of the Requeſts. The Prince of Wales 
we know is aull over Welle. 

Zen. And then my Lord Marquiſe. 

Ev. Both my Lord Marquiſe is as good, noble, truz 
Briton, as any ever is come out of ales. 

Jen, My Lord Mongimery is as found Welſe too, as 
Flele and Blood can make him. 

Ho. And the Heward's by Got, is Welle as ſtrait as 
any Arrow. 

Ev. Houghton is a Town bear his Name there by 
Pipidiauke, 

Ho. And Erwin, his Name is In ; but the Duts-men 
come here in Wales, and caull him Heer-win. 

Rb. Then Car is plain Welle, Caerlton, Caermardin, 


Cardiff. 


Fen. And Palmer, his Anceſtors was call him 
Pen-maure. 
Rh. And Acmooty, is Ap meuth-wye of Llanmouthwye. 


Fen. And Abercromy, is aull one as Abermarlys. 
Ev. Or Abertaw. 


Ho. Or Aberdugled haw. 
Rh. Or Abes bodney. 
Fen. Or Abegeveny. 

Ho. Or Aber comway. 


Ev. Abercomway is very like Abercromy, a liddle hard 


Sift has pit'em aull into Hales ; but our Defires and Pe- 


titions is, chat the Muſiques be aull Welſe, and the Dan- 
ces, and no *Ercules brought in now with a gread Staff, 
and a Pudding upon him. 

Jen. Aw ; was his Diſtaff, was not his Club. 

Ev. What need of *Ercules, when Cadwallader —— 
Fen. Or Lluellin, or Rheeſe ap Griphin, or Cradeck, or 
Owen Glendower, with a Welſe Hook, and a Goats Skin 
on his Back, had done very better, and twice as well? 
Ev. Nay, andto pyt Apparel on a Pottle of Hay, and 
caull him Lantew. 

Gr. The Belly-gods too, was as proper a Monſter as 
the beſt of 'em. 

Ev. I, ſtand to it, there was neither Poetries, nor 
ArchiteQures, nor Deſigns in that Belly-god ; nor a Note 
of Muſicks about him. Come, bring torth our Muſicks, 

'Ow Sall hear the true Pritan ſtrains now, the ancient 

elſe Harp— Faye tauke of their Pigmees too, here is a 
Pigmees of Wales now ; tet forth another Pigmees by 
him ! 


Two Women, and Muſick to them, 


1 Wo. Aw Dieſas' what a bravely Company is here ? 
This's a finely Haull indeed ! 

2 What a deal of fine Candle it is ? 

en. I, peace; let his Madeſtee hear the Muſick, 

2 RBle mae yr Brenin. 

Ten. Docks we. 


1 Dieſu blefhim; Saint Devy Bithim. 1 bring 
my Boy ong back ren Mile here to loog upon him : 
Loog Hullin, Hullin, {homes bummaven nayd Dumma 
braveris : yow Yall hear him play too, 


Ev. Peace, no more pradlings+ begin ſet him 
down. 


without any manner of ſharſheſe to your Madeſtee, on- 
ly Changing his Name: He is caull now Craig-Eriri, a 


Song 
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SONG. 


Evan. 1. SONG. 
"I not come here to tauk of Brut, 
I from whence the Welſe do's take his Root ;, 
Nor tell long Pedegree of Prince Camber, 
whoſe Linage would fill aull this Chamber 3 
Nor fing the Deeds of old Saint Davy, 
the urſip of which would fill a Navy. 
But hark yow me now, for a liddel Tales 
Sall make a gread deal to the Credit of Wales ; 
In which we'll toudg your Ears, 
with the praiſe of her Thirteen S'eeres ; 
And make yow as glad, and merry 
as fourteen Pot of Perry. | 
Still, fill we'll toudg your Ears with the Praiſe, &C., 


Chorus 


Howel, 2. SONG. 
* ip true, was wear him Sherkin f 


but what is that ? we bave ſtore of 1eive, 
And Got bis plenty of Goats Milk 
that fell bim well, will buy bim Silk 
Enough to make him fine to quarrel 
At Hereford: ſizes in new Apparel i 
And get him a web green Melmes perbap, 
Pall grve it @ fave ts bis Mhnmouth cp: 
Ant then the ore of Lempſter, 
hy Got # never # Sempſter \ 
That when be it (hun, ove Aid, 
Tet mateh bim with bir thrid 
Still, fill, &c, 


1. SONG. 


Ull this's the Backs now, let ws tell ye, 
of ſome Proviſions for the Belly : 
As Cid, and Goat, and great Goats Mother, 
and Runt, and Cow, and good Cows Uther. 
And once but taſte & the Welſe-mutton, 
your Englis-seep"s not worth a Button. 
And then for your Fiſs, all ſhooſe it your diſs, 
look but about, and there un a Trout. 
A Salmon, Cor, or Chevin, 
Will feed you ſix, or ſeven, 
As taull Man as ever ſwagger, 
With Welſe-hook, or long Dagger. 
Still, full, &c. 


Rheeſe. 


Evan: 4. SONG. 


Ut aull this while was never think 
a word in praiſe of our Welſe drink, 
Tet for aull that, is a Cup of Bragat, 
all England Seere, may caſt bs Cab at. 
nd what you ſay to Ale of Webley, 
toudge bim as well, you'll praiſe bim trebly, 
As well as Metheglin, or Sider, or Meath, 
Sall Sake it your Dagger quite out 0 the ſeath. 
AndVpt-cake of Guarthenion, 
With a good! Leek, or Onion, 
To give as ſweet a Rellis 
As ere did Harper, Ellis, 
Still, ftill, &c. 


Howell. 5. S ONG. 


Nd yet, is nothing now all ths, 
A if of our Muſiques we do miſs; 
Both Harps, and Pipes too » and the Crowd, 
muſt aull come in and tauk alowd, 


| Rhecſec. 


As lowd as Bangu, Davies Bel, 
of which is no doubt yow have hear tell, 
As well as our lowder he way Organ, 
and rumbling Rocks in S'cere Glamorgan 3 
Where look but in the Ground there, 
And you iall ſee a ſound there, 
That put him aull togedder, 
I: faveet as meaſure Pedder. 
Sill, tiff, &c. 


6. SONG. 


A® but what ſay yow ſhould it ſhance too, 
that we ſhould leap it in a Dance too, 
And make it you as great a pleaſure, 
if but your Eyes be now at leaſure ;; 
As in = Ears r'all leave a laughter, 
to laſt upon you ſix days after * 
Ha ! wella-go too, let us try to do 
as your oid Britton, things to be writ on. 
Come put on other Look, naw, 
And lay away your Heoks too ; 
And though yet yow ha' no pump, firs, 
Let 'em hear that yow can jump, firs, 


Sill, till, &s, 


Ten, __ it your Conſcience now ; did your Urſip 
ever fog ſuch a Song in your days; 'is not as 
ſingly a Tunes as a Man would wilt to put in his Kars. 
Kva, Come, his Madeſtee all hear better to your 
Dance, 


Here # Dance of Men. 


Ev. Haw, well danc'd, very well danc'd. 
en, Well plaid, Howell, well plaid Kbeeſe : Da wharry 
vellbee ; well danc'd i” faith, 
Ev. Good Boys, good Boys; pold, and Prittan, pold, 
and Prittan. 


After the Dance. 


Fen+ Is not better this now than Prgmies ? this is Men, 
this is ng Monſters, and you mark him : Well caull torth 
_ Goats now, your Urſip $'all ſee a properly natural 

vile come from the Welſe Mountains ; Is no Tuns, 
nor Ng Bottils : Stand by there, $'ow his *Urſi 
Hills, was dronkenry in his Eyes, that make that 
in my Mimd. Burt now, mary, marg your Urlip I pray 
yow now, and yow Fall fee Natures, and Propricdies ; 
the very Beaſts of Wales gall do more than your Men 
pYt in Bottils and Barrils, there was a Tale of a Tub 
I faith. Is the Goat-herd and his Dog, and his Son, 
and his Wite make Muſiques to the Goats as they come 
from the Hills ; give *em rooms,give 'em rooms, now the 
cym: The elderly Goats is indifterently grave at firſt,be- 
Cauſe of his Beard,and only tread it the meaſures;byt yow 
will ſee him py off his Gravities by and by well enough. 
and frisk it as fine as erea Kid on 'em aull. The Welle 
Goat is an excellent dancer by Birth, that is written of 
him, and of as wiſely Carriage, and comely Behaviours 
a Beaſt (tor his footing eſpecially) as ſome one or two 
Man, God blefs him. 

Ev. A Haull, a haull; come a haull, Au velbee. 


the 
eviſe 


Here the Dance of Goats. 
After the Dance. 


1 He. Nay, and your Madeſtee bid the Welſe Goats 
welcom : The Welſe Were ces sall ting your Praiſes, and 
dance your Healths too. 


Ce "p 


OAtrs 


and 
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Song. 


A IW, God bleſs is our good King S'amer, 

s Wife, and his Sildrew, and aull big Ream, 
And ani! bis 'ur(ipful S'iFtice of peace about him, 
And ſend that bis Court be never without him. 

Ow, that ber would come down into Wales, 
Her ud be wery welcom to Welſe Ales. 

I have «a Cow, 

And I bave a Hen ; 

S'all groe it Milk, 

And Egg: for aull bis Men. 


CHORUS 


"It ſelf all have Veniſon, and other Stere, 
And may it be ſtarved, that ſteal him bis Deere, 
there, there, and every where. 


Fen. Cym dance now, let us hear your dance, dance. 
Ev, Ha! well plaid Ales. | 
Ho, For the Hewour of Wales. 


On HB KH Ho 


Here was the Dance of Men and Women. 
After the Dance, 


Enough, enough, geo. Well now 
Jon TI its A tles Is remov'd and cloar'd j 
the reſt and "pleaſe your Grace vall tarry Mill, 


and 

on as ſt was j Vertne and Pleaſure was well © of 
differently well enough 1 Only we will intreat Pleaſore 
to cym out of Dy , that Is the Gildew Valley, of 
Geltbleedove, that is the Golden Grove, and is iti Care 
Marden the Welſe Garden. *Is a thouſand Place in Wales 
as finely Places as the Eſperides every Crum of him : 
Merlin was born there too, put we would not make him 
riſe now and wake him, becauſe we have his Prophecies 
already of your Madeſtee's Name to as good Purpoſe, 
as if he were here in — Po d q Evan * 

Ev. You will ſtill pyt your felve to cle plunſes, you 
mean his Madeſtees ams of Charles James Stuart. 

Jen. I that is Claimes Arthurs Seate, which is as much 


as to ſay, your Madeſtee $'ud be the firſt King of gread 
Prittan, and — Arthur, which is Arthur's Chair, 


as by Gods Bl you do: And t Maſter 
S'barles his, At you caull him 


cals true hearts, Wat is us, he calls 
to be ever at y Service, and lo 
you, which we pray you underſt it his meaning. 
And that the Mulicians yonder, are ſo many Brits bard: 
char ting o'pen che Hills to let out the Prince of Wales, 
and his Welſe Friends to you, and all is done. 

Gr. Very homely done it is I am well affur'd, if not 
very.rudely : But-iz shapd youg Madeſtes will got in- 
terprer the Honour ts, Love, gnd Aﬀection of fo 

le a Portion of. yaur People, 'by the poverty of 
theſe who have ſo imperfe&ly urtered irt:Yow will rather 
for their ſakes, who are to come in the Name of Wales, 
my Lord the Prince, and the others; pardon what is 
paſt, and remember the Cynery has always been fruit- 
tul of Loyal Hearts to your Majeſty ; a very Garden 


J 
and Seed-plor of honeſt Mi en; What Lights 
fe the 6 : 


of ing hath Wales or” Jpur Schools ? 
What induſtrious Studients of wi? What able 
Mi of your Juſtice ? w wh the Crown in 


all crimes betrer Servicors, more libel of their Lives 
and Fortunes? where hath your Court or Councel (for 
the preſent) more noble Ornaments or better” Aids ? I 
am glad to ſes it, and to ſpeak it, and though the Na» 


tion be fald te be unconquer'd, and moſt loving Li 
berey, yer it was never Mutinous (and pleaſe your Ma» 
joſty 1) but Stour, Vallant, Courteous, Hoſpltable 

emporate, Ingenious, capable of all Afts, molt 
lovingly Conſtant, Charitable, great Antiquaries, Re- 


ligious preſervers of thelr o_ and Genealogy, as 
they are zealous and knowing in Religion. 

In a word, It is a Nation better'd by Proſperity {6 
far, as to the preſent happinels it enloye under Your 
Moſt Sacred Majeſty, it wiſhes nothing to be added, 
but to ſee it perpetual in You and your Lue, 


God of bis great goodneſs grant it, and ſhow be is an errant 
Knave, and no true Brictain does not ſay Amen to with bis 
Heart, | 
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Diſcoverd in the 


M O 


O N. 


A MASQUE 


As it was Preſented at Court before King FAMES, 1620. 


— 


Naſcitur e tenebris : & ſe ſubi vindicat Orbis, 


Enter 1 Herald, 2 Herald, Printer, Chronicler, Fattor. 


1 Her. Ews, news, news. 
2 Her. Bold, and brave new ! 

1 Her. New as the Night they are bornin; 

2 Her. Or the Phant'he that begot em. 

1 Her. Excellent news : 

2 Her. Will you hear any news ? 

Print. Yes, and thank you too, Sir ; what*s the price 
of 'em ? 

1 Her. Price, Cocks-comb! what price, but the price 
o your Ears? As if any Man uſed co pay for any thing 
here. 

2 Her. Come forward, you ſhould be ſome dull 
Tradeſman, by your Pig-headed Sconce now, that think 
there's nothing good any where 3 but what's to be ſold, 

Print. Indeed I am all for fale, Gentlemen, you ſay 
true, I am a Printer, and a Printer of News; and I do 
hearken after 'em, where-ever they be at any rates; Ill 
give any thing tor a good Copy now, be 't erue or falle, 
{o *t be News. 

1 Her. A fine Youth 

Chro. And I am for matter of State, Gentlemen, by 
conſequence, ſtory, my Chronicle, to fill up my great 
Book, which muſt be three Ream ot Paper at leaſt; I 
have agreed with my Stationer atorchand to make it fo 
big, and I want for ten Quire yet. I ha' been here ever 
Jince ſeven a Clock i' che Morning to get matter for one 
Page, and I chink I have it compleat 3 for I have both 
noted the number, and the capacity of che Degrees 
here ; and told rwice over how many Candles there are 


i th? Room lighted, which I will ſet you down co a Snuff 


preciſely, becauſe I love to give Light to Poſterity in 
the truth of things. 

1 Her. This is a finer Youth ! 

Fa#. Gentlemen, I am ncither Printer, nor Chrono- 
loger, but one that otherwiſe take pleaſure i my Pen : 
A Factor of News tor all the Shires of England; I do 
write my thouſand Letters a Week ordinary, ſometime 
twelve hundred, and maintain the buſineſs at ſome 
charge, both ro hold up my reputation with mine own 
Miniſters in Town, and my Friends of correſpondence 
in the Country ; I have Friends of all Ranks, and of all 
Religions, for which I keep an anſwering Catalogue of 
diſpatch ; wherein I have my Purican News, my Pro- 
teſtant News, and my Pontificial News. 

2 Her. A Superlative this : 

Fatt. And I have hope to ere a Staple for News c'er 
long, whither all ſhall be brought, and thence again 
vented under the name of Staple-news ; and not eruſt«d 
to your printed Conundrums of the Serpent in Sx, 
or the Witches bidding the Devil to dinner at Derby ; 
News, that when a Man ſends them down to the Shi; cs 
where they are ſaid to be done, were never there to be 
found. 

Print. Sir, that's all one, they were made for the com- 
mon People; and why ſhould not they ha' their plex- 
ſure in believing of Lycs are made for them, as you 
have in Pauls that make 'em tor your 1-lves, ; 

1 Her. "There he ſpeaks reaſon to you, Sir. 

Fatt. 1 confeſs it, but ic is the Printing 1 am offend: d 
at, I would have no News printed ; tor when they arc 
princed they leave to be News ; while they arc written, 
though they be falſe, they remain News (till. 

Print 
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Print. See Mens divers opinions! It is the Printing of 
cm makes 'em News to a great many, who will i 
believe nothing but what's in print. For thoſe I do 
keep my Preſſes, and fo many Pens going to bring forth 
wholſome relations, which once in half a ſcore Years 
(as the Age grows forgetful ) I print over again with a 
new Date, and they are of excellent uſe. 

Chro. Excellent abuſe rather. 

Print. Mr. Chronicler do not you talk, I ſhall <— 

1 Her. Nay, Gentlemen, be at peace one with ano- 
ther; we have enough for you all three, if you dare 
take upon truſt. 

Print. I dare, I aſſure you. 

Fat. And 1, as much as comes. 

Chro. I dare too, but nothing ſo much as I ha' done; 
] have been ſo cheated with falſe relations ! my time, 
as I ha' found it a far harder thing to corre my Book, 
than collect it. 

Fa. Like enough ; but to your News Gentlemen, 
whence come they ? 

1 Her. From the Moon, ours Sir. 

Fa#. From the Moon | which way? by Sea? or by 
Land ? 

1 Her. By Moonſhine, a nearer way I take it. 

Print. Oh by a Trunk! I know it, a thing no bigger 
than a Flute-caſe ; A Neighbour of mine, a SpeCtacle- 
maker, has drawn the Moon through it at the bore of 
a Whiſtle, and made it as great asa Drum-head twenty 
times, and broughc it within the length of this Room to 
me, I know nor how often. 

Chro, Tur that's no News; your pr_ Glaſſes 
are common. No, it will fall out to be Pytbagoras way 
I warrant you, by writing, and reading 1 th* Moon. 

Print. Right, and as well read of you, I taith : for 
Cornelins Agrippa has it, In diſco Lune, there *tis found, 

1 Her. Sir, you are loſt I aſſure you ; for ours came 
to you neither by the way of Cornelizs Agrippa, nor Cor- 
nelizs Drible. 

2 Her, Nor any Glaſs of — 

1 Her. No Philoſophers phantaſie. 

2 Her. Mathematicians Perſpicil. 

1 Her. Or brother of the Roſie croſles Intelligence, 
no forc'd way, but by the neat and clean power of 
Poetry. 

2 Her. The Miſtris of all diſcovery. 

1 Her. Who atcer a World of theſe curious uncertain- 
ties, hach employed thither a ſervant of hers in ſearch 
of truth : who has been there—— 

2 Her. In the Moon. 

1 Her, In Perſon. 

2 Her. And is this Night returnd. 

Fatt. Where? which is he? I muſt ſee his Dog at his 
—_ and che Buſh of Thorns at his Back, cer I be- 
ieve it, 

1 Her, Do not trouble your faith then, for if that Buſh 
of Thorns ſhould prove a goodly Grove of Okes ; in 
What caſe were you, and your expectarion. 

2 Her. Thoſe are ſtale Enſigns of the Stages, Man i' eh” 
Moon, deliver'd down to you by multy Antiquity, and 
are of as doubttul credit as the makers. 

Chro. Sir, nothing again Antiquity 1 pray you, I muſt 
not hear ill of Antiquity. 

| Her, Oh! you have an old Wife belike, or your ve- 
nerable Jerkin there, make much oft 'em: Our relation 
I tell you ſtill is News. 

2 Her. Certain, and ſure News. 

1 Her, Of anew World. 

2 Her, And new Creatures in that World. 

1 Her, In the Orb of ,the Moon. 

9 bras Which is now tound to be an Earth inha- 
need ! 

1 Her. Witch navigable Seas, and Rivers. 

2 Her. Variety ot Nations, Politics, Laws. 

1 Her. With Havens in't, Caſtles, and Port-Towns ! 


2 Her. In-land Cities, Boroughs, Hamlets, Fairs, and 
Markets! 

1 Her. Hundreds, and Weapontakes | Foreſts, Parks, 
Concy-ground, Meadow-paſture, what not? . 

2 Her. But differing from ours. 

Fatt. And has your Poet brought all this? 

Chro. Troth, here was enough ; 'tis a pretty piece of 
Poetry as *tis. 

1 Her. Would you could hear on, though. 

2 Her. Gi your minds to't a lictle. 

Fait. What Inns, or Ale-houſes are there there 2 does 
he tell you ? 

1 Her. Truly I havenot askt him that. 

2 Her, Nor were you beſt, I believe. 

Fa#. Why, in travel a Man knows theſe things wich- 
out offence; I am ſure if he be a good Poet, he has 
diſcover'd a good Tavern in his time. 

1 Her. That he has, I ſhould think the worſe of his 
Verſe elſe. 

Print. And his Proſe too i' faith. 

Chro. Is he a Mans Poet, or a Womans Poet I pray 


you ? 


2 Her. Is there any ſuch difference ? 

Fa#. Many, as betwixt your Mans Taylor, and your 
Womans Taylor. 

1 Her, How ? may we beſeech you ? 

Fa#. I'll ſkew you ; your Mans Poet may break out 
ſtrong and deep i” th' Mouth, as he ſaid of Pimdar, Monte 
decurrens velut ammis. But your Womans Poet muſt 
flow, and ſtroke the Ear, and ( as one of them ſaid of 
himſelf ſweetly ) 


Muſt write « Verſe as ſmooth, and calm as Cream, 
In which there 1s no Torrent, nor ſcarce Stream. 


2 Her. Ha" you any more on't ? 

Fa#. No, I could never arrive but to this Rem» 
nant. 

1 Her. Pity! would you had had the whole Piece for 


a Pattern to all Poetry. 


Print, How might we do to ſee your Poet ? did he 
undertake this journey ( I pray you ) to the Moon ©? 
foot ? 

1 Her. Why do you ask ? 

Print. Becauſe one of our greateſt Poets ( I know 
not how good a one) went to Edinburgh of foot, and 
cam2 back ; marry he has been reſtive chey ſay ever 
fince, tor we have had nothing from him ; he has ſec 
out nothing I am ſure. 

1 Her. Like enough, perhaps he has not all in, when 
he has all in, he will fer out (1 warrant you) at leaſt 
thoſe from whom he had it, ic is the very ſame Party 
that has been i th! Moon now. 

Print. Indeed ! has he been there ſince? belike he rid 
thither then, 

Fatt, Yes Poſt, upon the Poets Horſe for a wager. 

1 Her, No, I atlure you, he rather flew upon the Wings 
of his Muſe. There are in all but three ways of going 
thither; one is Endymion's way, by rapture in Sleep, or 
a Dream. The other Minipas his way, by Wing, which 
the Poet took. The third, old Empedecles way ; who 
when he leapt into «etna, having a Ury ſear Body, and 
light, the ſmoke took him and white him up into the 
Moon, where he lives yet waving up and down like a 
Feather, all Soort and Embers coming out of that Coal- 
pit : our Poet met him, and calke with him. 

Chro. In what Language, good vir ? 

2 Her. Only by ſigns and geſtures, for they have no 
articulate Voices there, but certain motions to Muſick : 
all the diſcourſe there is Harmony. 

Fat. A fine Lunatick Language i' faith ; how do theic 
Lawyers then ? 

2 Her. They are Pythagoreans, all dumb as Fiſhes, for 


they have no controverſies to exerciſe themſelves in. 
Iiiia Fa#. How 
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Fatt. How do they. live then ? 

1 Her. O' th* Dew o' th' Moon like Graſhoppers, and 
confer with the Doppers. 

Fa#. Ha" you Doppers ? 

2 Her. A world of Doppers! but they are there as 
lunatick Perſons, walkers only ; that have leave only to 
hum, and ha, not daring to prophelie, or ſtart up upon 
Stools to raiſe doctrine. 

1 Her. The Brethren of the Roſie Crc/s have their Col 
ledge within a Mile o' the Moon ; a Caſtle i th' Air that 
runs upon Wheels with a wing'd Lanthorn—— 

Print. I ha* fzen't in print. 

2 Hr. All the phantaſtical Creatures you can think 
of, are there. 

Fatt. *Tis to be hop'd there are Women there then ? 

1 Her. And zealous Women, that will out-groan the 
groaning Wives of Edinburgh. 

Fatt. And Lovers as phantaſtick as ours ? 

2 Her. But none that will hang themſelves for Love, 
or cat Candles ends, or drink to their Miſtris's Eyes, till 
_—_ own bid 'em good night, as the Sublunary Lovers 

0, 

Fat}. No, Sir ? i: 

2 Her. No, ſome few you ſhall have, that ſigh or whi- 
ſtle themſelves away; and thoſe are preſently hung up 
by the Heels like Meteors, with Squibs i thei Tails, to 
give the wiſer ſort warning. 

Print. Excellent ! 

Fatt. Are there no ſel-Lovers there? 

2 Her. There were, but they are all dead of late for 
want of Taylors. 

Fa#. "Slight what luck is that? we could have ſpar'd 
them a Colony from hence. 

2 Her. | think ſome ewo or three of them live yet, 
bur they are turn'd M»on-Calves Ly this. 

Print. O, I, Moon-Calves ! what Monſter is that I pray 
you 2? 

' 2 Her. Monſter? none at all; a very familiar thing, 
like our Fool here on Earth. 


1 Her. The Ladies there, play with them inſtead of , '© 
x ' ried from earth to contemplate 


' now conceiv'd the more haſte an 


little Dogs. 
Fatt. Then there are Ladies ? 
2 Her. And Knights, and Squires. 
Fai. And Servants, and Coaches ? 


1 Her. Yes, hut the Coaches are much o' the nature of | 
the Ladies, tor they go only with Wind. ' 


Chro, Pritty, like Chma Waggons. 

Fatt. Ha' they any places of mecting with their 
Coaches, and taking the treſh open Air, and then covert 
when they pleaſe, as in our Hide-Park, or fo ? 

2 Her. Above all the Hide-Park; in Chriſtendom, far 
more hiding and piivate, they do all in Clouds there 3 
they walk i the Clouds, they fit the Clouds, they lie r 
the Clouds, they ride and tumble i the Clouds, their | 


very- Coaches are Clouds. 


Print, But ha* they no Car-men to meet and break 
| 


their Coaches ? 

2 Her. Alas! 
there, as he will do a Child here; you ſhall have a 
Coachman wich Cneeks like a Trumpeter, and a Wind 
in his Mouth blow him atore him as far as he can fee 
him ; or skir over him with his Bats Wings a Mile 
and a halt, cer he can ſteer his wry Neck to look 
where he 1s. 

Fatt. And they ha' their new Wells too, and phyſical 
Waters I hope to vilit all cime of Year ? 

1 Her. Your Tunbridge, or the Spaw it ſelf are meer 
Pudele to *em : When the plealane Months o' the Year 
come, they all flock to certain broken Iſlands which are 
called tlicie, ec ijles of Delight. 

Fatt. By Clouds ft:11 ? 

1 Her. What cliz? Their Boars are Clouds too. 

2 Her. Orin a Miſt ; the Milts are ordinary ' the 
Moon, a Man that owes Money there, needs no Other 


Carmen, they will over a Car-man 


protection 3 only buy a Miſt and walk in't, he's never 
diſcern'd; a'matter of a Baubee do's it. 

1 Her. Only one Ifland they have, is call'd the Iſle of 
the Epicenes, becauſe there under one Article both kinds 
are lignified, for they are faſhioned alike, Male and Fe- 
male the ſame; not Heads and broad Hats, ſhort Doy- 
blers, and long Points ; neither do they ever untruſs for 
diſtin&tion , but laugh and lie down in Moon-ſhine, 
and ſtab with theic Poniards; you do not know the de- 
light of the Epicenes in Moon-ſhine. 

2 Her. And when they ha' caſted the Springs of Pleaſure 
enough, and bill'd,and kiſt, and are ready to come away ; 
the She's only lay certain Eggs (tor they are never with 
Child there, ) and of thoſe Eggs are diſcloſed a Race of 
Creatures like Men, but are indeed a fort of Fowl, in 
part covered with Feathers ( chey call 'em Vuatees, ) 
that hop from Iſland to Ifland 3 you ſhall fee a Covey of 
'em, if you pleaſe, preſently. 

1 Her. Yes faith, *tis time to exerciſe their Eyes, for 


their Ears begin to be weary. 
2 Her. Then know, we do not move theſe Wings ſo ſcon, 


On which our Poet mounted to the Moon 
Menippus-{ike ; but all rwixt it and as, 
Thus clears and belps to the preſentment, thus. 


The Antimaſque of Volatees. 


2 Her 7 E have all this while ( chough the Muſe 
Herald: ) adventured to tell your Majcity 
no News; for hitherto we have mov'd rather to your 
delight, than your belief. But now be pleaſed to expe&t 
a more noble diſcovery worthy of your Ear, as the ob- 
jet will be your Eye; A Race of your own, form'd, 
animated, lightned, and heightned by you, who rapt 
above the Moon far in ſpeculation of your Vertues, 
have remain'd there intranc'd certain Hours, with won- 
der of the Piety, Wiſdom, Majeſty refleted by you, on 
them, from the Divine Light, co which only you are 
leſs. Theſe, by how much higher they have been car- 
you greatneſs, have 
hope in this their re- 
turn home to approach your goodneſs; and led by that 
excellent likencls of your felt, the truth, imitating Pro- 
critis endeavour, that all their motions be form'd to the 
uſick of your Peace, and have their ends in your Fa- 
vour, which alone is able to relolve and thaw the cold 
they have preſently contracted in coming chrough che 
colder Region. 


They deſcend and ſhake off their Ificles. 
I SONG. 


Ow &er the brightneſs may amazys, 
Move you, and ſtand not ſtill at gaze, 
As dazeled with the light ; 
But with your motions fill the place, 
And let their fulneſs win your Grace, 
Till you colletF your fight. 
So while the warmth you do confeſs, 
And temper of theſe Rays no leſs, 
To _ than refine : 
You may by knowledge grow more bold, R 
And ſo more able to bebold 
The Body whence they ſhine. 


The fiſt Dance follows. 


be 


Il. SONG. 
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IL SONG. 


Ow look and ſee in yonder Throne, 
How all thoſe Beams are caſt from one- 
This is that Orb [o bright, 
Has kept your wonder (6 - 
Whence you as from a mirrour take 
The Suns reflefted light. 
Read him as you would do the Book 
Of all perfettion, and but look 
What bis proportions be ; 
No meaſure that is thence contriv/d, 
Or any motion thence derin/d, 


But is pure harmony. 
Main Dance, and Revels. 
IL SONG. 


Ot that we think you weary be, 
for be 
That did this motion give, 
And made it ſo long" live, 
Could likewiſe give it perpetuity. 
Nor that we doubt you bave not more, 
and ſtore 
Of changes to delight, 


Fox they are infinite, 


As is the power that brought forth thoſe before. 


But fince the Earth is of bis name, 
m and fame 
So full you cannot add, 
Be both the firſt, and glad 
To ſpeak him to the Region whence you came. 


The laſt Dance. 


Iv. SONG. 


4 
| Pra, look already where I am, 
bright fame, 
Got up unto the Sky, 
thus bigh, 
Upon my better wing, 


to ſing 

The knowing King, 

And make the AMutck bere, 

With yours on Earth the ſame. 
C7oin then to tell bis name, 

and ſay but James is he; 
Chorus. e Al Ears will take the Voice, 
And in the Tune rejoyee, 
Or truth bath left to breathe,and fame hath left to be. 


1 Her. See, what « that this Muſick brings, 
And is fo carried inthe Air about ? 

2 Her. Fame that doth nouriſh the renown of Kings, 
And keeps that fair, which Emvy would blot out. 
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ASQU 


OF THE 


Metamorphos'd Gyplies. 


As it was Thrice Preſented to 


KING JAMES 


Firſt, at Buzr e164 on the Hill: Next, at Ber voir: And laſtly, 
at WinpsoR. Anguſt 1621. 


} 
1 

- 
| 
'Y 

4 


THE The SPEECH at the KING' En 


Pp R O , O G 'o| E trance at BURLEIGH. 
T* for our thoughts there could but ſpeech be found, 
And all that ſpeech be uttered im one ſound, : 
At I I N D S 0 R. So that ſome Power above us would afford 
The means to make a Language of a Word, 
It ſhould be welcome : In that only woice 


We would recerve, retain, enjoy, rejoice 3 
A* wary Bl'ſſing pr there ep And all Effetts of Love, and Life diſpence, 
In Ptolomy 4-4 wn 4 O8es, Fan it were call'd a Copious Eloquence : 
Held up in Andrew's Croſs for the nones, For ſhould we went our Spirits (now you are come), 
Light on you, good Maſter, In other Syllables, were as to be dumb. 
I dare be no waſter VVelcome, O welcome then, and enter here, 
Of time, or of ſpeech, The Houſe your Bounty hath built, and ſtill doth rear 
here you are in place : With thoſe high Favours, and thoſe beapt Increaſes, 
Which ſhews « Hand not griev'd, but when it ceaſes. 
1 only beſeech | 
| The Maſter is your Creature, as the Place ; 
Ton take nr 00d Grace, And every Good about him « your Grace : 
Our following the Court, Whom though be ſtand by ſilent, think not rude, 
, Since 'tis for your ſport ) But as a Man turn'd all to Gratitude. 
To have you ftull merry, For what be never can bope, how to re#tore, 
And not make you weary. Simce while be meditates one, you beap on more. 
We may ſtrive to pleaſe, Vouchſafe to think, be only u oppreſt 
$o long ( ſome will ſay) till we grow « Diſeaſe. With their abundance, nt that im bu Brea#t 
B '""Sy 7 Wer Hu Pow'rs are ſtupid grown : for pleaſe you enter 
, ut you, or, 14 —_ : Him, and bis Houſe, and ſearch them to the Center : 
Have grac't us already, encourage to thr Key You'll find within no Thanks, or Vows there ſhorter, 
| fe / 
Wherein if our boldneſs your patience invaae, For having truſted thus much to bus Porter. 


Forgive us the Fault that your Favour hath made. 


THE 
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GY P 


HH E 


IJZIES 


\METAMORPH OSD. 


Us 


Enter a Gypſie, leading a Horſe laden with Five little Chil- 
dren bound tn a Trace of Scarffs bim. A Second, 
leading another Horſe laden with ftol'n Poultrey: The Firſt 
leading Gyplie ſpeaks, being the 


Jackman. 


Oom for the Five Princes of «Agypr, mounted 
IR all upon the Horſe, like the Four Sons of 4y- 


mon, to make the Miracle the more, by a head, 

if it may be: Gaze upon them, as on the Off- 
ſpring of Prolomy, begotten upon ſeveral Cleopatra's, in 
their ſeveral Countries ; eſpecially on this brave Spark 
ſtruck out of Flint-ſhire, upon Juſtice Fug's Daughter, 
then Sheriff of the County ; who running away with 
a Kinſman of our Captain's; and her Father purſuing 
her to the Marſhes, he great with Juſtice, ſhe great with 
Juggling, they were both, tor the time, 'turn'd Stone, 
upon the fight each of other, in Cheſter : Till at laſt (ſee 
the Wonder) a Jug of the Town-Ale reconciling them, 
the Memorial of both their Gravities, his in Beard, and 
hers in Belly, hath remain'd ever fince preferv'd in Pi- 
@ure upon the moſt Stone Jugs of the Kingdom. The 
famous Imp yet grew a Wretchcock ; and though for 
Seven Years together, he were very carefully carricd at 
his Mothers Back, rock'd in a Cradle of Welch-Checſe, 
like a Maggot, and there ted with broken Beer, and 
blown Wine o' the beſt daily ; yet looks he, as if he ne- 
ver faw his Guimquemium, "Tis true, he can thread Nee- 
dles o* Horſe-back, to draw a Yard of Inckle through 
his Noſe : But what's that to a grown Gypſie, one of the 
Blood, and of his Time, it he had thriv'd : Therefore, 
till wich his painful Progenitors, he be able co beat ic on 
the hard Hoof, or the bene Bawſe, or the Starling, Ken to 
nip a Fan, andCly the Zack; 'tis thought fit he march in 
the Intant's Equipage. 


With the Comrvcy, Cheats, and Peckage, 
Out of Clutch of Harman Beckage, 
To their libkins at the Crackman's, 
Or ſome Skipper of the Blackman's. 


2 Gypſe. 


Here the Cacklers, but no Grunters. 
Shall uncas'd be tor the Hunters ; 
Thoſe we ſtill muſt keep alive; 
I, and put them out eo thrive 
In the Parks, and in the Chaſcs, 
And the tiner walled places; 


As Saint James's, Greenwich, Tibbals, 

Where the Acorns plump as Chibbals, 
Soon ſhall change both Kind and Name, 

And proclaim 'em the King's Game. 

So the At no harm may be 

Unto their Keeper Barnabee ; 

It will prove as good a Service, 

As did ever Gypſie Fervice, 

To our Captain Charles, the tall Man, 

And a part too of our Salmon. | 


Fackman. 


Tf we here be a lictle obſcure, it is our pleaſure ; for 
rather than we will offer to be our own Interpreters, 
we are reſolv'd not to be underſtood: yer if any 'Man 
doubt of the Significancy of the Language, we refer 
him to the Third Volume of Reports, ſet forth by the 
Learned in the Laws of Canting, and publiſhed in the 


Gypſies Tongue: Give me my Guittarra, and room for 
our Chiet. 


Dance. 


Which is the Entrance of the Captain, with fix mors 
attendant: After which the Fackman ſings. 


SONG. 


F* the Famous Peak of Darby, 

And the Devils Arſe there har by, 
Where we yearly keep our Muſterg, 
Thus the gy ptians rhrong incluſters. 

Be not frighted with our faſhion, 

Though we ſeem a tattered Nation; 
We account our Rags our Riches, 
So our Tricks exceed our Stiches. 

Grve #s Bacon, Rindes of Walnuts, 
Shells of Cockles, and of Small Nuts ; 
Ribbands, Bells, and Saffron'd Linen, 
All the World & curs to win in. 

Knacks we have that will delight you, 
Slight of Hand that will iwvite you 
To endure our Tawny Faces. 

Wo. Quit your places, and not cauſe you cut your Laces. 

All your Fortunes we can tell ye, 

Be they for the Back or Belly: 
In the Moods too, and the Tenſes, 
That may fit your fine Frve Senſes. 


Draw 


Maſques. 


Draw but then your Gloves, we pray you, 
And fit ſtill, we will not fray you; 


For though we be here at Burley, 
Wed be loth to make a burly. 


Pain ico. 


Tay, my veer Singer, 5 
The ol thy Finger, 

A little, and Bnger ; 
For me that am bringer 
Of bound to the border, 
The Rule and Recorder, 
And Mouth of the Orger, 
As Prieſt of the Game, 
And Prelate of the ſame. 


——_— a Gentry Cove here, 
Is the top of the Shure, 
Of the Bever Ken, 
A Man among Men 3 
You need notto fear, 
I have an Eye, and an Ear 
That turns here and there, 
To look to our Gear. 
Some ſay, that there be 
One or two, if not three, 
That are greater than he. 


Nd for the Room-Merts, 
I know by their Ports, 

And their jolly Reſorts, 

They are of the ſores 

Thar love the true Sports 

Of King Ptolomens, 

Or Great Coripbaxs, 

And Queen Cleopatra, 

The Gypſies grand Mztra. 
Then if we ſhall ſhark it, 
Here Fair is, and Market, 

Leave P's by, and Gooſe, 

And play faſt and looſe, 

A ſhort Cut, and long, 

Some Inch of a Song, 

Pythagoras Lot, 

Drawn out of a Pot ; 
With what ſays Alchindus ? 
And Pharaotes ladus, 
obn de Indagine, 
ith all their Pagime 
Of Faces and Palmeſtry, 
And this is Almiſtry. 

Lay by your Wimbles, 

Your boring for 'Thimbles, 

Or uſing your Nimbles, 

In diving the Pockets, 

And founding the Sockets 

Of Simper-the Cockers 

Or angling the Purſes 

Of ſuch as will curſe us: 

Bur in che ſtrict Duel, 

Be merry, and cruel, 

Strike fair at fome Jewel, 

Thar mine may accrue well, 

For that is the Fuel, 

Tomakethe Town brew well, 

And the Por wring well, 

And the Brain ling well, 

Which we may bring well 

Abour by a String well, 

And dothe thing well. 


As we preferv'd our 


Ir is but a Strain 

Of crue Legerdemain, 

Once, twice, and again. 
Or what will you ſay now, 
If with our fine Play now, 
Our Feats, and our fingring, 
Here, wichourt lingring ; 
Cozening the fights 
Of the Lords,and theKnights. 


- Some one of their Georges 


Come off co ſave Charges. 
Or what will you fay now, 
It with our fine play now, 
Our Knacks, and our Dances, 
We work on the Fancies 
Of ſome of theſe Nancies, 
Thele Trinkers and Triplies, 
And make 'em turn Gypſies. 
Here's no Juſtice L; 

Wy ſeek tor to nip us, 

n Cramp-ring, or Cippzs, 
And thaw for ro om. 
And after to whip us. 

His Juſtice to vary, 

Whale here we do carry, 
But be wiſe, and wary, 
And we may both carry 
The Kare and the Mary, 
And all the bright airy, 
Away tothe _—_— 

The George and the Garter, 
Into our own Quarter: 

Or durft I go further 

In Method and Order: 
There's a Purſe and a Seal, 
I havea great mind to ſteal. 


That when our Tricks are done, 
t ſeal our own Pardon :; 


We mi 
All rr pub may do, 

And a great deal more too, 
If our brave Ptolome 

Will but ſay, Follow me. 


3- Gypſir. 


Aptain, if ever at the Bezing Ken, 
You have in draught of Darby drill'd your Men; 
And we have ſerv'd there armed all in Ale, 
With the brown Bowl, and charg'd in Bragget ſtale: 
If muſter*d chus, and diſciplin'd in Drink, 
In our long Watches we did never ſhrink, 
But fo commanded by you, kept our tation, 
ves a Royal Nation ; 
And never yet did Branch of Statuce break, 
Made in your famous Palace of the Peak. 
If we have deem'd that Mutton, Lamb, or Veal, 
Chick, Capon, Turkey, ſweeteſt we did ſteal ; 
As being by our 
To judge no Viands wholeſome that are bought. 
It for our Linen we ſtill us'd the life, 
And with che Hedge (our Trades increaſe) made (hife ; 
And ever at your folemn Feaſt, and Calls, 
We have been ready with the «egyptian bralls ; 
To ſet Kit Callot forth in Proſe or 
Or who was Cleopatra for the time. 
If we have done this, that, more, ſuch, or fo; 
Now lend your Ear but to the Patrice. 


Magna Charta taught 


hime, 


Captain. 


Maſques. 
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| Captain. 
Well, dance another Strain, and we'll think how. 


Dance 2. 


1 Strain. Song 2. 


_—_ faery Beam upon you, 
The Stars to pry un you ; 
A Moon of Light, 

In the Noon of Night, 
Till the Fire- drake bath o'ergone you. 
The Wheel of Fortune guide you, 
The Boy with the Bow beſide you; 
Run aye in the way, 
Till the Bird of Day, 
And the luckier lot betide you. 


Captain. 


Leſs my ſweet Maſters, the Old, and the Young, 

From the Gall of the Heart, and the Stroke of the 
Tongue. 

With you, lucky Bird, I begin, let me ſee, 

I aim at the beſt, and Irrow you are he: 

Here's ſome Luck already, if I underſtand 

The Grounds of mine Art ; here's a Gentleman's Hand. 

T1 kif6 it for Luck's fake ; you ſhall by this Line, 

Love a Horſe and a Hound, but no part of a Swine. 

To hunt the brave Stag, not fo much for the Food, 

As the Weal of your Body, and the Health o' your 

Blood 


You're a Man of good Means, and have Territories ſtore, 
Both by Sea, and by Land ; and were born, Sir, to more, 
Which you, like a Lord, and the Prince of your Peace, 
Content with your havings, deſpiſe to increaſe : 

You are nogreat Wencher, 1 ſee by your Table, 
Although your Mons Veners fays you are able: 

You live chaſte, and ſingle, and have buried your Wife, 
And mean not to marry, by the Line of your Lite. 
Whence he that conjeures, your Quality learns, 

You are an honeſt good Man, and care of your Barns, 
Your Mercuries Hill roo, a Wir doth beroken, 

Some Book-Craft you have, and are pretty well-ſpoken. 
Bur ſtay, in your Gupicer Mount, what's here ? 

A King, a Momarcb! What Wonders appear ! 

High, Bountiful, Ju#ft ; a Fove for your Parts, 

A Maſter of Men, and that Reign in their Hearts. 


V1l cell ic my Train, 
And come to you again. 


Song 3» 
6 © the Old, long Life and Treaſare, 
To the Towng, all Health and Pleaſure ; 


To the Fair, ther Face 
With Eternal Grace, 
And the Foul to be lov'd at leiſure. 


To the Witty, all clear Mirrors, 
To the Fooliſh, their dark Errors : 
To the —_— Sprite, 
A ſecure Delight : 
To the Fealow bu on Falſe Terrors. 


Afﬀcer which, the King's Fortune is purſued by the 
Capt aim. 


= any doubt that ſaw this Hand, 
Or who you are, or what command 
You have upon the Fate of things, 
Or would not ſay, you were let down, 
F — - _ to be the _—_—_ 
nu top of all your Neighbour Kmps ? 
To ſee the ways of truth — rake, oY 
To fallance buſineſs, and to make 
All Chriſtian Differences ceaſe. 
Or till che quarrel, and the cauſe 
You can compole, to give them Laws, 
As Arbitor of War and Peace. 
For this, of all the World, you ſhall 
Be ſtiled James the Juſt, and all 
Their States diſpoſe, their Sons and Daughters, 
And for your Fortune, you alone, 
Among them all, ſhall work your own, 
By peace, not by Humane Slaughters. 
But why do I preſume, though rue, 
To ell a Fortune, Sir, to you, 
Who are the Maker here of all; 
VVhere none do ſtand, or fit in view, 
But owe their Fortune unto you, 
Ar leaſt what they Good Fortuncs call ? 
My ſelf a Gyp/ie here do ſhine, 
Yet are you / fy Sir, of mine. 
Oh chat Confeſſion could content 
So high a Bounty, that doth know 
No part of Motion, but to flow, 
and giving never to repent. 
May ſtill che Matter wait your Hand, 
That it not feel, or ſtay, or ſtand ; 
But all deſert till over-charge. 
And may your Goodneſs ever 
In me whom you have made, a Mind, 
As thankful as your own is large. 


2. Datice, 2. Strain. 


After which, the Prince's Fortune is offered at by the 


2 Gypfee. 


S my Captain hath begun 
With the Sire, I take the Son, 
Your Hand, Sir, 
Of your Fortune be ſecure, 
Love, and the, are both at your 
Command, Sir! 
See what States are here at ſtrife, 
Who ſhall tender you a Wife, 
A brave one ; 
And a fitter for a Man, 
Than is offer'd here, you can 


Not have one- 
She is Siſter of a Sear, 
One the nobleſt now that are, 
Bright Heſper. 
Whom the Indians in the Eaſt, 
Pbo/phore call, and in the Weſt, 
Hight Veſper. 
Courſes even with the Sun, 
Doth her mighty Brocher run, 
For Splendor. 
What can to the Marriage Night, 
More than Morn, and Evening Light, 
Acrend her ? 


Kkkk Sar 
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Save the promiſe before Day, 
Of a little Fame: to play 
Hereafter 
*T wixt his Granſires Knees, and move 
All the pretty ways of Love, 
And Laughter. 
Whilſt with care you ſtrive co pleaſe, 
In your giving his CaresEaſe, 
And Labours: 
And by being long the aid 
Of the Empire, make afraid 
Ill Neighbours. 
Till your ſelf ſhall come to ſee 
What we wiſh, yet far to be 
Attending : 
For it skills not when, or where 
That begins, which cannot fear 
An ending. 
Since your Name in Peace, or Wars, 
Nought ſhall bound until the Stars 
Up take you. 


'2 Dance. Stram 3. 


After which the Lady Marqueſs Buckingham's by the 


3 Gypſee. 


H&! after an old Shooe, 
PIl be merry, whatever I do, 
Though I keep no time, 
My words ſhall chime, 
Fll over-take the S2nſe with a Rhime, 
Face of a Roſe, 
I pray thee depoſe 
Some ſmall piece of Ever: It ſhall be nolols, 
But only to make the Sign of the Crols : 
If your Hand you hallow, 
Good Fortune will follow. 
I ſwear by theſe Ten, 
You ſhall have ir agen, 
I do not ſay when. 
But, Lady, either I am tiphe, 
Or you are to fall in love with a Gypſie 
Bluſh not, Dame Kate, 
For early, or late, 
I do aflure you, it will be your Fate : 
Nor need you be once aſham'd of it, Madam, 
He's as handſome a Man as ever was Adam. 
A Man out of Wax, 
As a Lady would ask: 
Yet he's not to wed ye: 
H' has enjoy'd you already, 
And I hope he has ſped ye. 
A dainty young Fellow, 
And though he look yellow, 
He never will be jealous, 
Bur love you moſt zealous. 


There's never a line in your hand but doth tell us. 


And you area Soul, fo white, and fo chaſte, | 
A Table ſo ſmooth, and fo newly ra'ſte, 
As nothing call'd foul, | 
Dare approach with a blot, 
Or any leaſt ſpot; 
But (till you controul, 
Or make your own lot, 
Preſerving Love pure, as it-firſt was begot : 
Bur, Dame, I muſt tell ye, 
The Fruit of your Belly, 
Is that you mult tender, 
And care fo to render ; 
That as = {If came 
In Blood, and in Name, 


From one houſe of fame, 
So that may remain 
The glory of ewain. 


2 Dance. 4 Strain. 


After which, the Counteſs of Rutland's by the 


3 Gypſee. 


- = {ſweet Lady, have a Hand too, 
And a Fortune you may ſtand too; 
Both your Brav'ry, and your Bounty, 
Stile you Miſtris of che County : 

You will find it from this Night, 
Fortune ſhall forget her Spight, 

And heap all the Bleflings on you, 
That ſhe can pour out upon you; 
Tobelov'd, where moſt you love, 

Is the worſt that you ſhall prove ; 

And by him to be embrac'd, 

Who 1o long hath known you chaſte, 
Wiſe, and fair ; whilſt you renew 
Joys to him, and he to you : 

And when both your Years are told, 
Neither think the other old. 


And the Counteſs of Exeter's by the 


Patrico. 


Miu: we know of your coming ſo late, 
We could not well fit you a nobler Fate 


Than what you have ready made : 
An Old Man's Wife, 
Is the light of his Life, 
A young one is but his ſhade. 
You will not importune, 
The change of your Fortune - 
For if you date truſt co my fore-caſting, 
"Tis preſently good, and will be laſting, 


Dance 2. 5 Strain. 


After which, the Counteſs of Buckingham's by the 


4 Gypfe. 


Our pardon, Lady, bere you ſtand, 
If ſome ſhould judge you by your Hand, 
The greateſt Felon in the Lan 
Detected : 


I cannot tell you by what Arts, 
But your have ſtoln ſo many Hearts, 
As they would make you at all parts 
SuſpeRed. 
Your very Face firſt, ſuch a one 
As being view'd, it was alone, 
Too ſlippery to be look't upon ; 
And threw Men. 
But then your Graces they were ſuch, 
As none could &'er behold too much ; 
Both ev'ry caſte, and er'ry touch 
So drew Men. 
Still bleſt in all you think, or do, 
Two of your Sons are Gypſies too, 
You ſhall our Queen be, and ſee who 
Imporeunes 
The Heart of eicher yours, or you; 
And doth not wiſh both George and Sue, 
And every Bairn beſides, all new 
Good Fortunes. 


The 


l 
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The Lady Purbeck's by the 
2 Gypſie. 


Elp me, wonder, herc's a Book, 
Where I would for ever look - 
Never yer did Gypſie trace 
Smoother Lines in Hands, or Face : 
Vena here doth Saturn move, 
That you ſhould be Queen of Love: 
And the other Stars conſent, 
Only Cupid not content: 
For Arr you the Theft diſguiſe, 
You have told him of his Eyes : 
And to ſhew his Envy further, 
Here he chargeth you with Murther : 
Says, although that at your fight, 
He muſt all his Torches lighe ; 
Though your either Cheeks diſcloſes, 
Mingled Baths of Milk and Roſes :1 
Though your Lips be banks of Bliſfes, 
Where he plants, and gathers Killes ; 
And your ſelf the Reaſon why, 
Wiſeſt Men for Love may die, 


You will turn all Hearts to Tinder, 
And ſhall make the World one Cinder. 


And the Lady Elizabeth Hatton's, by the 


5 Gppfee. 


Iſtris, of a fairer Table 

Hath not Hiſtory, nor Fable ; 
Others Fortunes may be ſhown, 
You are builder of your own. 
And whatever Heav'n hath given you, 
You preſerve the State ſtill in you, 
That which time would have depart, 
Youth without the help of Art, 
You do keep ſtill, and che Glory 
Of your Sex, is but your Story. 


The Lord Chamberlain, by the 
Tackman. 


Hough you, Sir, be Chamberlain, I have a Key 
To open your Fortune a little by the way : 
You are a good Man, 
Deny it that can : 
And faithful you are, 
Deny it that dare. 
You know how to uſe your Sword and your Pen, 
And you love not alone the Arts, but the Men; 
The Graces and Muſes ev'ry where follow 
You, as you were their ſecond Apollo ; 
Only your Hand here tells you to your Face, 
You have wanted one Grace, 
To perform, what has been a right of your Place: 
For by this Line, which is Mars his Trench, 
You never yet help'd your Maſter to a Wench. 


'Tis well for your Honour he's pious and chaſte, 
Or you had moſt certainly been dilplac't. 


Dance 2. Stram 3}. 


The Lord Keeper's Fortune, by the 
Patrico. 


A*® happy a Palm, Sir, as moſt i” the Land, 
Ic ſhould be a pure, and an innocent Hand ; 
And worthy the cruſt, 
For it ſays you'll bejuſt, 
And carry that Purie, 
Wichout any Curſz 
Of the Publick-Weal, 
When you take out the Seal. 
You do not appear, 
A Judge of a _ 
Ill venture my Life, 
You never had Wife, 
Bue I'll venture my Skill, 
You may when you will. 
You have the King's Conſcience too in your Breaſt 
And that's a good Gueſt ; 
Which you will have true touch of, 
And yer not make much of, 
More than by cruch your ſelf forth to bring, 
The Man that you are, for God, and the King. 


The Lord Treaſurer's Fortune, by the 
3 Gpfee. 


Come to borrow, and you'll grant my demand, Sir, 
Since 'tis for no Money, praylend me your Hand, Sir 
And yet this good Hand, if you pleaſe to ftretch ir, 
Had the Errant been Money, could eafily fetch it : 
You command the King's Treaſure, and yet on my Soul 
You handle not much, tor your Palm is not foul : 
Your Fortune is good, and will be to ſet 
The Office upright, and the King out of Debt : 
To put all that have Penſions ſoon out of their Pain; 
By bringing th* Exchequer in credic again. 


The Lord Privy-Seals, 


2 Gypjie. 


Oneſt, and Old, 8 
In thoſe the good partof a Fortune is told ; 
God ſend you your Health, 
The reſt is provided, our and Wealth : 
All which you poſleſs, 
Without the making of any Man lef, 
Nor need you my Warrant, enjoy it you ſhall, 
For you have a good Privy-Scal for it all. 


The Earl Marſhal's, Dh 


3 Gypſie. 


NE: the great Maſter, who is the Donor, 

I read you here the Preſerver of Honour, 
And ſpy it in all your lingular parts, 

What a Father you are, and a Nurſe of the Art. 
By cheriſhing which, a way you have found, 
How the free to all, roone may be bound, 

And they again love their Bonds z for to be 
Obliged to you, is the way to be free : 

Bue this istheir Fortune 3 Hark to your own, 
Yours ſhall be co make true Gentry known 
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From the fictitious, not to prize blood 

$7 much by the greatneſs, as by the good : 

To ſhew, and to open clear Vertue the way, 

Both whether ſhe ſhould, and how far ſhe may : 
And whilſt you do judge *ewixt Valour, and Noiſe 
To extinguiſh the Race of the roaring Boys. 


The Lord Steward's, by the 


4 Gypfee. 


Find by this Hand, 

| Y ou have the Command 

Of the very beſt Man's Houſe i' the Land : 
Our Captain, and we, 
Ere long will ſce 

If you keep a good Table : 

Your Maſter's able. 

And here be bountiful Lines, that ſay 

You'll keep no part of his Bounty away. 
Thus written tc Frank / 
On your Venw bank : 

To prove a Falſe Steward, you'll find much ado, 

Being a true one by Blood, and by Office too, 


Lord Marquiſs Hamilton's, by the 


3 Gypfee. 


OY your Hand, and welcome to Court, 
Here is a Man borh tor Earneſt, and Sport. 

You were lately employ 'd, 

And your Maſter is joy'd 

To have ſuch in his Train 

So well can ſuſtain 

His Perion abroad, 

And not ſhrink tor the load. 

But had you been here, 

You ſhould have been a Gyz/e, I ſwear, 
Our Captain had ſummon'd you by a Doxy, 
To whom you would not have an{wer'd by Proxy, 
One, had ſne come in the way of your Scepter, 
*Tis odds, you had laid it by to have leapt her. 


The Earl of Buckcloug's, by the 


Patrico. 


Hunter you have been heretofore, 
And had Game good ſtorc: 
But ever you went 
Upon a New Scent, 
And ſhifted your Loves 
As often as they did their Smocks, or their Gloves: 
But ſince that your brave Intendments are 
Now bent for the War, 
The World ſhall ſee 
You can conſtant be, 
One Miſtris to prove, 
And court her for your Love. 
Pallzs, ſhall be both your Sword, and your Gape ; 
Trath, bear your Shield, and Fortune your Page. 


Patr. \ \ T Hy, this is a Sport, 
CA it North, "8 it South ; 
For the taſte of the Courr, 
Jack, For theComtsown Mouth. 
Come, Wmd/or, the Town, 
With the M:yor, and oppoſe, 
We'll put them all down, 
Do-de-down, like my Hoſe. 


A 


Paty. 


| 


A Gypfe in his ſhape, 
More calls the Beholder, 
Than the Fellow wich the Ape, 
Fack. Or the Ape on his Shoulder. 
H' is a fight that will rake 
An Old Judge from his Wench, 
I, and keep him awake. 
Yes, awake on the Bench. 
And hasſo much worth, 
Though he fit i” the Stocks, 
He will draw the Girls forth, 
Fack. 7, forth? their Smocks. 
Tut, a Man'sa Man; 
Let the Clowns with their Sluts 
Come mend us, it they can, 
Patr. If they can, for their Guts. 
Come, mend us, come, lend us, their Shouts, and their 
Noiſe, 
Both. Like Thunder, and wonder at Ptolomy's 
Boys. 


Pat. 


2 Dance. 6 Strain, which leads into Dance 3. 


During which, Enter the Clowns, 
Ceckrel, Clod, Townſhead, Puppy. 


Cock. FNH the Lo1d ! what be theſe? 7om, doſt thou 

know ? Come hither, come hicher, D:ck, did(it 
thou ever ſee ſuch ? the fineſt Olive colour'd Spirits, 
they have ſo danc'd, and gingled here, as if they had 
been a Set of over-grown Faries. 

Clo. They ſhould be Morris-dancers by their gingle, 
but they have no Napkins. 

Co, No, nor a Hobby-Horle. 

Cl. Oh, he's often forgotten, that's no Rule ; but 
there is no Mayd-marian, nor Friar amongſt them, which 
is the ſurer Mark. 

Co. Nor a Fool that I ſee. 

Cl. Unleſs they be all Fools. 

Tow. Well faid, Tom Fool z why thou ſimple piſh Af 
thou ! didſt chou never ſec any Gypfies ? Theſe are a Cor 
vy of Gypſies, and the braveſt new-come, that ever Con- 
ſtable flew at; goodly Game Gypſies, they are Gypſies o' 
this Year, o this Moon in my Conſcience. 

Cl. Oh, they are called the Moon-men, I remember 
now | 

Coc. One ſhall hardly ſee ſuch Gentlemar-like Gypſies, 
though under a Hedge, in a whole Summers-day, it they 
be Gypſies. 

Tow. Male Gypſies all, not a Mort among them. 

Pup. Where? where ? I could never endure the fight 
of theſe Rogue-Gypſies :; which be they ? I would fnks 
'em. 

Cl. Yonder they are. 

Pup. Can they Cant, or Mill? are they Maſters of 
their Arts ? 

To. No Batchellors theſe, they cannot have proceed- 
ed fo far 3 they have ſcarce had their time to be louſie 


yet. 

Py. All the better : T would be acquainted with them 
while they are in clean Life, chey'll do their Tricks the 
cleanhier. 

Coc. We muſt have ſome Muſick then, and take ont 
the Wenches. 

Pup. Mulick, we'll have a whole Poverty of Pipers, 
call Cheeks _ the Bag-Pipe, and Tom Ticklefoot with 
his Tabor ; ſee where he comes ' 

Co. I, and all the good Wenches of V/indſcr ; after 
him, yonder is P:we © the Park. 

Tow. And Frances of the Caſtle. 

Pup. And Long Meg of Eaton. 

Clo. And Chrijhian o Dorny. 

Tow. 
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Tow. See the Miracle of a Minſtrel. | 

Co. He's able to muſter up the Smocks of the Two ' 
Shires, | 
Pu. And ſet the Codpieces and they by th' cars at ploa» 
ſure. 

To. I cannot hold now, there's my Groat, let's have a 
fit for mirth ſake. 

Co. Yes, and they'll come about us for luck ſake. 

Pu. Burt look to our Pockets, and Purſes, for our own 
ſake. 

Cl. 1, I have the greateſt charge ; gather the Money. 

Co. Come, Girls, here be Gypſies come to Town, let's 
dance 'em down. 


The Clowns take out their Wenches. 
Prudence, Frances, Meg, Chriſtian. 


Comntrey-Dance. 


During which , the Gypfie come about them 
prying, and after the 


Patrico. 


Weet Doxies, and Dells, 
My Roſes and Knells, 
Scarce out of the Shells, 
Y ur Hands nothing Ells, 
\ W- ring you no Knells 
W.th our Prolomy's Bells, 
Though we come from the Fells, 
But bring you good Spells, 
And tell you ſome Chances, 
In midft of your Dances, 
That Fortune advances, 
To Prudence, or Frances; 
- To Siſly, or Harry, 

To Roger, or Mary, 
Or Peg of the Dary; 
To Maudlin, or Thomas, 
Then ds not run from ns, 
Although we look tawny, 
IVe are healthy, and brawny ; 
IWhate'er your Demand «, 


VV/ell grove you no FJannds. 


Pup. Say you fo, Old Gypſie ? 'Slid, theſe go to'r in 
Rhimes; this is better than Canting, by rYone halt. _ 

To. Nay, you ſhall hear '*em peace, they begin with 
Prudence : mark that. 

Pe. "The wilcr Gypſie's the Marry. 

To. Arc you advis'd ? : 

Py. Yes, and I'll ſtand to'r, that a wiſe Gypſies (rake 
him at time o' year) is as pollique a piece ol tleth, as 
moſt Juſtices in the County where he ſtalks. 

3 Gyp. To love a Keeper, your Fortune will be 3 
Bur the Doucets better than him, or his Fee. | 

To. Ha, Prae, has he hit you i th' teeth with a ſweet 
bit? 

Pu. Let her alone, ſhe'll ſwallow well enough; a learn- 
ed Gypſte. 

To. You'll hear more hereafter. . 

Pu. Marry, and I'll liſten: who ſtands next ? Jack 
Cockrel? : 

You'll ha? good luck to Horſe-fleſh, of my Lite, 
You plough'd fo late with the Vicar's Wite. 

Pu. A Prophet, a Prophet, no Gypfie 3 or it he be a Gyp- 
fee, a Divine Gypſte. LI 

To. Mark Frances, now ſhe's going to't, the Virginity 
o the Pariſh. 

Pat. Fear not, in Hell you'll never lead Apes ; 
A mortifi'd Maiden, ot five ſcapes. 


too hard, they are arrane Learned Men all, I fee; 
what ſay they upon Tom, Clod, Liſt. 

1 Gyp. Clod's Feet will in Chritmas go near to bz bare, 
When he has loſt all his Honayls at Poſt and Pair. 
Pu. Has hit the right Nail o'ch' Head, his own Game. 


To. And the very Metal he deals in at play, if you 
mark it. 


* Pu. Peace, who's this? Long Meg ? 

To. Leng, and foul Mg, if ſhe be a Meg, as ever I ſaw 
of her Inches: pray God they fit her wich a fair Fortune; 
Pu. They lip her, and treat upon Tick/e-foor. 

I hg Sundays you rob the Poors Box with your 
abor, 

The Colle&ors would do it, you fave them a labour, 

Pup. Faith, bur a little, they'll do it nn upftant. 

To. Here's my little Chriſtian, forget, ha' you any For- 

tune left for her ? a ſtraight-lac'd Chriſtian of fixteen. 

Paz. Chriſtian ſhall get her a looſe body'd Gown, 

In tri'mage, how a Gentleman differs from a Clown. 

Pup. Is chat a Fortune for a Chriſtian? a Turk, or a Gyp- 

fie could not havetold her a worſe. 

To. Come, I'll ſtand my ſelf, and once venture the 

poor Head o* the Town, do your worlt, my Name's 

Townſhead, and here's my Hand, Fll notbe angry. 

3 Gyp. A Cuckold you muſt be, and that for / oi Lives; 
Your own, the Parſon's, and your Wives. 

To. I ſwear Pl never marry for that, an't be but to 
give Fortune my Foe the Lye : Com Pan Puppy, you mult 
in to0. 

Pup. No, I'm well enough, I would ha? no good For- 
eune an I might. 

Pat. Yetlook to your ſelf, you'll ha' ſome ill luck, » 
And ſhortly, for I have kis Purſe at a pluck. 


Away birds Mum, 

I hear by the Hum, 

If Beck-harman come, 
Hell ſtrike us all dumb, 
With a noiſe like a Drum, 
Let's grve him our room, 
Here, this way (ome, 
And that way others, 
We are not all Brothers 3 
Leave me to the Cheats, 
Pl] ſhew 'em ſome Feats, 


Pup. What! are they gone ? flown all of a ſudden ? 
This is fine i faith : A Covy call y'em? they are a Co- 
vy foon icatter'd methink: who ſprang 'em Imarl ? 

To. Marry your ſelf, Puppy, for ought I know, you que- 
ſted laſt. 

Clo. Would he had queſted firſt, and ſprung y'em an 
'our ago, for me. 

To. Why ! what's the matter, Man ? 

Clo. Slid, they ha” ſprung my Purſe, and all I had a- 
bout me. 

To. They ha' not, ha' they ? 


Pu. Birlady he toucht the Virgin-ſtring there a lictle 


Clo. As I am true Clod, ha' they, and ranfacled me of 
every penny, outcept I were with Child with an Owl, 
(as they fay) I never ſaw fuch luck, it's enough to make 
a Man a Whore. 

Pup. Hold thy peace, thou talk'ſt as if thou had'ſt a Li- 
cenſe to loſe thy Purſe alone in this Company : 'flid here 
be thoſe can loſe a Purſe in Honour of the Gyp/ies, as well 
as thou tor thy Heart, and never make word of it: I ha? 
loſt my Purſe too. 

Coc, What was there i* thy Purſe, thou keep'ſt ſuch a 
whining ? was the Leaſe of thy Houſe in it ? 

Pu. Or thy Gramams Silver Ring. 

Cl. No, but a Ml Six Pence 1 lov'd as dearly, and a 
Two Pence I had to ſpend over and above ; beſides, the 
Harper that was gathered amongſt us, to pay the Piper. 

Tim. Our whole Stock, is that gone 2 How will Tom 
Tickle foot do to wet his whillle then 2? 

Pay. 
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Pup. Marry, a new CollcRion, there's no Muſick elle, 
Maſters he can ill pipe that wants his upper Lip; Money. 

Pry. They have robb'd me too of a dainty Race of 
Ginger, anda Jet-Ring I had, to draw Fack Straw hi- 
ther a Holy-days. _—- 

Tom. Is poſſible ? Fine finger'd Gypſies i' faith. 

Me. And I haveloſt an inchanted Nutmeg, all gilded 
over, was inchanted at Oxford for me, to put i'my Sweet- 
Hearts Ale a Mornings; with a Row of White-Pins, that 
prick me tothe very Heart, the loſs of them. ; 

Clo. And I have loſt, betides my Purſe, my beſt Bride- 
Lace I had at Joan Turn:r's Wedding, and a halpworth of 
Hobnails: Francs Addlebreech has loſt ſomewhat too, be- 
ſlides her Maiden-Hcad. 

Fra. I haveloſt my Thimble, and a Skein of Coven- 
try-Blue I had to work Gregory Litchfield a Handkerchiet. 

Chr. And 1, unhappy Christtan as I am, have loſt my 
Prattice of Piety, with a bowed Groat; and the Ballad of 
Whoop Barnaby, which grieves meten times worſe. 

Cls. And Tickle-foot has lolt his Clout, he lays, with a 
Three Pence, and Four Tokens in't ; beſides his Tabor- 
ing-ſtick ev'n now. 

Co. And I my Knife and Sheath, and my fine Dogs 
Leather Gloves.” 


To. Ha* we loſt never a Dog amongſt us? Where's 


Puppy? 


Pup. Here, Goodman Townſhead, you have nothing to 


loſe it ſcems, but the Town-Brams you are truſted with. 


Of my dear Marrows. 
No ſhooting of Arrows, 
Or Shafts of your Wit, 
Each other to hit, 

In your skirmiſhing fit ! 
Your Store # but ſmall, 
Then venture not all. 
Remember each mock, 
Doth ſpend o' the Stock ; 
And what was here done, 
Being under the Moon, 
pres at Afternoon, 

Will prove right ſoon 
Diſceptio vilus, 

Done Gratia riſus. 

There's no ſuch thing 

As the loſs of a Ring, 

Or what you count worſe, 
The miſs of a Purſe. 

But hey for the main, 
find paſs of the ſtrain, 
Here's both come again. 
And there's an old rwinger 
Can ſhow ye the Ginger 3 
The Vins and theNutmeg 
Are ſafe here with Slut Meg : 
Then #trike up your Tabor, 
And there”s for your labour ; 
The Sheath and the Knife, 
Pl venture my Life, 
Shall breed you no ſtrife, 
But like Man and Wife, 
Or Siſter and Brother, 
Keep one with another, 
And light as a Feather, 
Aake haſte to come hither. 


He Coventry-Blue 
Hangs there upon Prue, 
And here's one opens 
The Clout, and the Tokens ; 
Deny the bow d Groat, 
And you lie & your throat. 
Or the Taborer's Nine Pence, 
Or the Six fine Pence. 


As for tho Ballad, 

Or the Book what you call it; 
Alas our Soctet 
Mel's not with Piety, 
Himſelf bath forſook it, 
That firft undertook it ; 

For Thimble or Bride-Lace, 

Search yonder Side-Laſs. 
AIPs to be found, 
If you look your ſelves round : 
We ſcorn to take from es 


- "IP 2 We had rather ſpend on ye. 
any Man wrong ye, 
hief's among ye. 


Tow. 7 Xcellent i? faith, a moſt Reſtorative Gypfee, all's 
| here agen; and yet by his learning of Legier- 

_— he would make us believe we had robb'd our 
elves. 

Co. A Gypſie of Quality, believe it, and one of the 
King's Gypſies 3 this a Drink-alian, or a Drink-braggaten ? 

Ask him. 

The King has his Noiſe of Gypſies, as well as of Bear-wards, 
and other Minſtrels. 

Pu. What Sort or Order of Gypſies, I pray, Sir. 


A Flagon-fekian, 

A Devils-arſe-a-Pekian ;; 
Born firſt at Niglington, 
Bred up at Filebngton 
Boarded at Tapping ton, 
Bedded at Wappmgron. 


To. Fore me, a dainty deriv'd Gypie. 
Pu. But I pray, Sir, if a Man might ask on you, how 
came your Caprams Placo firſt to be call'd 
The DeviÞs Arſe ? 


Pat, Forthat take my/Word, 
We have a Record, 
That doth it afford, 
And ſays our firſt Lord, 
Cocklorrel he hight, 
On a time did invite 
The Devil to a Feaſt; 
The tail of the Jeſt, | 
Though ſince it be long, 
Lives yet ina ; 
boa eg =_ would hear, 
ainly appear. 
mr call in = Clerk, 
Shall ſing like a Lark: 
Come in my long Shark, 
With thy Face brown and dark ; 
With thy Tricks, and thy Toys, 
Make a merry, merry noiſe, 
To thoſe mad Country Boys, 
And chant outthe Fart of the Grand DeviÞs arſe. 


SONG 


Ock-lorrel wonld needs have the Devil bu Gueſt, 
And bad him once into the Peak ro Dinner, 
Where never the Fiend had ſuch a Feaſt, 
Provided him yet at the charge of a ſinner. 


His Stomach was queaſie (for coming there Coacht), 
The Jogging had «aw ſome Cradiegs re; ca 
To belp it, be call'd for a Puritan poachy, 
That uſed to turn up the Eggs of bu Eyes. 
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And ſo recover'd unto bes wiſh, 

He [ate him down, and be fell to eat ; 
Promooter in Plum-broth was the firſt diſh, 
His own privy Kitchin bad no ſuch Meat. 


Tet though with thu be much were taken, 
Upon & ſudden be ſhifted bus Trencher 

As ſoon as be [pi'd the Bawd, and Racon, 

By which you may note the Devil's a wencher» 


Six pick['d Taylors ſliced and cut, 
Sempſters, Tyrchwomen, fit for bus pallat 3 
With Featbermen, and Perfumers p" 


Some twelve in a Charger to make 4 grand Sallet. 


A rich fat Uſurer ftu'd in his Marrow, 

And by him a Lawyers Head and Green-ſawce; 
Both which bi belly took in like a Barrow, 

As if till then be bad never ſeen Sawce. 


Then Carbmnadoed, and Cook't with pains, 
Was brought up a cloven Serjeants Face 

The Sawce was made of his Yeamans Brains, 
That had been beaten out with bu own Mace. 


Two roaſted Sheriffs came whole to the Board; 
( The Feaſt had —_ been without "em ) 
Both living, and dead, they were foxt, and fur'd, 
Their Chaims like Sawſages bung about "em. 

t 


The wery next diſh, was the Mayor of a Town, 
With a Pudding of maintenance thrutt in bis Belly ; 
Like a Gooſe m the Feathers dreſt in bu Gown, 
And hs couple of Hinch-boys boil'd to @ Felly. 


A London Cuckold, bot from the Spit, 

find when the Carver up bad broke bim 1 

The Devil chopt up bu Head at @ bit, 

But the Horns were very near like to have chookt him. 


The Chine of a Lecher too there was roa#ted, 
With a plump Harlots Haunch and Garlick ; 
A Panders Pettitoes that bad boaſted 

Himſelf for a Captain, yet never was warlike. 


A large fat Paſty of a Mid-wife hot ; 

find for a cold bak't Meat mm to the ſtory, 

A reverend pamted Lady was brought, 

And coffin'd in Cru#t, till now ſhe was boary. 


To theſe, an over grown Juſtice of Peace, 

With a Clerk like a Gizzard thruſt under each Arm ; 
And Warrants for Sippets, laid in bs own Greaſe, 
Set o'er aChaffing diſh to be kept warm, 


The Joul of « Joyer ſerv'd for a fiſh, 
A Conſtable ſous'd with Vinegar by ; 
Two Aldermen Lobſters aſleep in a diſh, 
A Deputy Tart, a Churchwarden Pye. 


All which dewour'd ; He then for a cloſe, 
Did for a for draught of Derby call 3 
He beav'd the huge Veſſel up to by Noſe, 
And left net till be bad drunk up all. 


Then from the Table be gave a ſtart, 

Iibere Banquet, and Wine were nothing ſcarce, 
AR which he ſlirted away with a Fart, 

From whence it was call'd the Devils &rſe. 


And there he mate [uch a breach with the Wind, 
The hole too ſtanding open the while, 

That the (cent of the Vapour, before, and behind, 
Hath foully perfumed moſt part of the [/ie- 


And this 21.25 Tobacco, the learned / uppoſe , 
Which fince n Country, Court, and Town, 

In the Dewils Gliſter-pipe ſmoaks at the Noſe 
Of Pollcat aud Madam, of Gallant and Clown. 


From which wicked IVeed, with $wines-fleſh, and Ling ; 
Or any thing elſe thats feaſt for the Fiend : 

Our Captain, and we, cry God [ave the King, 

And ſend him good Meat, and Mirth without end. 


Pup. A\ excellent Song, and a ſweet Songſter, and 
would have done rarely in a Cage, with a diſh 
of Water, and Hempleed; a fine Breaſt of his own : 
SIC, you are a Prelate of the O. der, I underſtand, and I 
have a terrible grudging now upon me to be one of 
= company ; will your Captain take a Prentice, vir ? 
would bind my felt ro him body and Soul, either for 
one and twenty Years, or as many Lives as he would. 

Clo. I, and put in my life for one, for I am come abour 
t00, I am forry I had no more Money i my Purlc 
when you came firſt upon us, Sir ; If I had known you 
would have pickr my Pocket fo like a Geneleman, I 
would have been berrer provided ; I ſhall be glad roven- 
eure a Purſe with your worſhip at any time you'l appoint, 
ſo you would prefer me to your Captain ; I'll put in e- 
curity for my truth, and ſerve our my time, though I 
die to morrow, 

Cec. I, upon thoſe terms, Sir, and in hope your Cap- 
rain keeps better Cheer than he made the Devil, for my 
Stomach will ne'er agree with that Dier, we'll be all his 
tollowers 3 I'll go home and fetch a little Money, Sir, all 
I have, and you ſhall pick my Pocket to my Face, and 
PIl avouch it; A Man would not deſire to have his 
Pocket pickt in better company. 

Pup. Tur, they have other manner of gifts than pick- 
ing of Pockets, or telling Fortunes 3 if they would but 
pleaſe to ſhew *em, or thought us poor Country mortals 
worthy of them ; what might a Man do to be a Gentle- 
man of your company, Sir ? 

I, a Gipfie in ord'nary, or nothing. 


Pat. FPRiends not to refel ye, 
Or any way quell ye, 

To buy or to lol ye, 
I only muſt cell ye; 
Ye aim at a myltery, 
Worthy a Hiſtory ; 
There's much to be done, 
Eer you can he a Son, 
Or Brother of the Moon. 
*Tis not fo ſoon 
Acquir'd, as deſir'd. 
You muſt be Ben-bow/ie, 
And ſleepy, and drowtie, 
And laſie, and lowſie, 
Betore ye can roule ye, 
In ſhape that arouſe ye. 
And then you may ſtalk 
The Gipfies walk; 
To the Coops, and the Pens, 
And bring in the Hens, 
Though the Cock be tullen 
For loſs of the Pullen : 
Take Turky, or Capon, | 
And Gammons of n 
Let nought be forſaken; 
We'll let you go looſe, 
Like a Fox to a Gooſe, 
And ſhew you the Sty . 
Where the little Pigs lie ; 
Whence if you can take 
One or two, and not wake 
The fow in her Dreams, 
Burt by che Moor beams; 
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So warily hie, 
As neither do cry. 
You ſhall the next day 
Have licenſe to play 
Act the Hedge a flirt, 
For a Sheet, or a Shirt ; 
It your Hand be light, 
I'll ſhew you the ſlight 
Of our Prolomie's knot, 
It is, and 'tis not, 
To change your complexion, 
With the _ confection 
Of Wall-nats, and Hops -ereaſe, 
Berrer than Dogs _— / 
And to milk the Kine, 
Eer the Milk-maid fine 
Hath open'd her Eine. 
Or if you defire 
To ſpit, or tart hire, 
I'll reach you the knacks, 
Of eating of Flax ; 
And out of their Noſes, 
Draw Ribbands, and Poſies. 
As for example, 
Mine own is as ample, 
And fruitful a Noz, 
As a wir can ſuppoſe ; 
Yer it ſhall go _ 
Bur there will be ſpar'd, 
Eacti of you a Yard, 
And wo: th your regard. 
When chey collour, and ſize 
Arrive at your Eyes. 
And if you encline 
To a cup of good Wine, 
When you ſup, or dine ; 
It you chance it to lack, 
Be it Claret, or Sack ; 
I'll make this Snout, 
To deal it about, 
Or this to run our, 
As it were from a Spout. 


And 'tis not long ſince 
Ye drank of his Wine, 
And it made you fine ; 
Both Clarret, and Sherry, 
Then let us be merry ; 
And help with your call, 
For a Hall, a Hall. 

Stand up to the Wall, 
Both good Men, and call, 
We are one Mans all. 


Bever. He fift of Auguſt, 
TT wa not ler Saw-duſt 
Lie in your Throats, 
Or Cobwebs, or Oats ; 
Bur help to ſcour ye. 
This is no Gowry, 
Has drawn Fame: hither, 
But the goodman of Bewver, 
Our Buckinghbam's Father 3 
Then ſo much the rathec 
Make it a jolly night, 
For *tis a holy night, 
Spighe of the Conſtable, 
Or Mas Dean of Dunſtable. 


All. A Hall, a Hall, a Hal. 
The Gipfies chang'd dance. 


Patrico. 


\ A t— now ye behold, 
was truth that I told, 
nn no device , 
are chang'd in a trice, 
And fb willl, 
I only now 
Muſt ſtudy how 
Tocome oft with a grace, 
With my Patrico's place : 
Some ſhore kind of blefling, 


Tow. Dmirable Tricks, and he does 'm all /c defen- It ſelf addrefling 
dendo, as if he would not be taken in the Unto my good Maſter, 
Trap ot Authority, by a frail fleſhly Conſtable. Which light on him faſter, 
Pup. Without the aid of a Cheeſe, Than wiſhes can mw 
Clo. Or help of a flitch of Bacon. And you that ſtand by 


Be as jocund as I; 


Co. Oh, he would chirp in a by of Stocks ſumptu- Each Man with his Voi 
n wi OICC, 


ouſly ; I'd give any thing to ſce him play looſe with his 


Hands, when his Feet were faſt. Give his heart to rejoice, 
Pup. O' my conſcience he fears not that, and the Which I'll requite, 
Marſhal himſelf were here; I proteſt I admire him. It my Art hit right, 
Though late now at night, 
Pat.F> this worth your wonder Each Clown here in fight, 
Nay then you ſhall under- Before day-light, 
Stand more of my kill. Shall prove a good Knight 3 
I can (tor I will ) And _ Laſſes Pages 
Here at Burley of th' Hill, Worthy their wages, 
Give you all your fill, Where fancy engages 
Each Jack with his Gill, Girls to their ages. 
And thew you the King, 
The Prince too and bring ; Cle. Oh any thing for the Patrico, what is't ? what is't? 
The Gipſies were here, Par, Nothing, but bear the bob of the cloſe, 
Like Lords to appear, Ir will be no burthen you may well luppoſe. 
With ſuch there attenders, But bleſs the Sov'rain, and his ſenſes, 
As you thought offenders, And to wiſh away offences, 


Clo. Let us alone, blets the Sov'rain, and his ſences. 
Pat. We'll cake them in order, as oy have bein 
/ And firſt of ſeeing. 


Who now become new men, 
You'll know them for true wen ; 
For he we call Chief, 

U'Il rell't ye in brief, 

Is ſo far from a Thief, 

As he gives ye relief 

With his Bread, Beer, and Becf. 


I. Par. 
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Pat. F*T a Gipfie, in the morning, 


Or a pair of {quint-Eyes turning : 

From the Goblin, and the Spectre, 

Or a Drunkard, though with Near ; 
From a Woman true to no Man, 

Which is ugly, befides common ; 
A Smock rampant, and the itches, 

To be putting on the Breeches : 
Whereſo'er they ha' their being, 

Bleſs the Sov'rain, and his ſeeing. 


Il, 


Rom a Fool, and ſcrious Toys; 
From a Lawyer, three parts noiſe ; 

From impertinence, like a Drum 

Beat at dinner in his Room 
From a Tongue without a File, 

Heaps of Phraſes, and no ſtile. 
From a Fiddle our of tune, 

As the Cuckoe is in June. 
From the Candleſticks of Lothbury, 

And the lotid pure Wives of Banbury : 
Or a long pretended fic ; 

Meant for mirth, but is not it: 
Only time, and Ears out-wearing, 

Blefs the Sov'rain, and his hearing. 


HL 


Rom a ſtrolling Tinkers Sheer, 
Or a pair of Carriers Feet ; 
From a Lady that doth breathe, 
Worſe above, than underneath: 
From the Diet, and the knowledge 
Of the Students in Bears-colledge. 


Leſs him, O bleſs him Heav'n, and lend him long 
To be the ſacred burthen of all ſong; 
The Acts, and Years, of all our Kings t' out-go z 
And while he's mortal, we not thirik bim fo. 


After which, aſcending up, the Jackman ſings. , 
SONG. r. 


_— Sports are done, yet do not let + 
Your foys in ſudden ſilence ſet ; 
Delight, and dumbne(s never met 

In one ſelf-ſubjett yer. 
If things oppoi'd muſt mixs , 
Then add a boldneſs to your fear, 
A ak a Hymn to him 
IWhere all your duties ut right belen , ; 
Which I will ſweeten with an under-ſong. - 


Captain. 


Lory of orus, and grace of all the Earth ; 


[ How well your Figure doth become your Birth, 
As 1t your Form, and Fortune equal ſtood, 


And only Vertue got above your Blood. 


SONG. To 


_R—— bs Kingly vertue which did merit 
This Iſle entire, and you are to inherit. 


4 Gypſie. 


Ow _= he doth confeſs him in his Face, 

His Brow, his Eye, and ev'ry mark of State; 
As it he were the ifſue of each Grace, 
And bore about him both his Fame, and Fate. 


From Tobacce, with the tipe SONG. 3. 
Of the Devil; Gliſter-pipe ; 

Or a ſtink all ſtinks excelling, Ook, lock, 5 be not fair, 
A Fiſhmongers dwelling. And freſh, fragrant too 


Bleb the Sov 'raign, and his ſmelling. 


IV. 


| ar an Oyfer, and friy'd Fiſh, 

A Sowes Baby in a Diſh : 
From any portion of a Swine, 

From bad Veniſon, and worſe Wine. 
Ling, what Cook {o'er it boil, 

hough wich Muſtard ſawc'd and Oll, 

Or what elſe would keep Man faſting, 

Bleſs the Sow'raign, and his taſting. 


V. 


Oth from Birdlime, and from Pitch, 
From a Doxy, and her itch, 
From the Briſles ot a Hog, 

Or the Ring-worm in a Dog, 


As Summer Sky, or purged Air, 
Hind looks as Lillies do, 
That were this morning blown. 


4 Gypfie. 
Oh more | that more of him were known. 


3 Gypſe. 


Ook how the Winds upon the Waves grown tame, 
Take up Land ſounds upon their purple Wings 3 
And catching each from other, bear the ſame 
To ev'ry angle of their ſacred ſprings. 
So will we take his praiſe, and hurl his name 
About the Glebe, in thouſand airy Rings, 
If his great vertue be in lore with fame, 
For that contemn'd, both are neglected things. 


T; Vrom the courtſhip of a Brier, SONG. 4 
Or St. Anthony's old Fier. F 
From a Needle, or a Thorn; Ood Princes ſoar above their fame, 
I' the Bed at ev'en, or morn : And in their worth, 
Or trom any Guts leaſt grutching. Come greater forth, 
Bleſs the Sov'raign, and his touching, Than in their name. 
Such, ſuch the Father is, 
, B efs him too from all offences, Whom ev'ry title ſtrives to kiſs 3 
_ In his Sports, as in his Sences. Who on his Royal grounds unto himſelf doth raile, 
From a Boy to crols his way, The work to trouble Fame, and toaſtoniſh Praile. 
| From a tall, or a toul day. 
of. 


LIL 4 Gyp/in. * 
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4 Gyefee. 


Ndecd he's not Lord alone of all the State, 
But of the loye of Men, and of the Empires fate. 
The Muſes Arts, the Schools commerce,our honours Laws, 
And Vertwes hang on him,as on their working caule. 
Gyp. His Hand-maid Fuſtice is. 
Gyp. Wiſdom, his Wife. 
Gyp. His Miſtris, _ 
Gyp. Temperance, his lite. 
Gyp. His Pages bounty, and grace which many 
prove. 
Gyp. His Guards are ——_ ity, and love. 
Y His Uſhers, Comncel, Truth,and Piety. 
yp. And all that follows him, Felicity. 


2 
3 
4 
$ 
2 
3 
4 
5 


SONG. 5s. 
that we underſtood 


H 
O Our good ; 
There”s happineſs indeed in Blood, 
And ſtore, 
But bow much more, 
When Vertue*s flood 
In the ſame Stream doth bit ? 
As that grows high with Years, ſo Happineſs with it. 


Captain. 


Ove, love his Fortune then, and Vertues known, 
Who is the top of Men, 
But makes the happineſs our own z 
Since where the Prince, for goodneſs is renown'd, 
The ſubje& with Felicity is crown'd. 


The EPILOGUE. 


AZ Burley, Bever, and now laſt at Windſor, 
Which ſhews 92 are Gypfies of no common kind, Sir : 
Yow have bebeld ( and with delight ) their change, 
And bow they came trans ans, may think it ſtrange. 
It being @ thing not tonch't at by our Poet, 

Good Ben ſlept there, or elſe forgot to ſhew it ; 

But leſt it prove like wonder to the ſight, 

To ſee a Gypſie, as an Xthiope, its 

Know, that what dy d our Faces, was an Oyntment 
Made, and laid on by My. Woolfe's appointment, 

The Court __; yet without Spells, 

By a meer Barber, and no Magick ell : 

It was fetcht off with Water, and a Ball, 

And to our transformation, thu is all, 

Save what the Maſter Faſhioner calls bs, 

For to Gypſies Metamorphoſis ; 

Who doth diſguiſe bis habit, and bu Face, 

And takes on a falſe Perſon by bis place : 

The power of Poetry can never fail ber, 

Aſſiſted by a Barber, and a Taylor. 


THE EN D. 


. 627 


THE 


MASQUE 


> 


AUGURES 


With the ſeveral 


ANTIMASQUES 


Preſented on TWELFTH-NIGHT, 1622. 


_  — 


The firſ® AxTi-MaSQUE bad for the ScEeNE, 
The Court Buttery-hatch; 


Groom. Sir, I know as little as any Man in the place. 
The Preſenters were from St. Katharine's, Speak, what is your buſineſs, I am an Officer, Groom of 
the Revels, that is my place. 

Notch « Brewers Clark, Slug # Lighterman, Van-goole | Notch. To fetch Bonge of Court a parcel of inviſible 
a rare Artiſt; Lady Alewite, ber two Women, three dan» | Bread, and Beer for the Players ( tor they never lee it ) 
cing Bears, Urlon the Bear-ward, Groom of the Revels. « to miſtake ſix Torches from the Chandry, and give 

them one. 

Notch. Ome, now my Head's in, I'll even ven- | Groow. How, Sir ? 

eure the whole: I ha' ſeen the Lyons | Nozch, Come, this is not the firſt time you have car- 
e'er now, and he that hath ſeen them | ried Coals ro your own Houſe, I mean that ſhould 
may ſee the King. have warm'd them. - 
Slag. I think he may 3 but have a care you go not too | Grooms. Sir, I may do it by my place, and I muſt que- 
high (Neighbour Notch ) leaſt you chance to have a | ſtion you farther. 

Tally made of your Parte, and be clawed with a Cud- | Notch. Be not ſo muſty, Sir, our deſire is only to know 

gel 3 there is as much danger going too near the King, as | whether the King's Majeſty, and the Court expect any 


the Lyons. diſguiſe here to Night. 
Groom. Whicher ? whither now Gameſters? what is | Groom. Diſguiſe! what mean you by that ? do you 
the Buſineſs? the Aﬀair ? ſtop I beſeech you. think that his Majeſty tits here to expe&t Drunkards ? 


Notch. This muſt be an Officer, or nothing, he is ſo | Notch. No, if he did, I believe you would ſupply that 
peart and brict in his demands: a pretty Man! and a | place better than you do this : Diſguiſe was the old Eng- 
pretty Man is a little o* this ſide nothing 3 howſoever we | /;jþ word for a Maſqne, Sir, before you were an imple- 
muſt not be daunted now, I am fure I am a greater Man | ment belonging to the Rewels. 
than he out of the Court, and I have loſt nothing of | Groom. There is no ſuch word in the Office now I aſ- 
my Sire ſince I came to it. ſure you, Sir, I have ferv'd here, Man and Boy, a *Pren- 

Groom. Hey-da | what's this? A Hogſhead of Beer | tiſhip or twain, and I ſhould know. But, by what name 
broak out of the King's Burtery, or ſome Dutch Hulk ! | ſo-ever you call it, here wilbbe a Maſque, and ſhall be a 
whicher are you bound ? The Wind is againſt you, you | Maſque, when you and the reſt of your Comrogues 
muſt backz do you know where you are ? ſhall fir diſguis'd in the Stocks. 

Notch. Yes, Sir, if we be not miſtaken, we are at the [ Notch. Sure by your Language you were never meant 
Court, and would be glad to ſpeak with ſomething of | for a Courtier, howſoever it hath been your ill fortune 
leſs Authority, and more Wit, that knows a little in | to be taken out of the Neſt young ; you are ſome Con- 
the place. | ſtables Egg, ſome — ot Authoricy, you are 

Il 2 {9 


me rn EE 
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lo caſily offended | Our coming was to ſhew our Loves, 
Sir, and ro make a little merry with his Majeſty to night, 
and we have brought a Maſque with us, if His Maje» 


ſty had not been butter provided, 
Greome, Who you ? you a Maſhue ? why you ſtink 
like 6 many Bloat-herrings newly taken owt of the 


Chimny 1 In the name © — whence came 
ou ? or What are you ? you have buen hang'd in tho 
Snoak ſufficiently, that is ſinglt out __ 

Notch, Sir, we do cone from among the Brew«houſes 
in Saint Katharines, that's true, there you have ſmoak'd 
us (the Dock comfort your Noſtrils,) and we may have 
lived in a Miſt there, and ſo miſt our Purpoſe ; but for 
mine own part I have brought my Properties with me 
to expreſs what I am ; the Keys of my Calling hang here 
at my Girdle,and this the Regiſter Book of my Function 
ſhews me no leſs than a Clerk at all Points, and a Brew- 
ers Clerk, and a Brewers head Clerk. 

Gro- A Man of accompt, Sir: Icry you mercy. 

Slug. I, Sir, I knew him a fine Merchant, a Mer- 
chant of Hops, till all hopt into the Water. 

Notch. No more of that, what I have been, I have 
been : what I am, I am : I Peter Notch, Clerk, hearing 
the Chriſtmas Invention was drawn dry at Court ; and 
that neither the King's Poet, nor his Architect had where- 
withal left to entertain ſo much as a Baboon of Quality, 
nor ſcarce the Welſh Embaſladour, it he ſhould come 
there : Out of my Allegiance, to wit, drew in ſome 0- 
ther Friends that have as it were preſumed out of their 
own Naturals,to fill up the vacuum with ſome pretty Pre- 
ſentation, which we have addreſſed, and conveighed 
hither in a Lighter at the general Charge, and landed at 
the back Door of the Buttery, through my Neighbour 
$/ug's Credit there. 

Slug. A poor Lighter-man, fir, one that hath had the 
Honour ſometimes to lay in the Kings Beer there 3 and 
I aſſure you I heard it in no worſe Place than the very 
Buttery, or a certain, there would be no Maſque, and 
on ſuch as could command a Jack of Beer, two or 
three. 


Van. Dat is all true, erceeding true, de inventozs be 
barren, loſt, two, dze, vour mile, Þ know that from my 
ſelven z dep have no ting, no ting van deir own, but vat 
dey take v2om de eard, 02 de ca, 03 de heaven, o2 de hell, 
02 de reft van de veir Elementen, te place a, dat be ſo 
common as de vench in de Burdello. Now me would 
bzing in ſome dainty new ting, dat never was, no2 never 
ſall be in de rebus natura; vat has neder van de materia, 
noz de forma, no2 de hoffen, no2 de voot, but a mera devita 
of ve Bain, 


Groom. Hey-da | what Hans Flutterkin is this ? What 
Dutchman does build or frame Caſtles in the Air ? 

Not. He is no Dutchman, Sir, he is a Britain born, 
but hath learn'd to miſuſe his own Tongue in Travel, 
and now ſpeaks all Languages in ill Engliſh ; a rare Arrtiſt 
he is, Sir, and a Projetor of Maſques. His Proje&t in 
ours is, that we fhould all come from the three dancing 
Bears in Saint Katharines (you may hap know it, Sir) 
hard by where the Prieſt fell in, which Alchouſe is kept 
by a diſtreſſed Lady ; whoſe Name (for the Honour of 
Knighthood) will not be known ; yet ſhe is come in 
Perſon here Errant, to fill up the Adventure with her 
two Women that draw drink under her z Gentlewomen 
born all three, I aſſure you. 

Shy And were three of thoſe Gentlewomen that 
ſhould have acted in that fantous matter of England's Joy 
in Six hundred and chree, 

Lady. What talk you of England's Joy, Gentlemen ? 
you have another matter in hand I wis, England's Sport 
and Delight, if you can manage it. The poor Cartel 
yonder are paſling away the time, with a cheat Loaf, and 
a bumbard of broken Beer, how will ye diſpoſe of then»? 


— 


Gro, Cartel | what C attel does ſhe mean ? 

Lady, No worle than the King's Game | allure you ; 
The Bears, Bears both of Quality and Faſhion, right 
Bears, tru Bears, 

Not, A dovice = to expreſs the Place from whence 
we come,my Ladleshouſe (tor which wo heave borrowed 
three yory Bears that (as her Ladiſhip aforeſaid Gays) 
are well bred, and can dance to preſent the Sign, and the 
Bearward to ſtand for the Sign-polt, 

Gro, That is pretty ; but are you ſure you have ſuffi 
cient Bears tor the Purpoſe. 

Slug. Very ſufficient Bears as any are in the Ground, 
the Pariſh Garden, and can dance at firſt fight, and play 
their own Tunes if need be. John Urſon the Beai- 
ward, offers to play them with any City-dancers chriſt- 
ned for a ground Meaſure. 

Not. Marry, for lofty Tricks, or dancing on th: 
Ropes, he will not undertake, it is out of their Elemene 
he ſays. Sir, all our requeſt is, ſince we are come, we 
may be admitted, if not for a Maſque, for an Antick- 
mask ; and as we ſhall deſerve therein, we delire to be 
returned wich Credit to the Buttery trom whence wez 
came, for Reward, or to the Porters Lodge with Diſcre- 
dic, for our Puniſhment. 

Gro. 'To be whipt with your Bears ? Well, I could be 
willing to venture a good word in behalf of the Game, 
it I were aflured the aforcſaid Game would be cleanly. 
and not fright the Ladies. 

Not. For that, Sir, the Bear-ward hath pt in ſecuri- 
ty, by warranting my Lady and her Women «wo dance 
the whole changes with them in ſafety ; and tor theic 
abuſing the Place you ſhall nor need to fear, for he hath 
given them a kind of Dyert-bread to bind them co their 
good Behaviour. 

Gro, Well, let them come; it you need one, Þ'll 
help you my elf. 


Enter John Urſon with his Bears ſmging. 
BALLAD. ; 


Tr it may ſeem rude 


For me to intrude, 

With theſe my Bears by chance-a ; 
'Twere ſport for @ King, 
If they could fing 

As well as they can dance-a. 


Then to put you out 
Of fear or doubt, 
We came from St. Katharina ; 
Theſe dancing three, 
By the help of me, 
Who am the Poſt of the ſign a. 


We ſell good Ware, 
And we need not care 

Though Court and Country knew it. 
Our Ale's & the beſt, 


And each good guef 
Prays for their Souls that brew it, 


For any Ale-bouſe, 
We care not a Louſe, 
Nor Tavern m all the Town-a 3 
Nor the Vintry Cranes, 
Nor St. Clement's Danes, 
Nor the Devil can put us down-s. 


IWho has once there been, 
Comes thither agen, 
The Liquor is ſo mighty ; 
Beer ſtrong and ſtale, 
Hind ſo is our Ale, 
And it burns like Aqua vite. 


To 
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To 4 ſtranger there, 
appear, 
4 _ before be has bin : 
We ſhew 1h Iron Gate, 
The Wheel of Sr, Kato, 
And the Place where the Prieff fell in, 


The Wiver of Wapping 
They trudge to our tapping, 
And ſtill owr Ale deſire ; 


And there fit and drink 
Till the [2 and lin 
p 4 often piſs out our Fire. 


Brom morning to night, 
And about to daylight, 
They fit and never grudge it 1 
Till the Fiſh-wives join 
Their fingle Coyn, 
And the Tinker pawns his Budget. 


If their Brains be not well, 
Or their Bladders do ſwell, 
To eaſe them of their burden ; 
My Lady will come 
With a Bowl and a Broom, 
And her Hand-maid with a Forden. 


From Court we mroite 
Lord, Lady, and Knight ; 
Squire, Gentleman, Yeoman and Groom. 
And all our ftiff drinkers, 
Smiths, Porters, and Tinkers, 
And the Beggars ſhall grove ye room. 


Van. Yow like you « how like pou ? 
Gro. Excellent | The Bears have done learnedly, and 
ſweetly. | 


Van. Tis noting, tis noting ; vill pou ſee ſometing 2 
Ack call bzing in de Turkſchen, met all z3in Baſhaws, 
and zin dirty towſand Y anirfaries met all 3in Whoozen, 
Cunuken, all met an auder, de Sofic van Perſia, de Tartar 
Cham met de groat King of Mogull, and mate deir men, 
and deir hozſe, and deir Tlephanten be ſeen fight in de apr, 
and be all killen, and aliven, and no ſuch ting. And all 
dis met de Ars van de Catropricks, by de refleſhie van de 
glaſlen, 


Not. Oh, he is an admirable Artiſt. 

Slug. And a half, Sir. 

Gro, But where will he place his Glaſſes? 

Van. Fow, dat is all ean, as it be two, dzee, veir, vife 
towſand Pile off : Jck ſall mulcipliren de vizioun, met an 
ander ſecret dat Ick heb : @pzeck, vat vil pon havey z 

Gro. Good, Sir, put him to't, bid him do ſomething 
that is impotlible ; he will undertake it I'warrant you. 

Noe. I do not like the Mogul, nor the great Twrk, nor 
the Tartar, their Names are ſomewhat too big for the 
Room ; marry if he could ſhew us ſome Country Play- 
ers, ſtrolling about in ſeveral Shires, without Licence 
from the ce, that would pleaſe I know whom, or 
ſome Welſh Pilgrims. 

Van. Pilgzim 2 now yow talk of ve Pilgzim, -it come 
in my head, JIck vill how yow all de whole bzave Pil- 
gzim 0o* de Uozld : de Pilgzim vat go now, now at de in- 
ſtant, cwo, dze towſand Pile to de great Mahomet, at de 
Mecha, ' 03 here, dere, every where, make de fine Laby- 
rints, and ſhew all de bzave erro2 in de Uozld. 

Slug. And ſhall we ſee ic here? 

Van. Pan, here, here, here in dis Room, tis verp 
Room : vel vat is dat co pow if Jck do de ting ? vat an de- 
vil, vera boten Devil 

Gro. Nay, good Sir, be not angry. 

Not. *Tis a Diſcaſe that follows all excellent Men, 


they cannot govern their Paſſions z but let him alone, 
try him one k, 

Gro, T would ery him, but what has all this to do with 
our Mak ? 

Van, © Wir, all ve better voz an Antick-maxk, de moze 
abſurd (t be, and vzom ve z {t be ever all de better, 
If it go from de nature of ve ting, i (s de moze Art t foz 


dear (s Art, and dear (s Mature fall fre, Hoch 
pochos, Paucos, Palabec? ___ TN 


The Second Antimak. 


Which wat a perplex'd Dance of ſtrayi 
grims taking ſeveral Paths, till with the opening of the 
Light above, and breaking forth of Apollo, gh were all 
frighted away, and the Main Maſque begun. 


(*) Apollo deſcending, ſung. 


FE 1s no dream, you all do wake, and ſee ; 
Behold, who comes! (*) far ſhooting Phoebus he 
That can both hurt and (<)beal; and with bis(*Yvoyce 
Rear Towns, and make Societies rejoyce 1 

That taught the Muſes all their harmony, 

(©) And men the tuneful of Art Augwry. 

Apollo foops, and when a God heads, 

May Mortals think be bath no vulgar ends. 


and deform'd Pil- 


id. lib. 4. & Horat. Car. lib”1. Ode 2. Nube cadentes humeros 
amiltus Augur Apollo. Er Car. ſxcul ulc. ubi do&iffimus Poeta has ar- 
res totidem verſibus complectirur. Augur & fulgente decoris arcu Phe- 
bus, acceptusgque novem camenis, Nui ſalutart levat arte feſſos corporis 


artiiss 


Being near the Earth, be call'd theſe Perſons following, who 
came forth as from their Tombs. 


OF fo, and (3) Orphens, (*) Branchas, (i) 14mon, all 
My Sacred Sons, riſe at your Fathers call 
From your immortal Graves; where ſleep, not death, 
Yet binds your Powers. 

Linus. Here. 

. Here. 

Branchus. What ſacred Breath 
Doth re-inſpire us ? 

Idmon. Who is this we feel ? 

(*) Phamons. 
What heat creeps through me, as when burning Steel 
Is dipe in Water ? * 

Apollo. }, Phemonc, 
Thy Father Phebw's fury filleth thee ; 
Confeſs my Godhead ; once again I call, 
Ler whole Apollo enter in you all, 
And follow me. 


CHORUS. 


We fly, we do not tread, 
The Gods do uſe to raviſh whom they lead. 


(f) Linus Apollinis & Terpſichores filius. Pauſ. (#) Orpheus, A- 
pollinis & Calliopes, de quibus Virg. in Edoga inſcript. Non me Car- 
minibus vincet, nec Thracius Orpheus. Nec Linus, huic mater quamvis, 
atque huic pater adfit Orphei Calliopea Lino formoſus Apobo. (> )Branchus A- 

llinis & Jances filius, de quo vid. Strab. lib. 4. & Scatium Thebaid. 
ib, 3---patrioque 2qualis honori Branchus. (*) Idmon, Apollinis & 
Aſteries filius. De illo vid. Valer. Flac. lib. 1. Argonauric. — Contra 
Phabing Idmon non pallore viris non ullo honore comarum terriblis ples fatu, 
Pheboque quieto, cut genitar tribuit prenoſcere Divum Omina, ſeu Flammas, 
ſeu lubrica cominus exta,ſen plenum certis interraget atrapennis.(*)Phormaru 
filta Phoebi quz prima carmen herolcum cecinir. Heſiod. 1n Theog, 


Apollo 


g_ 


Tad 


Maſques. 


Apollo deſcended, ſhewed them where the King ſate, and 
ſung forward. 
Ebold the Love and Care of all the Gods 
Of the Ocean, and the bappy iſles; 
That whilſt the World about him « at odds, 
Sits Crowned Lord here of himſelf, and ſmiles. 


CHORUS. 


To ſee the erris mazes of Mankind ; 
It ho ſeek for that, doth puniſh them to find. 


Then he advanced with them to the King. 


Apollo. 


Rince of thy Peace, ſee what it 15 to love 
The Powers above ! 
Jove hath commanded me 
To wiſit thee ; 
And in thine Honour with my (') Muſique rear, 
(®) # College here, 
Of tunefu! Augures, whoſe divming 5skull, 
ſhall wait thee ſtill, 
And be the Heralds of bis higheſt Will. 
The Work is done, 
And I have made their Preſident thy Son ; 
Great Mars too, on theſe nights, 
(") hath added Salian Rites. 
Yond, yond afar, 
They cloſed in their (®) Temple are, 
Hnd each one guided by a Star. 


ciorkvus. 


Haſte, haſte, to meet them, and as they advance 
"twixt every Dance, 
Let ms interpret their Prophetick Trance. 


(') Alluſio ad illud Ovidii Epiſtol. Epift. Parid. Ilion aſpicies, firmas- * 
raqi, turribus altis Menia Apoliinee firufta cavore Ive. (®) Augurandl 
ſcientia nobilis erat Cy antiqua, apud Gentes preſertim Hetruſers : quabus 
erat Collegiam & Domicilium celeberrimum Augurum, quorum ſumma fult 
Authoritas &y Dignitas per totam Italiam, potiſſimum Rome. Romulus, 
urbe condita, Collegium ( Augures ibi inflituit, ipſe nobilts, ut apud Ltv, 
Lib. r. & Tull. lib. 1, Optimus Augur, Eorum officium fuit auſpicta cap- 
rare, 0x ex its colligere ſigna . a rerum, Deorumg, monita conſiderare 
de eventibus proſpers wel adverſis, Sacer erat Romanis (5 res regia habi- 
ta, dignitaſq; penes patricios CF principes viros manſit,etiam apud Imperats- 
res obtinuit, unde ab Apolline noſtro, tales Preſes pulchr# deſignatus ( ® ) Sal- 
tationes in rebus ſacris adbibebantur apud omnes pene gentes : (5 a ſaliends, 
ſen ſaltatione ſacra ad ſaliare carmen inſtituti. Salut dith & Marti con- 
ſecrati. Omnes etiam qui ad cantum (5 tibiam ludebant Salii & Saltſubſuli 
dicebantur, Salim, vpredt; vet. gloſſe & Pacuv. Pro Imperio ſic Sa- 
liſubſalus veftro excubet Mars. (& Virg. Aneid. lib, 8, Tum Salt ad Can- 
rus incenſa altaria circum Populess adſunt evintti tempora ramis. (0) Au- 
guria captaturi celum eligebant purum &F ſerenum, atreq; nitido. Lituam 
(qui erat baculas incurvas, Augurale Signum ) manu tenebat Augur. Eo cli 
regiones deſignabat, (4 metas intra quas contineri debebant Auguria : Cy 
he wocabantur Templa : unde Contemplatio difta eſt Conſideratio, (x medita- 
tio rerum ſacrarum, ut dextrum ſiniſlrumgq; latus obſeruaret. Inimpetrito 
fibi ipſo regiones definiebat ;, in oblato manum ſuam reſpexit Levam aut dex- 
tram. Regiones ab Oriente in occaſum terminabat limite decumano, (9 car- 
dine ex tranverſo ſigno metato, quo oculi ferrent quam longiſſume, Artica 
in Ortum vergebat. Poſtica regiod tergo ad occaſum, Dextra ad meridi- 
em. Siniſtra ad ſeptentrionem. Obſervationes fiebant Augure ſedente, ca- 
tite welats, toga duplici Auguralt candida amio, 4 media note ad mediam 
diem, creſcente non deficiente die. Neq, captabantur Auguria poſt menſem 
Zulium, propterea quod Aves redderentur imbiclires ( morbide, Pulliq, 
eorum efſent imperfect, 


Here they fetch'd out the Maskers, and came before them 
with the Torch-bearers along the >tag?, ſinging this full 
SONg. 


Apollo and Chorus, 
Fich way, and whence the Lightning fl:w, 
Or how i burned, bright, and blue, 
Deſign, and Figure by your Lights : 
Then forth, and ſh:w the ſeveral flights 
J:ur (P) Bonds bave made, or what the Wing 
Or I ozce 17 Zupnry doth pring. 


Which hand the Crow cried on, bow high 

The Vulture, or the Hern did fly, 

What wing the Swan made, and the Dove, 

The Stork, and which did get above: 

S$hew all the .--apd. Food or Prey, 

But paſs by the unlucky Fay, 

The Night-Crow, Swallow, or the Kite 

Let thoſe bave neuther right, Chor. Nor pert, 
In this nights vt. 


(?) Augurand! ſcientia 3priJount]da difia. Divinatio per aves. Aves 
aut Oſcines, aut Prepetes Oſcines, que ore, Prepetes, que wolatu Augurium 
ſignificant, Pulli tripudio, Aves auſpicate, ( Preperes, Aquila, Vaultar, 
| Sangualts ſeu ofifraga, Triarches, ſve Butto, Immuſſalus, Accipiter, Cyg- 
| nus, Columba, Ojcines, Cornix, Coruus, Anſer, Ciconia, Ardea, Nottua ; in- 
auſpicate, Miluus, Parra, Nyticorax, Striges, Hirundo, Picks, &c. 


The Torch-bearers danced. 


Afﬀeer which the Augures laid by their Staves, and Dan 
ced their Entry, which done, Apollo and the rett in- 
terpreted the Awgury. 

Apollo. 
He Signs are (1) lucky all, and (4) »; br ; 
f lt not been 6 D142 or c bt 4 
Of ill Preſage. Linus. The (*) Bird that brmgs 
Her Augury alone to Kings, 
The Dove, hath flown. Orpheus. And to thy peace 
Fortunes and the Fates increaſe. 


Branchus. 


(') Minerva's Hernſhaw, and her Ow!, 

Do both proclaim, thou ſhalt controul 

The courſe of things. Idmon. As now they be 
With tumult carried. Apollo. And live free 
From hatred, fattion, or the fear, 

Ts blaſt the Olive thou doſt wear. 


CHORUS. 


More « behind, which theſe do long to ſhow, 
Lind what the Gods to /o great Vertue owe, 


(4) Habebant dextra & leva omnia; antica & poſtica 3; Orientalia ty 
Occidentalia. Greci cum ſe ad Septentrimnem obverterent, Ortum ad dex- 
tram habuere. Romani Meridiem in auſpicands cum twerentur Ortum 
ad lryvam habuere, Ttag, finif're partes eadem ſunt Romanis gue Gracis 
dextrs ad ortum, Siniftra igitur illis meliora, Dextra pejra . Grecss con- 
trd, Simijtra, pertinentia ad ortum : Salutaria, qui ortus lucis index 
autor. Dextra, qura ſpeftant occaſum triſtia. (*) Columbe auguria nin 
niſt regibus dant ; quia nunquam ſingule wolant : ficut Rex nungquam frlus 
incedit. Nuntie pac, (*f) Ardea, & Ardeola, rerun arduarum auſpicanm. 
Mimerve jacja, Apud Homer. Iliad. K. JiEiw tewdils, 


The main Dance. 
CHORUS 
Still, ftill the (*) Auſpice is ſo good, 
We wiſh it were but underſtocd ; 
It even puts Apollo 
To all his flrengths of Art, to follow 
(%; The flights, and to devine 
What's meant by every Sign. 


Thou canſt net leſs be, then the charge 
of every Deite. 
That thus art left here to mlarge, 
And ſhield their Pretie ! 
' Thy Neighbours at thy Fortune long have gau/d, 
But at thy Wiſdom, all do ſtand amaz'd 
Ard wiſh [6 be, 
O'ercome, or governed by thee ! 
Safety it ſelf ſo fides thee, where thou geſt, 
And Fate {lull off cr's what thou co vert mt , 


(*) Auſptctum, ab ave ſfecienda, Paul. Nam quod nos cum prepoſition 
dicimus ASPICIO, apud veteres fine propoſitiore SP IC IO dicebatar, 
(*) Signa que ſeſe offerent, er ant multifaria : nam fi objeceretur awn al:- 
qua, conſuderabatur quo + olat « ferretur, an obliquo wel pron, wel ſupino mo- 
th Corporis, que fledlerer, contorqueret, aut cortraberre membra; qua tt 


parte ſe occultaret ; an ad dextram vel firiſtram canerent Oſcines, &c. 
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Apollo. | 
E LS. 
=o My Arts are only to obey. Jove.(1) And mine to ſway 
After which Apollp went up to the King and ſung. Jove is that one, whom firſt, midſt, laſt, you call 
The that governs, conſerveth all ; 
Do not expeF# to bear of all Earth, Sea, and Air, are ſubjef to our check, 
Your at once, leſt it foreital And Fate with Heaven, moving at our beck. 
A ſweetneſs would be new : Till Jove it ratifie, 
Some things the Fates would have conceal'd It is no Augury, 
From us the Gods, leſt being reveal'd Though attered by the Mouth of Deſtiny. 
Our Powers envy you. 
It is enowgh your ol ron : Apollo. 
The reverence of your peace, Dear Father, give the Sign, and ſeal is then. 
As well as Strangers do diſcern : 
The Glories, by th' increaſe ; The Earth riſeth. 
"And that the (*) princely Augur bere, your Son It « the ſuit of Earth and Men. 5 
Do by his Fathers Lights his Courſes run. J 
Ove. 
| fat CHORUS. = What do their Mortals crave without our wrong ? 
Him ou [ce triumphing ne over 
Both mg vices : and your ome and tall Earth with the reſt. 
Nephews, his Sons grow up in your #mpraces, That Jove will lend us this our Soverai ; 
To give this Iſland Princes in long Races. = our Grand-children, and _—_ 
; : q His wan or Abſence ever ſee. 
*) Romulus t, ON es Romani ſicut ante 
KW v ... Admmares fo Lo 4.05 7 npe nh Augurem Alſeſſo- J 
rem dabant. Cilices, Lycii, Cares, Arabes, in ſumma veneratione habue- ove, 
rant Auguria, Your wiſh is bleſs. 
(*) Jove knocks bis Chin againft bis Braff, 
Here the Heaven opened, and Fove, with the Senate of And firms it with the reſt. 
the Gods, were diſcovered, while Apollo returned to 
his Seat, and aſcending ſung. CHORUS. 
Sing then his Fame, through all the Orbs ; in even 
Apollo. roportions, riſing till, from Earth to Heaven : 
of: Heaven expetteth my returs, And of the laſting of it leave to doubt, 
forked Fire begins ro burn, The Power of time ſhall never put that out. 


Beckons to me come. (1) Vide Orphewn in hymn. de omniy. Fovis. (*) Mes Fevie, 
Hamer, Gc. 


Jove. do wotis (y firmandis omnibus. Apud 
Though Phoebus be the God of Arts, , 
oe ae This done, the whole Scene ſhur, and the Makers 
But leave his Father ſome. r | ance. 
'<ib 
# 
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M E 


VINDICATED 


To HIMSELF andto bis HONOUR S. 


In the Preſentation at Court on Twelth-mpbt, 


1623. 


Virus habe : nos hac novimus 


1 


qui ſemirantur, in illos 


eſſe nhl, 


TIME VINDICATE D. 
A Trumpet ſounded. 


F AM E entreth, follw'd by the Curious, the Ey'd, the Eard, and the Nogs'd. 


Ive ear, the Worthy, hear what Fame | 
Proclaims. 
Ears. What ? what? I'ſt worth our 
Ears ? 


Fame. 


Fy:s. Or Eyes ? 
Noſe. Or Noſes ? 
For we are curious, Fame ; indeed, the Curions. 
Eyes. Wecome to ſpy. 
Ears. And harken. 
Noſe. And ſmell out. 
Fame. More than you underſtand, my hot Inquiſitors. 
Noſe. We cannot tell. 
Eyes, It may be. 
Ears. However, go you on, let us alone. 
Ejes. We may ſpy out, that, which you never meant. 
Ne/e. And noſe the thing you ſcent not. Firſt, whence 
come you ? 
Fame. I came from Saturn. 
Ears. Saturn | what is he 7 
Noſe. Some Proteſtant I warrant you, a Time-ſerver, 
As Fame her lelt 1s. 
Fame. You are near the Right. 
Indecd, he is Time it ſelf, and his Name Kronos. 
No/e. How ! Saturn! Chronos | and the Time it felt ! 
You're found : enough. A notable old Pagan ! 
Ears, One of their Gods, and eats up his own Chil- 
dren, 
No/e. A Fencer, and do's travel with a Sithe 
In ſtead of a long Sword. 
Eyes. Hath been ofc call d from it, 
To be their Lord ot Milrule. 
Ears. As Cincinnatns 
Was trom the Plough, to be Di#ater. 
Ejes. Yes. 
We need no Interpreter, on, what of Time? 


Fame. The Time hath ſent me with my Trump toSum- 
mon. 

All forts of Perſons worthy, to the view 
Ot ſome great Spe&tacle he means to night 
T exhibir, and with all ſolemnity. 

Noſe. O, we ſhall have his Saturnalia. 

Eyes. His days of Feaſt, and Liberty again. 
oo Where Men might do, and talk all chat they 
iſt, 

Eyes. Slaves of their Lords. 

oſe. The Servants of their Maſters '! 

Ears. And Subjects of their Soveraign. 

Fame. Not fo laviſh. 

Ears, It was a brave time that! 

Eyes. "This will be better : 

I ſpy it coming, peace. All the Impoſtures, 
The Prodigics, Diſeaſes, and Diſtempers, 
The Knaveries of the Time, we ſhall fee all now. 

Ears. And hear the Paſlages, and ſeveral Humours 
Of Men, as they are ſwaid by their AﬀeRions : 

Some grumbling, and ſome mutining, ſome ſcoffing , 
Some pleas'd, ſome pyning ; at all theſe we laughing. 

Noſe. I have it here, here, ſtrong, the ſweat of it, 
And the Confuſion (which I love) I noſe it, 

Ie eickles me. 

Eyes. My tour Eyes itch for it. 

Ears, And my Ears tingle, would it would come 
forth : 

This room will not receive it. 

Noſe. That's the fear. 


Enter Chrono Maſtix. 


Chron. What ? what ? my Friends, will not this 
Room receive ? 
Eyes, That 


Maſques. 


at 


NN —— 


Fyes. That which the Time is preſently to ſhew us. 
Chro. The Time?! Lol the Man, that hare the time 
That is, that love it not; and (though in Rhime, 
I here do ſpeak it) with this Whip you ſee 
Do laſh the Time, and am my felt Laſh-free. 
Fame. Who's this ? 
Ears. *T1s Chronomaſtix, the brave Satyr. 
Noſe. The Gentlemar-like Satyr, cares for no body, 
His Fore head tip't with Bays, do you not know him ? 
Eyes, Yes Fame muſt know him, all the Town ad 
mires him. 
Chro. If you would ſee Time quake and ſhake, but 
name us, 
It is for that, we are both bclov'd and famous. 
Eyes. We know, Sir. But the Time's now come abour. 
Ears. And promiſeth all Liberty. 
Neſe. Nay Licenle. 
Eyes. We ſhall do what we liſt. 
Ears. Talk what we liſt. : 
Noſe. And cenfure whom we liſt, and how we liſt. 
Chro. Then 1 will look on Time, and love the fame, 
And drop my whip : who's this ! my Miſtris ! Fame ! 
The Lady whom I honour, and adore ! 
What luck had I not to fee her before ! 
Pardon me, Madam, more than moſt accurſt, 
That did not ſpy your Ladiſhip at firſt, : 
'T" have giv'n cheitoop, and to falute the Skirts 
Ot her, to who all Ladies elſe are Flirts! 
le is for you, I revel fo in Rhime, 
Dear Mittris, not tor hope I have the Time 
Will grow the better by it. To ſerve Fame 
Is all my end, and ger my felt a name. 
Fame. Away, I know thee not, wretched Impoſtor, 
Creature of Glory, Mountebank of Wit, 
Selt-loving Braggart, Fame doth ſound no Trumpet 
© ſuch vain empty Fools : *Tis Infamy 
Thou fſerv'ſt, and tollow'lt, ſcorn of all the Moſes, 
Go revel with thine ignorant Admirers, 
Let worthy Names alone. 
Chro, O, you the Curiow, 
Breath you to ſee a Paſſage fo injurious, 
Done with deſpight, and carried with ſuch Tumour 
*Gainſt me, that am ſo much che Friend of Rumour ? 
(I would fay Fame ?) whole Muſe hath rid in Rapture, 
On a ſoft ambling Verſe to every Capture, 
From the ſtrong Guard, to the weak Child thatreads me, 
And wonder both of him that loves, or dreads me! 
Who with the Laſh of my immortal Pen 
Have (courg'd all forts of Vices, and of Men ! 
Am I rewarded, thus ? have I, 1 tay, 
From Emvy's ſelf torn Praiſe, and Bays away, 
With which my glorious front, and word at large, 
Triumphs in print at my admirers charge. 
Ears. Rare ! how he talks in Verſe, juſt as he writes ! 
Chro. When have 1 walk't the Streets, but happy he 
That had the Finger firſt ro point at me, 
Prentice, or Journy-man | The Shop doth know it. 
The unletter'd Clerk | Major and AMincy Poet : 
The Semplter hath fate till as I paſs d by, 
And dropt her Needle | Fiſh-wives ſtaid their Cry ? 
The Boy with Buttons, and the Basket-wench ! 
To vent their Wares into my works do trench ! 
A Pudding-wife that would deſpile the Times, 
Hath utter'd frequent Pen*worths, through my Rhimes, 
And, witch them, div'd intothe Chamber-maid, 
And ſhe unto her Lady hath convey'd : 
"Che ſcafon'd Morſels, who hath fent me Penſions, 
To cheriſh, and to heighten my Inventions. 
Well, Fame ſhall know ic yet, | have my Faction, 
And Friends about me, though it pleaſe detraction, 
To do me this affront. Come forth that love me, 
And now, or never, {pight ot Fame, approve me. 


Alt this the Mutes come in. 


The ANTIMAS9UERS. 


Fame, How now ! what's here ? Is Hell broke looſ: ? 
Eyes. You'll fce. by 

Thar he has favourers, Fame, and great oncs too. 

Thar unctuous Bounty, is the Boſs of Belin/vate, 
Ears.Who feaſts his Muſe with Claret, Wine and Oy ors, 
Noje. Grows big with Satyr 3 
Ears. Goes as long as an Elephant: 
Eyes. = _— and lies in of his Inventions, 
Noſe. Has a Male-poern in per Belly now 

Big as a Colt, i : : 
Ears. That kicks at Time already, 
Fycs. And is no ſooner toald, but vill neigh Sulphur 
Fame. The next ? 
Ears. A quondam Juſtice, that of late 

Hath been diſcarded out o' the Pack o' the Peace, 

For ſome leud levity he holds in capite, 

But conſtantly loves him. In days of yore, 

He us'd to give the Charge out of his Poems, 

He carries him about him in his Pocket, 

As Philip's Son did Homer, in a Casker, 

And cries, O happy Man, to the wrong Party, 

Meaning the Per, where he meant the Subjce : 

Fame. What are this Pair ? 

Fes. The ragged Raſcals ? 

Fame. Yes. 

Eyes. Mcer Rogues, you'ld think them Rogues, but 
they are Friends, 

One ts his Printer in diſgaiſe, and keeps 

His Prefs in a hollow Tree, whereto conceal him, 

He works by Glow-worm light, the Moon's too open. 

The other zealous Ragg is the Compotlitor , 

Who in an Angle, where the Ants inhabit, 

(The Emblem's of his Labours) will fit curl'd 

Whole days and nights, and work his Eycs out for him. 
Noſe. Strange Arguments of Love ! There is a >chook- 

maſter 

[s curning all his Works too, into Latin, 

To pure Satyrick Latin ; makes his Boys 

To learn him; calls ham the times Fuveral; 

Hangs all his School wich his ſharp Senteaces 3 

And o're the Execution Place hath painted 

Time whipt, for terror to chic Infantry. 

Eyes. This Man of War, i the Rear, Iz is both 
4rumper 

And Champion to his Muſe. 

Ears. For the whole City. 
Noſe. Has him by rote, recites him atthe Tables, 

Where he doth govern ; ſwears him into Name, 

Upon his Word, and Sword ; tor the fole Youth 

Dares make Profeflion of Peetick Truth, 

Now milicant amongſt us : To th inc:cdulous, 

That Dagger is an Article he uſes, 

To rivet his reſpect into their Pates, 

And make. them taithful, Fame, you'll find you 'ave 

wrong'd him. 


Fame. What a Confederacy of Folly is here ' 


They all dance but Fame, and make the firſt Antimaſque, 7 
which they adore, and carry forth the Sat yr, and the Cu- 


rious come up agatn. 


Eyes. Now Fame, how like you this? 
Ears. This falls upon you 

For your neglect. 

Noſe. He ſcorns you, and defics you, 

Has got a Fame on's own, as well asa Fation. 
Eyes. And chele will detie him, to deſpite you. 
Fame. | envy not the 'Amihion, 

"Twill prove bur deifying of a Pompion. 
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Noſe. Well, what is that the Time will now exhibit? 

Eyes. What Gambols? what Devices? what new 
Sports ? 

Ears. You promis'd us, we ſhould have any thing. 

Noſe. That Time would give us all we could imagine. 

Fame, You might imagine fo, I never promis'd it. 

Eyes. Pox, then 'cis nothing. I had now a fancy 
We might have talk'd o the King. 

Ears. Or State. 

Neſe. Or all the World. 

Eyes. Cenſur'd the Counſel, e'er they cenſure us. 

Ears. We do it in Pauls. 

Noſe. Yes, and in all the "Taverns! 

Fame. A comely licence. They that cenſure thoſe 
They ought to reverence, meet they that old curſe, 
To beg their Bread, and feel erernal Winter. 

There's difference 'twixt liberty, and licence. 

N:/:, Why if it be nor char, let it be this then 
(For fince you grant us treedom, we will hold it,) 
Ler's have the giddy World turn'd the Heels upward, 
And ſing a rare black Santws, on his Head, 

Of all things out of order. 

Ejes. No, the Man 
T the Moon dance a Corraento, his Buſh 
At's Back, a fire; and his Dog piping Lachrima 

Ears, Or let's have all the People in an uproar, 
None knowing, why, or to what end: and in 
The midſt of all, ſtare up an old mad Woman 
Preaching of Patience. 

Nofe, No, no, I'ld ha' this, 

Eyes. What ? 

hame. Any thing, 

IMo/e, That could be monſtrous : 

Enough, I mean, A #abel of wild humours, 

Lars, And all diſputing of all things they know not, 

I'yc1, And talking of all men they never licard of, 

Ears. And all together by the Lars o'the ſudden, 

Eyes. And, when the matter is at hotteſt, then 
All tall aſleep. 

Fame. Agree among your ſclves, 

And what it is you'ld have, Ill anſwer you. 

Eyes. O, that we ſhall never do. 

Ears. No, never agree. 

Noſe. Not upon what. 

Ears. I, or unrcalonablc. 

Fyes. Or impolhible. 

Noſe. Let 't be uncivil enough, you hit us right. 

Ears. And a great noilc. 

Eyes. To little, or no purpoſe. 

Noſe. And it there be ſome milchict, *ewill become it. 

Eyes. Bur fee there be no cauſe, as you will anſwer it. 

Fame. "I heſe are meer Monſters. 

Ne{/e. I, all the better. 

Fame. You do abuſe the Time. Theſe are fit freedoms 
For lawleſs Prentices, on a Shroverneſday, 

When they compel the Time to lerve their Riot. 
For drunken Wakes, and ſtrutting Bear-baitings, 
That favour only of their own abuſes. 

Eyes. Why, it not thoſe, then ſomething to make ſport. 

Ears, We only hunt tor novelty, not truth. 

Fame» I'll tic you, though the Time faintly permit it. 


Something that is unlawhul, 


The ſecond Anti-maſque of Tumblers, and Tuglers, brought 
in by the Cat and Fiddle, who make ſport with the Curt- 


ons, and drive them away. 


Fame. Why now they are kindly us'd, like ſuch ſpeRa- 
cors, 

"That know not what they would have. 
The curious are ill natur'd, and like Flies, 
Seck Times corrupted parts to blow upon : 

?ur may the found ones live with tame, and honour, 
Free trom the moleſtation of theſe Inſe&s: 
Who being fled, Fame now pertues her errand. 


Commonly, 


Loud MUSICK. 


To which the whole Scene opens ; where Saturn ſuting with 
Venus #s diſcover'd above, and certain Votatics comine 
oO 


forth below, which are the Chorus. | 


Fame. For you, great King, to whom the Time doth owe 
All his reſpects, and reverence, behold 
How Saturn, urged at requeſt of Lowe, 
Prepares the Obje& to the place to night. 
Within yond* darknefs, Venzs hath found out 
That Hecate (as ſhe is Queen of ſhades ) 
Keeps certain glories ot the Time obicur'd, 
There, for her {elf alone to gaze upon, 
As ſhe did once the fair Endimior. 
Thele, 7e hath promis'd at Loves ſuit to free, 
As being fitter to adorn the Age, 
By you reſtor'd on Earth, moſtfike his own : 
And fill this World of Zcauty here, your Court : 
To which his Bounty, fee, tow Men prepare 
To fit their Votes below, and chronging come 
With longing Paffion to enjoy th efiect ! 
Hark, it is Love begins to Time. Expect. 


Venus. 
Beſide, that i: is done for Love. 
It a work, great Time, will prove 
Thy honour, as Men bopes above. 


Saturn, 
If Love be pletſed, ſo am I : 
Vor Time could never yet deny 
Il bat | ove did ark, if Love knew why, 


Votarics, 
She knew, and hath expreſt it now, 
/ind ſo doth every publick V0 
That heard her why, aud waits thy bow. 


Saturn, 


Tun ſhall not long expef} : with eaſe 
The things come forth, are born to pleaſe : 
Look, have you ſeen ſuch Lights as theſe ? 


The Maſquers are diſcovered, and that which obſcur'd 
them, vaniſheth. 


. Votaries. 
Theſe, theſe muſt ſure ſome wonders be ; 
CHORUS. 


O, what a glory "tus to ſee 

Mens ts, Tim, and Love agree, | A Pauſs. 

There Saturn and Venw paſs away, and the 
Maſquers deſcend. 


CHORUS. 


IWhbat grief, or envy bad it been, 

That theſe, and ſuch had not been ſeen, 
But ſtill obſcur d im ſhade ! 

Who are the glories of the Time, 

Of Youth, and Feature too, the prime, 
Hind for the Light were made ! 


Votaries. 


1 Their very number, bow it takes ! 
2 What Harmony their preſence makes ! 
2 low they inflame the place ! 
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CHORUS. 
New i hey are neerer ſeen, and view d ; 
F.” wiom could Love bave better [we'd * 
Or Time bave done-the grace ? 


Hereco a loud Muſick, they march into their Figure, 


and dance their Entry, or firſt Dance. 


After which Venus. 


The night could not theſe glories miſs, 
Good Time, 1 hope, # ta ne with this. 


Saturn. 
If Time were not, Iam [ure Love «. 
Between us it ſhall be no ſtrife : 
For now 'tis Love gives Time bu life. 


Votaries. 
Let Time then ſo with Love conſpire, 
As ſtraight be ſent into the Court 
A lutle Cupid, arm'd with fire, 
Attended by a yocund Sport, 
To breed delight, and a deſire 
Of being Lighted, in the nobler ſort. 


Saturn. 
The wiſh is crown d, as ſoon as made. 


Votaries. 
And Cupid conquers, &er be doth invade, 
His Vittories of lighteſt trouble prove. 
For there 1s ——_—_ where w LOVC. 


Then follows the main Dance; which done, Cupid, 


Pauſe.) 


with the Sport, goes out. 


Cupid. [To the Maſquers, 


Take breath awhile, young Bloods, to bring 
Your Forces up, whils we go (im 
Freſh charges, to the Beauties here. 


Sport. 
Or, if they charge you, do not fear, 
Though they be better arm'd than you : 
It x but ſtanding the firſt view, 
Hnd then they yield. 


Cupid. 
Or quit the Field. 


Sport. 
Nay, that they || never do. 
They'll ratber fall upon the place, 
Than ſuffer ſuch diſgrace. 
Tou are but Men at beſt, they ſay, 
And they from thoſe ne'er ran away. 


Cupid. [To the King, 


Tow, Sir, that are the Lord of Time, 
Recerve it not as any crime 

*Gainſt Majeſty, that Love and Sport 
To night have entred in your Court, 


Sport. 
Sir, doubt him more of ſome ſurpriſe 
Upon your ſelf. He bath bis Eyes. 
You are the nobleſt Objet# bere, 
And "tis for you alone I fear : 
For here are Ladies, that would give 
A brave reward, t6 make | ove lwe 
IWell all his life, for ſuch a draught. 
And therefore, lock to every ſhaft, 
The IWags a Deacon in bus craff. 


Pauſe.) Cupid. To the Lords 
My Lords, the Honours of the Crown, 
Put off your ſowreneſs, do not frown, 


Bid cares depart, and buſmeſs bence : 
A'little, for the Time d:ſpence. 


-—_- 


Sport. 
Truſt nothing that the Boy lets fall, 
My Lords, be hath plots upon you all. 
A Penſioner unto your IWroes, 
To keep you inuxorious gives, 
And ſo your ſenſe to faſcinate, 
To make you quit all thought of ſtate, 
His amorons queſtions to debate. 
But, hear his Logick, he will prove 
There tis no buſineſs, but to be i love. 


Cupid. 
_ The words of Sport, my Lirds, and courſe. 
Pauſe. ] Your Ladies yet will not think worſe [To the Ladics 
Of Love for this : they ſhall command 
My Bow, my Quiver, and my Hand. 


Sport, 
What, bere ro ſtand 
And kill the Flies ? 
Alas, thy ſervice they deſpiſe. 
One Beauty bere, hath in ber Eyes, 
More Sbafts than from thy Bow er flew, 


Or that poor Quiver knew. 
Theſe Dames, 


They need not Love's, they have Natures flames, 


Cupid. 
I ſee the Beauty, that you ſo report, 


Spore, 
Cupid, you muſt not point in Court, 
Where live ſo many #; @ ſort. 
Of Harmony theſe learn'd their ſpeech, 
The Graces did them footing teach, 
And, at the old Idalian Bralls, 
They danc'd your mother down. She calls. 


Cupid. 
Arm, arm then all. 
Sport. 
Young Bloods come on, 
And charge : Let every Man take one. 
Cupid. 
And try bis fate. 
Sport. 
Theſe are fair Wars. 
And will be carried without ſcars. 


Cupid. 
A joyning, but of feet, and Hands. 
Is all the Time, and Love commands. 
Sport. 
Or if you do their Gloves off-ftrip. 
Or taſte the Nettar of the Lip: 


See, /o you temper your deſores, 
For kiſſes, that yet ſuck not Fires. 


The Revel: follow ; which ended, the Chorws appear 
again, and D:ana deſcends ro Hewppolitas, the whole 
Scene being chang'd to a Wood, out of which he 
comes. | 
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CHORUS. 
The Courtly ſtrife « done, it ſhould _ 
Between the Youths, and Beauties of the Year, 
IWe bope that now theſe Lights will know their Sphere, 
And ſtrive hereafter to ſhine ever bere : 
Like brighteſt Planets, ſtill to move 
Is th* Eye of Time, and Orbs of Love. 


Diana. 
Hippolicus, Hippolicus. 
Hippolitus. 
Diana ? 
Diana. 
She. 


Be ready you, or Cephalus, 
To wait on me. 
Hippolitus. 
Wi ever be. 
Diana. 
Your Goddeſs bath been wrong*d to night, 
By Loves report unto the Time. 
Hippolicus. 
The injury, it ſelf will right, 
ich only Fame bath made a crime. 
For Time #s wiſe, 
And bath bis Ears as perfeft as bu Eyes. 
Saturn. 
Who's that deſcends ? Diana ? 
Votaries. 
Nes. 
Venus. 
By like ber Troop ſhe bath begun to miſs. 
Saturn. 
Let's meet, and queftion what ber Errand is. 


Hippolitus. 
She will prevent thee, Saturn, not excuſe 
Her ſelf unto thee, rather to complain 
That thou and Venus both ſhould [o abuſe 
The name of Dian, as to entertam 
A thonght, that ſhe had purpoſe to defraud 
The T1me, of any glories that were by : 
To do Time honour rather, and applaud 
Hu worth, hath been ber ſtudy. 


Diana. 
And it s. 


I calld theſe TontE*s forth, in their Blood, and prime 
( Out of the honour, that I bore their parts ) 

To make them fitter ſo to ſerve the Time 

By labour, riding, and thoſe ancient arts, 

That firſt enabled Men unto the Wars, 

nd furniſh'd Heaven with ſo many Stars : 


. Hippolitus. 


As Perſeus, Caſtor, Pollux, ad the reft, 

Who were of Hunters firſt, of Men the beſt ; 
Whoſe ſhades do yet remain within yond* Groves, 
Themſelves there ſporting with their nobler loves : 


Diana. 
And ſo may theſe do, if the Time give leave. 


Saturn. 


Chaſt Dian's purpoſe we do now conceive, 
nd jield theret. 


Venus. 
And ſo doth Love. 


Votaries. 
All Votes do in one circle move. 


CHORUS. 


Turn Hunters then, 
agen. 
Hunting, it is the nobleſt exerciſe, 
Makes Men laborious, attive, wiſe, 
Brings Health, and doth the Spirits delight, 
It helps the Hearing, and the Sight : 
It teacheth Arts that never ſlip 
The memory, good borſemanſhip, 
Search, re roy yes and defence, 
And chaſeth all ill habit thence. 
Turn Hunters then, 
agen, 
But not of Men. 
Follow bus ample 3 
And juſt example, 
That hates all chace of Malice, and  Blycd : 
And ſtudies only ways of good, 
To keep [oft Peace m breath, 
Man ſhould not hunt Mankind to death, 
But ſtrike the Enemies of Man; 
Kill Vices if you can : 
They are your wildeſt Beaſts. (Feaſts. 
And when they thickeſt fall, you make the Gods true 
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NEPTI 


UNES 


TRIUMPH 


FOR 


S HE 


RETURN ALBFFOM 
Celebrated ina MasqQue at the Court on the Twelth-night, 1624. 


Onnis & ad reducem jam litat ara Deum, 
Marr. lib. vin. Epig, xiv. 


NEPTUNES 


TRIUMPH 


His Majeſty being ſet, and the loud Muſick ceaſmg. All that is diſcovered of a Sctxe, are two 
erefted Pillars, dedicated to Neptune, with this Inſcription upon the one, NE P. RED. 


On the other, SEC. JOV. 


G CC___——_— 


The Poet entring on the Stage, to diſperſe the Argument, «s 


call'd to by the Maſter-Cook. 
Poet. 


Cook. 
O you hear, you, Creature of diligence, and bu- | 
finefs ? what is the affair, that you pluck for ſo, 
Nothing,but what I colour for, I aſſure you ; and may 
encounter with, I hope, if Luck favour me, the Game- 
ſters Goddeſs. 


under your Cloak ? 


Cook. 
You are a Vetary of hers, it ſeems by your Language. 
What went you upon { may a Man ask you? 


Pet. 

Certainties, indeed Sir, and very good ones ; the pre- 

ſentation of a Maſque ; you'll ſee't, anon. 
Cook. 

Sir, this is my Room, and Region too, the Bangquetting- 
Houſe. And in matter of Feaſt, the Solemnity, —_—_ 
is to be preſented here, but with my acquaintance, an 
allowance to ir. 

Poet. 
You are not his Majeſties Confe&ioner ? Are you? 


Cook. 
No, but one that has as good title to the Room, his 


Maſter-Cook, What are you, Sir ? 


Poct. 


The moſt unprofitable of his ſervants, I, Sir, the Peer. 
A kind of a Chriftmas Ingine : one that is uſed at leaſt 
once a Year, for a trifling inſtrument of wit, or lo. 


Cook. 
Were you ever a Cook ? 

Poet. 
A Cook ? no lurely. 

Cook. 


Then you can be no good Poet : for a good Peet differs 
nothing at all from a Maſter-Cook. Eithers Art is the 
wildom of the Mind. 


Poet. 
As how, Sir ? 
Cook. 
Expect. I am by my place, to know how to pleaſe 


the Palates of the gueſts ; fo, you are to know the Pa- 
late of the times: Itudy the ſeveral taſtes, what every 
Nation, the Spaniard, the Dutch, the French, the I#alloun, 
the Neapolitan, the Britan, the Sicilian, can expect trom 
you, 
Poet. 

That were a heavy and hard task, to ſatisfie Exped?a- 
tion, who is ſo ſevere an exactrefs of duties 3 ever a ty- 
rannous Miſtris: and molt times a prefling Enemy. 


Cook. 


She is a powerful great Lady, Sir, at all times, *and 
muſt be farishied : So mult her Siſter, Madam Curioſity 
who hath as dainty a Palate as ſhe, and theſe will expect. 


Bue 
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C20 m 
Bur, what if they expect more than they underſtand ? 


Cook, 

That's all one, Mr. Peer, you are bound to fatisfic 
them. For there is a Palate of the Underſtanding, as 
well as of the Senſes. The Taſte is taken wich good re- 
liſhes, the Sighe with fair objects, the Hearing with de- 
licate ſounds, the Smelling with pure ſcents, che Feeling 
with ſofe and plump bodies, but the Underſtanding 
with all theſe: tor all which you muſt begin at the Kit- 
Chin. here the Art of Poetry was learn'd, and tound 
out, or no where: and the ſame day, with the Arr of 
Co: kery. 

Poet. 
I ſhould have giv'n it rather to che Cellar, if my fut- 


irage had been askr. 
Cook, 


O, you are for the Oracle of the Berile, I fee; Hogs 
head Tri/megiſtms : he is your Pegaſus, 'Thence flows the 
{ſpring ot your Muſes, from that Hoof. 

Seduced Pver, I do ay to thee, | 
A Boiler, Range, and Drefler were th Fountains 
Of all che Knowledge, in the Unzverſe, 
And thir'+ {12 Kirchin, Where, a Maſter-Cock ? 
Thou diſt nor know the Man! nor canſt thou know 
him ! 
Till thou haſt ſ:rv'd ſome years in that deep School, 
That's both che Nurſe and Mother of the Arts, 
And hear'lt tim read, interpret, and demonſtrate. 
A Muir Cick! why, heis the man of men, 
I o; a P.orctior | He deligns, he draws, 
He paints, he carves, he builds, he fortifies, 
Makes Citadels of curious Fowl, and Fiſh, 
Som< ie dry-ditches, ſome motes round with Broths; 
Mounts Marrow-bones ; cuts fifty-angled Cuſtards; 
Reais Bulwark Pies3 and, for his outer Works, 
He raiſeth Ramparts of immortal Cruſt ; 
And te: heth all the rat{icks at one Dinner : 
Wha. Ranks, what Files, to put his Diſhes in 
The whole /rt Military ! Then he knows 
The influence of the Stars, upon his Meats 3 
And all their ſcafons, tempers, qualities, 
And 1o, to fit his Reliſhes, and Sawces : 
He, has Nature in a Pot ! *bove all the Chimiſts, 
Or bare-breech'd Brethren of the Roſie-Creſs ! 
He is an Archite&, an Ingineer, 
AS ldier, a Phyſician, a Philoſopher, 
A general Mathematiczan ! 
Poet. 


It is granted. 
Cook. 


And, that you may not doubt him for a Peer, 


Poet. 
This Fury ſhews, if there were nothing elſe. 
And *tis Divine ' 
Cook. 
Then, Brother Poet, 


Poet. 
Brother. 
Cook. 
I have a fuit. 
Poet. 
What is it ? 
Cook, 
Your device. 
Poet. 
As*you came in upon me, I was then 
Offering the argument, and this it is. 
Ccok. 
Silence. 


Poet. 
The mighty Neprane, mighty in his ſtiles, 
And large command of Waters, and of Iſles; 
Not as the Lord and Severaign of the Seas, 
But, Chief in the Art of _riding, late did pleaſe 
To fend his Alb: forth, the moſt his own, 
Upon diſcovery, to themſelves beſt known, 
Through Celtiberia; and, to afliſt his courle, 
Gave him his powerful Manager of Herſc, 
With divine Protexs, Father ot diſgdaiſe, 
To wait upon them with his C ounſh wiſe, 
In allextremes. His great commandsbeing done. 
And he defirous to review his Son, 
He doth diſpatch a floting Ifle, trom hence, 
Unto the Heſperian ſhoars, to waft him thence. 
Where, what the arts were,us'd to make him ſtay. 
And how the Syrens woo'd him, by the way, 
What Monſters he encountred on the Coalt, 
How near our general Joy was to be loſt, 
Is not our ſubject now : though all theſe make 
The preſent gladneſs greater, tor their. ſake. 
But what the Triumphs are, the Feaſt, the Sport, 
And proud Solemnities of Neprune's Court, 
Now he is ſafe, and Fawre's not heard in vain, 
But we behold our happy pledge again. 
That wich him, loyal Hippizs is recurn'd, 
Who for it, under ſo much envy, burn'd 
With his own brigheneſs, till her ſtarv'd Snakes ſaw 
What Neprune did impoſe, to him was Law. 


Cook, 
Bute, why not this, till now ? 


Poet. 


—— It was not time, 
To mix this Muſick with the vulgars chime. 
Stay, till tl? abortive, and extemporal din 
Of Balladry, were underſtood a lin, 
Minerva cry'd: that, what tumultuous Verſe, 
Or Proſe could make, or ſteal, they might rehearſe, 
And every Songliter had ſung out his fic; 
That all che Country, and the City-wic, 
Of Bells, and Bonfires, and good Cheer was ſpent, 
And Neprune's Guard had drunk all that they meant ; 
That all che Tales and Stories now were old 
Of the Sea-Monſter Archy, or grown cold : 
The Muſes then might venture, undeterr'd, 
For they love, then, to ſing, when they are heard. 


Cook. 


T like ic well, 'tis handſome : and I have 
Something would fit this. How do you preſent 'em ? 
In a fine Iſland, ſay you ? 
Poet. 
Yes, a Delws : 
Such, as when fair Latona fell in travail, 
Great Neptune made emergent. 


Cook, 
- I conceive you. 

I would have had your Iſle brought floting in, now 
In a brave Broth, and of a ſprightly green, 
Juſt to the colour of the Sea; and then, 
Some twenty Syren:, ſinging in the Kercel, 
With an Arion, mounted on the Back 
Of a grown Conger, but in ſuch a poſture, 
As all the World ſhould take him tor a Dolphin : 
O,*ewould ha' made fuch Muſick * Ha' you nothing, 
But a bare Iſland ? 


Poet. 


Yes, we have a Tree too, 
Which we do call the Tree of Harmony, 
And is the ſame with what we read, the Sun, 
Brought forth in the Indian Muſicaxa firſt, 
And thus it grows. The goodly Bow), being got 


O 


"0 
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To certain Cubits height, from every fide 
The Boughs decline, which taking root afreſb, 
Spring up new Boles, and thoſe ſpring new, and newer, 
Till the whole Tree become a Porticus, 
Or arched Arbour, able to receive 
A numerous "Troop, ſuch as our Albion, 
And the Companions of his journey are. 
And this they lit in. 
Cook, 
Your prime Maſquer: ? 
Poet. 


Yes. 


Cook, 
But where's your Anti maſque now, all this while ? 
I hearken after chem. 
Poet. 
Faith, we have none. 
Cook, 
None? 
Poet. 
None, I aſſure you, neither do I think them 
A worthy part of preſencation, 
Being things fo heterogene,to all device, 
Meer Ey-works, and act beſt Out-landiſh nothings. 
Cook, 


O, you are all the Heaven awry ! vir. 

For Blood of Poetry, running in your Veins, 

Make not your felt 1o ignorantly ſimple ; , 

Becaulz, Sir, you ſhall fee I am a Poer, 

No lets than Cook, and that I find you want 

A ſpecial ſervice here, an pres 2 

I'll tic you with a diſh out of the Kitchin, 

Such, as I think, will take the preſent Palates, 

A me«apborical diſh ! And, do but mark, 

How a good wit may jump with you. Are you ready, 
Child ? 

(Had there bin Mask, or no Mask, I had made it.) 


Child of che boiling Houle. 
Child. 


Here, Father. 
Cook, 
Bring forth the Pot. It is an Olla Podrida, 
But I have Perſons, to preſent the Mcats. 
Poet. 
Perſons ! 
Cook, 


Such as do reliſh nothing, but 4; fato, 
gn in another faſhion, than you dream of ) 

now all things the wrong way, talk of the Afﬀairs, 
The Clouds, the Cortines, and the Myſterics 
That are afoot, and, from what Hands they have 'em 
( The Malter of the Elephant, or the Camels ) 
What correſpondences are held ; the Poſts 
That go, and come, and know, almoſt, their minutes, 
All but their bulinefs : Therein, they are Fiſhes ; 
Bur ha* their Garlick, as the Proverb ſays, 
They are our Queſt of Enquiry, after News. 


Poet. 
Together with their learned Authors ? 


Child. 
Yes, Sir, 
And of the Epiczne gender, Hees, and Shees : 
Amplibion Archy is the chict. 


Cook. 
Good Boy ' 
The Child is learned too. Note but the Kitchin, 
Have you put him, into the Por, for Garlick ? 


Child. 
One in his Coat, ſhall ſtink as ſtrong as he, Sir, 
And his friend Giblets with him. 


Cook. 


They are two, 
That give a part of the ſeaſoning. 4 


Poet. 


I conceive 
'The way of your Gally-mawfrey. 


Cook. 


| You will like it, 
When they come pouring out of the Por together. 


Child. 
Q, it che Pot had been big enough ! 


Cook. 
What then, Child ? 


Child. 
[ had pur in the Elephant, and one Camel, 
At leaſt, tor Beet. 
Cook. 
But, whom ha' you put for Partridge ? 
Child. 
A brace of Dwarfs, and delicate plump Birds ! 


Cock. 
And whom for Mutton, and Kid ? 


Child. 
A fine lac'd Mutton, 
Or ewo; and either has her frisking Husband : 
That reads her the Corranto, every Week. 
Grave Mr. Ambler, News-maſter o' Pauls, 
Supplies your Capon ; and grown Captain Buz 
(His Emiſſary ) under-writes for Turky; 
A Gentleman of the Forreſt preſents Pheaſant, 
And a plump Poultrers Wite, in Graces ſtreec, 
Plays Hen with Eggs the Belly, or a Coney, 
Chuſe which you will, 
Cook. 
But, where's the Bacon, Thom ? 


Child. 
Hogrel the Butcher, and the Sow his Wife, 
Are both there. 
Cook. 
It is well, go, diſh *em out. 
Are they well boild ? 
Cbild. 


| Podrids ! 


Poet. 
What's that? rotten ? 
Cook. 
O, that they muſt be. There's one main ingredient 
We have forgot, the Artichoke. 


Child. 
No vir. 
I have a Fruiterer, with a cold red Noſe, 
Like a blue Fig, performs ir. 


Cook. 


The Fruit looks ſo. 
Good Child, go pour *em out, ſhew their concoction. 
They muſt be rotten boild, che Broth's the belt ore, 
And that's the Dance. The Stage here is the Charger. 
And Brother Peer, though the ſerious part 
Be yours, yet, envy nor the Cook his Arr. 


Poet, 
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Poet, | 
Not I. Nam lu/1rs ipſe Triumph amat. 


The Antimaſque is danc'd by the Perſons deſcrib'd, coming out 
of rhe Per. 


Poet. 
Well, now, expect the Scene it ſelf; it opens: 


The Iftand is diſcovered, the Maſquers ſitting in their fe- 
veral Sieges. The Heavens opening, and Apollo, with 
Mercury, ſome Muſes, and the Goddels Harmony, make 
the Mukfick, the while the Iſland moves forward, Pro 
texs litting below, and Apolio lings. 


SONG. 


Apollo. 

Look forth, the Shepherd of the Seas, 
And of the Ports that keey'ſt the Keys, 
And to your Neptune tell, 

H#us Albion, Prince of all bs Iſles, 
For whom the Sea and Land ſo ſmiles, 
Is home returned well. 


CHORUS 


And be it thought no common Cauſc, 

That, to it, ſo much wonder draws, 
And all the Heavens conſent, 

Hiuth Harmony, to tune their Notes, 

In anſwer to the Publick Votes, 
That for it up were ſent. 


It was no envious Stepdames Rage ; 
Or Tyrants Malice of the Age, 
That did imploy hims forth : 
But ſuch a Wiſdom that would prove, 
By ſending him their Hearts, and Love, 
That elſe might fear bis Worth. 


By this time, the Iſland hath joyned it ſelf with the Shore : 
And Protea, Portwnws, and Saron ; come forth, and go 
up ſinging to the Stare, while the Maſque:s rake time 


to Land. 
SONG, 


: Proteus. 
1! now the Pop of Neptunes Triumph ſhines ! 
And all the Glories of his great Deſigns 


Are-read, refletled, im bis Sons return ! 


Portunus. 


How all the Eyes, the Looks, the Heart here burn 
At his Arrroal ! 
Saron. 
Theſe are the true Fires 


Are made of Toys ! 


Proteus. 
Of longing ! 
Portunus, 
Of Deſires ! 
Saron. 
Of Hopes ! 
Proteus. 
of Fears 4 
Portunus. 
No intermitted Blocks. 
Saron. 
But pure affections, and from odorons S tocks ! 
CHORUS. 


*Tis incenſe all, that flames! 
And theſe Materials ſcarce have Names | 


| Hail, Reverend Structure! Boaſt no more to us 


P— 
— ————— 


Proteus. 
My King looks bigher, as he ſcorn'd the Wars 
Of Winds, and with his Trident touch'd : 52 St; 
There u no wrinkle in his Brow, or Fromn, 
But as bis Cares he would in Nectar dr +1», 
And all the Silver-footed Nymphs were 4) eſt, 
T6 wait upon him, to the Oceans Feaſt. 
Portunus. 
Or, bere in Rows upon the Banks were ſet, 
And had their ſeveral Hairs made into Net 
To catch the Youths in, as they come on ſhore. 
Saron, 
How ! Galatea ſighing' O, no more, 
Baniſh your Fears. 


= m_ 


Porcunus. 


: And Doris dry your Tears. 
Albion is come. 


Proteus. 
And Haliclyon too, 
was charg'd to do, 


That kept his ſide, as be 
With wonder. 
Saron. 
— And the Syrens have him not. 
Portunus. 
Though they no Prattice, nor no Arts forgot, 
That might have won him, or by charm, or ſong. 
Proteus. 


Or laying forth their Treſſes all al 
Upon the glaſſy Waves o "0 


Portunus. 
Then droing : 
Proteus. 
* ” Then, 
Up with their Heads, as they were mad of Men. 
| Saron, 
And there the bigbeſt-going Billows crown, 
Until ſome luſty Sea-God pull'd them down. 
CHORUS. 
See: He us bere 


Proteus. 
Great Maſter of the main, 
Receive thy dear, and precious Pawn again. 


CHORUS. 
Saron, Portunus, Proteus, bring bim thus, 
Safe, as thy Subjetts Wiſhes gave Gam ts : 
And of thy glorious Trimwmph let it be 
No leſs @ part, that thou their Loves doeft ſee, 
Than that bis ſacred Head's return'd to thee. 


This ſung, the Iſland goes back, whilſt the upper Chorns 
rakes it from them, and the Maſquers prepare for their 


Figure. 
CHORUS. 
Spring all the Graces of the Age, 
And all the Loves of time ; 
Bring all the Pleaſtres of the Stage, 
And Reliſhes of Rhime : 
Add all the Softneſſes of Courts, 
The looks, the laugbters, and the ſports : 
And mingle all their ſweets and ſalts, 
That none may ſay, the Triumph halts. 


Here the Maſquers dance their Entry, 


Which done, the firſt Proſpective of a Maritime Palace, or the 


Houſe of Oceanus « diſcovered, with loud Muſick. 
Hnd the other above is no mere ſeen. 


Poet. 
Behold the Palace of Oczanxs ! 


Thy 
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Thy being ablz, all che Gods to feaſt 3 
We have ſeen enough 3 our Albion was thy Gueſt. 


Then follows the Main Dance. 


After which the Second Pro/pett of the Sea x ſhown to the 
former Muſick. 


Peet. 


Now turn and view the Wonders of the deep, 
Where Pycterrs Herds, and Neptune's Orks do keep, 
Where all is plough'q, yer ſtill the Paſture's green, 
The ways are-found, and yet no paths are f2en. 


There Proteus, Portunus, Saron, go wp to the Ladies 
with this Song. 


Proteus. 
Come, Noble Nymphs, and do not hide 
The Toys, for which you ſo provide: 
Saron. 
If not to mingle with the Men, 
What do you here? go bome agen. 


Portunus. 

Your Dreſſings 4o confeſs, 
By what we ſee ſo curtous parts 
Of Pallas, and Arachne's Arts, 

That you could mean no leſs. 
Proteus. 

Why do you wear the Silk worms Toils ? 
Or glory in the Shell-Fiſh Spoils ? 
Or ſtrive to ſhew the Grams of Oar, 
That you have gather'd on the Sboar, 

Whereof to make a ſtock 
To graft the greener Emerald on, 
Or any better-water'd Stone ? 


Saron. 
Or Ruby of the Rock? 
Proteus. 
Why do you ſmell of Amber-greaſe, 
Of which was formed Neprune's Neice, 


The Queen of Love : unleſs you can 
Like Sea born Venus love a Man ? 
Saron. 
Try, put your ſelves untot. 


CHORUS 


Yowr looks, your ſmiles, and thoughts that meet, 
Ambrotian Hands, and Silver Feet, 
Do promiſe you will do't. 


The Revel: follow. 
Which ended, the Fleet is diſcovered, while the three Cor- 


nets play. _ 
49, 


Tis time, your Eyes ſhould be refreſhe at length 
Wich ſomething now, a part of Neptwne's ſtrength, 


Sze yond?* his Fleet, ready to go or come, 
Or terch the Riches of the Ocean home, 
So to ſecure him, both in Peace and Wars, 
Till nor one Ship alone, burall be Stars. 


—- '— + <4 
. 


A Shout within follows. 
After which the Cook emters. 


Cook, 


'Thare another Szrvice for you, Brother Poer; a Diſh of 
p'ciled Sylors, fine fale Sea-boys, (hall reliſh like Ancho- 
V5, OF Caveare, todraw down a Cup of Ne#ar, in the 
Skirts of a Night. 

Sayers. 
Come away, Poys, the Townis ours, hey for Neptune, 
and our Younz Matter. 
Poet. 
He knows the Compaſs, and the Card, 
While Caſter fits on the Main Tad, _} 
And Pollux too, to help your Hayles 3- 
And bright Leucorbee, fills your Sails: 
Arion (ings, the Dolphins. ſwim, 
And, all the way, to gaze on him. 


The Antimaſque of Saylors, 


Then the laſt Songito the while Muſick, five Lutes, three 
C:rnets, and tex Voices. 


SONG. 


Proteus. 
Although we wiſh the Triumph till might 1, 
For ſuch a Prince, and his "tx ar : F 
Yet now, great Lord of Waters, and of Iſles, 
Give Proteus leave to turn unto bis wiles. 
Portunus. 


find, whilſt young Albion doth thy laheurs eaſt, 
Diſpatch Portunus tothy Ports. 


Saron. 


And Saron to thy Seas : 
To meet 014 Nereus, with bis Fifty Girls, 
From aged Indus laden home with Pearls, 
fnd Orient Gums, to burn unto thy name. 

CHORUS. 

And may thy Subjetts Hearts be all on flame, 
Whilſt thou deſt keep the Earth in firm Eſtate, 
And "mong ſt the Winds, do ſt [affer no debate, 
But both at Sea, and Land, our Powers increaſe, 
With Health, and all the Golden Gifts of Peace. 


The laſt Dance. 


THE EN D. 
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ANNIVERSARY: 


OR THE 


Shepherd's Holy-Day. 


The Scene 


ARCADI A. 


As it was Preſented at Court before King FAMES. 1625. 


0” 


— 


The Inventors, INIGO FONES. BEN. FOHNSON. 


The firſt Preſentation is of Three Nymphs, ſtrewing ſe- 
veral ſorts of Flowers, followed by an Old Shepherd, 
with a Cenſer and pertumes. 


Nymph I. 


His, thus begin the Yearly Rites 
Are dueto P AN on theſe bright Nights, 
His Morn now riſeth, and inunes 
To Sports, to Dances, and Delights : 
All Envions, and Profane, away, 
This u the Shepherd's Holy-day. 


Nymph II. 
Strew, ftrew the glad and ſmiling Ground 
Writh every Flower, yet not confound 
The Prime-Roſe drop, the Spring's own Spouſe, 
Bright Days-Eyes, and the Lips of Cows, 
The Garden-Star, «be Queen of May, 
The Roſe, to crown the Holy-day. 


Nymph III. 


Drop, drop, you Violets, change your Hues, 
New red, now pale, as Lovers uſe, 
And in your Death go out as well, 
&s when you lid unto the ſmell : 
That from your Odour all may ſay, 
Thus us the Shepherd's Holy-day. 


Shepherd. 


Well done, my pretty ones, rain Roſes Fill, 
Until the laſt be dropt : Then honce ; and fill 


Your fragrant Prickles for a Second Shower, 

Bring Corn-Flag, Tulips, and Adonis Flower, 

Fair Ox-Eye, Goldy-locks, and Columbine, 

Pinks, Goulands, King-Cups, and ſweet Sopr-in-wine, 
Blue Harebells, Pagles, Panſies, Calaminth, 
Flower-gentle, ps, the fair-bair'd Hyacimtb, 

Brmg rich Carnations, Flower-de-luces, Lilies, 

The Checqu'd, and puryle-ringed Daffodillies, 

Bright Crown Imperial, King Spear, Holy-hocks, 
Sweet Venus Navil, and ſoft Lady-Smocks, 

= too, ſore Branches forth of Daphne's Hair, 
And gladde## Myrtle for theſe Poſts to wear, 

With Spikenard weav'd, and Marjoram between, 
And ſtar'd with Tellow-Golds, and Meadows Queen, 
That when the Altar, as it ought, is dref, 

More Odowr come not from the Phenix Neſt ; 

The breadth thereof Panchaia may envy, 

The Colowrs China, and the Light the Sky. 


Loud Mulick. 


The Scene opens, and in it are the Maſquer: diſcover d, ſitting 
about the Foumtain of Light. 


The Muſitiam attir'd like the Prieſts of Pan fanling in the 
WWork beneath them, when entreth to the Old Sheruumd, 


A Fencer flouriſhing. 


Room for an Old Trophy of Time; a Son of the 
Sword, a Servant of Mars, the Minion of che Mules, 
and a Maſter of Fence. One that hatn ſhown his Quar- 
ters, and plaid his Prizes at ail che Games of Greece in his 

TIHETTLC 


— > 


time; as Fencing, Wreſtling, Leaping, Dancing, what 
not 2 And hath now uſher'd hither, by the Light of my 
long Sword, certain bold Boys of Beoria, who arc come 
to challenge the Arcadians at their own Sports, call them 
forth on their own Holy-day, and dance them down on 
their own Green {waith, 


Shepherd. 


'Tis boldly attempted, and muſt be a Beotian Enter- 
priſe, by the Face of it, trom all the parts of Greece elle, 
eſpecially at this time, when the beſt, and bravelt Spirits 
of Arcadia, called rogether by the excellent Arcas, are 
yonder fitting about the Fountain of Light, in conful- 
cation of what Honours they may do the great Pan, by 
increaſe ot Anniverlary Riccs, fitted to the Mulick of 
his Peace. 

Fencer. 

Peace to thy Pan, and mum to thy Muſick, Swain : 
There is a Tinker of Thebes a-coming, called Epam, with 
his Kettle, will make all Arcad:a ring of him: What are 
your Sports for the purpoſe ? ſay, it tinging, you ſhall 
be ſung down; it dancing, danc'd down. There is no 
more to be done with you, but know what ; which it is, 
and you are in Smoke, gone, vapour'd, vaniſh'd, blown, 
and (as a Man would ſay) in a word ot Two Syllables, 


Nothing. Mn 
Pp rd. 


This is ſhort, though not fo ſweet. Surely the better 
part of the Solemnity here will be dancing. 


Fencer. 

Enough : They ſhall be met with inſtantly in eheir 
own Sphere, the Sphere oft their own Activity, a Dance. 
But by whom, expect : No Cynetbeian, nor Satyrs 3 but 
(as I ſaid) Boys of Bevtia, things of Thebes, (the Town 
is ours, Shepherd) mad merry Greeks, Lads of Litz, that 
haveno Gall in us, but all Air and Sweetrneſs. A Tooth- 
drawer is our Foreman, that it there be but a bitter Tooth 
in the Company, it may be called out at a twitch ; He 
doth conimand any Man's Teeth out of his Head upon 
che Point of his Poynard ; or tickles them torch wich his 
Riding Rod : He draws teeth a Horſc-back in full ſpeed, 

et he will dance a foot, he hath given his Word : He 15 
\ orgies of the Mouth to the whole Brotherhood, and 
is charged to foe their Gums be clean, and their Breath 
ſweet, at a minutes warning. Then comes my Learned 
Theban, the Tinker, 1 cold you of, with his Kettle-Drum 
(before and atter) a Maſter of Muſick, and a Man of 
Metal , He beats the March to the 'T une of Tickle-foot, 
Pam, Pam, Pam, brave Epam with a Nonudas. That's the 


Strain. 
Shepbe rd. 


A high one. 


Fencer. 


Which is followed by the Trace, and Tract of an Ex- 


cellent Juggler, chat can juggle with every Joint about 
*him, from Head to Heel. He can do Iricks with his 
"Toes, wind Silk, and thread Pearl with them, as nimble 
a fine Fellow ot his Feet, as his hands : For there is a no- 


ble Corn-cutter his Companion, hath fo pared, and tiniti- ! 


ed them Indeed, he hath taken it into his care, to 
reform the Feet of all, and fir all cheir tooting to a torm ; 
only ones play-foot in the company, ant he is a Bellows: 
mender, allow'd, who hath the looking to of all cheir 
Lungs by Patent, and by his place is to fer that Leg atore 
ſtill, and with his putts, keeps chem in breath, during plea- 
ſure : A Tinder box-man, to ſtrike new tire into them at 
every turn, and where he {pics any brave Spa: k that is in 
danger to go out, ply him with a Match preſently, 


Shepherd. 
A moſt policick provilion. 
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Fencer, 

Nay, we have made our proviſions beyond Example, 
I hope. For tothele there is annexed a Clock-keeper, a 
grave perſon, as Time himſelf, who is to fee that they all 
Keep time to a nick, and move cvery Elbow in orCer, c- 
very Knee in compaſs. He is towind them 1p, and draw 
them down,as he fe:5 cauſe: Thenis there a ſubtle ſhrewd 
bearded Sir, that hath been a Politician, but is now a Ma- 
ker of Moule-traps, a great Ingineer yet; and he is to 
catch the Ladics favours in the Dance; with cert1in 
Cringes he is to make 3 and to bait their Benevolence. Nor 
can we voubt of the ſucceſs. for we have a Prophet amongſt 
us of that peremptor y pare, a Taylor, or Maſter-Faſhion- 
er, that hath tound it our in a painted Cloth, or lome old 
Hanging (for thofe are his Library) that we mutt conquer 
in fuch a time, and fuch a half time; theretore bids us go 
on crols-legg'd, or however thread the Needles of our own 
Happinefs, go through-ſtirch with all, unwind the Clew of 
our Garcs ; he hath taken meaſure of our Minds, and wi!l 
fic our Fortune to our footing, And to better allure us, 
at his own charge, bringshis Philoſopher with him, a great 
Clerk,who (they lay)can write, and it is ſhrewdly fulpea- 
el but he can read too. And he is to take the wiole D..n- 
ces tron: the toot by Brachygraphy, and fo make a Men:c- 
ial, 1 nota Map of the Buſlinek. Come forth, Lads, and 
GO YOur OWN turns. 


The Anti-maſque ts Danced. After which 


Fencer. 


How like you this, Shepherd ? was not this Gear gotten 
on a Uoly day ? : 
Shepherd. 


Faith, your Folly may deſerve Pardon, becauſe it hath 
delighted: Burt beware of prefuming, or how you offer 
comparilon with Perſons fo near Deities. Behold where 
they are, that are now forgiven you, whom ſhould you 
provoke again with the like, they will juſtly puniſh chac 
with Anger, which they now Citmils with Contempt. A- 
way. 


And come, you prime Arcadians forth, that tanght 
By PAN the Rites of true Society, 

From bu loud Mufick, all your Mnners wrang{t, 
And mail: your Commun-We alth a Harmony, 
Commending ſo to all Pofterity, 

Tour Innocence from that fair Fount of Light, 
As till you fit without the Injury 

Of any Rudeneſs, F olly can, or Spight : 

Dance from the top of the Lycxan Mountain, 
Down to thu Valley, and with nearer Eye 

Enjoy, what long m that illumin'd Fountain 

| Tu did far off, but yet with wonder ſpy. 

' 


Hymn I. 
i 1. Of P AN we ſing, the beit of Singers, P AN, 


' That taught ms Swains, bow firſt to tune our Lays, 
| find on the Pipe more Airs than Phaghus can. : 
i Cho. Hear, O you Groves, and Hilis re/cund bs Praile. 
2. Of PAN we ſing, the beſt of Leaders, P A N, 
That leads the Nayad's, and the Drzads forth; 
| And to their Dances more than Hermes can. 
Cino. Hear, O you Groves, and Flills, reſcund bis Worth. 
3. Of PAN we fing, the bijt of Humers, P AN, 
. That drives the Hart to [eek nnuled ways, 
find inthe chace more than Sylvanus can. 
; Cho. Hear, O jou Groves, ani Its, reſornd bs Ps :iſes 
| 4 Of PAN we fing, the b.{t of Sbepberds, PAN, 
That keep cur Flocks, and ws, and beth leads forth 
To butter Paſtures than great Paic. can. | 
Cho. Hear, O y:u Groves, and Hi. 


'F _— 
y Te/cuma 18 F.F27., 
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And while bu Powers, and Praiſes thus we ſing, 
The Valleys let rebound, and all the Rivers ring. 


The Maſquers deſcend, and dance their Entry. 


Hymn IL. 
PAN &« our All, by him we breath, we live, 


We move, we are; *Tuw be our Lambs doth rear, 
Our Flocks doth bleſs, and from the Store doth give 
The warm and finer Fleeces that we wear. 

He keeps away all Heats and Colds, 

Drives all Diſeaſes from our Folds : 

Makes every where the Spring to dwell, 

The Ewes to feed, their Udders ſwell : 

But if he frown, the Sheep (alas) 

The Shepherds wither, and the Graſs. 
Strive, #Htrive to pleaſe him then by [till increaſing thus 
The Rites are due to him, who doth all Right for as. 


The main Dance. 


Hymn III. 


If yet, if yet 
Pan's Orpies you will further fit, 

See where ite Silver footed Fays do ſit, 
The Nymphs of Wood and Water 3 
Each Trees, and Fountains Daughter, 

Go take them forth, it will be good 
To ſee ſome wave it like a Wood, 
And others wind it like a flood: 
In Springs, 
Anda Rings, 
Till the _—_ it brings, 
Wakes Echo from her Seat. 
The cloſes to repeat. 
(Ech. The cloſes to repeat) 
Echo the trueſt Oracle on ground. 
Though nothing but a ſound, 
(Ech. Though nothing hut a ſound.) 
Below'd of Pan, the Valleys Queen. 
(Ech. The Valleys Queen. 
And often beard, though never ſeen, 
(Ech. Though never ſeen. 


RKEVELS 


Fencer. 


Room, room there : where are you, Shepherd ? Iam 
come again with my Second Part of my bold Bloods, the 
' brave Gameſters: who aſſure you by me, that they per- 
ceive no ſuch wonder in all is done here, but that they 
dare adventure another 'Tryal. They look for ſome ſheep- 


iſh Devices here in Arcadia, not theſe, and therefore a 
Hall, a Hall they demand. 


Shepherd. 


Nay, then they are palt pity, let them come, and not 
expect the Anger of a Deity to purſue them, but mer 
them. They have their puniſhmeat with their Fat. They 
(hall be Sheep. 

| Fencer. 

O ſpare me, by the Law of Nations, I am but their 
Ambaſlador. 

Shepherd. 


You ſpeak in time, Sir. 
IL ANTIMASQUE. 


Shepherd. 


Now let them return with their ſolid Heads, and carr 
their Stupidity into Beotza, whence they brought it, wit 
an Emblem of themſelves, and their Country. This is 
too pure an Air for fo groſs Brains. 


End you the Rites, and ſo be ear'd 
Of theſe, and then great Pan « plead. 


Hymn IV. 


Great Pan, the Father of our Peace and Pleaſure, 
Who giv ſt us all ths leiſure, 
Hear what thy ballow'd Troop of Herd(men 
For this their Holy day, ” Page 
And how their Vows to thee, they in Lycxum pay. 


So may our Ewes receive the mounting R ams, 
And we bring thee the earlieſt of our Lambs : 
So may the firſt of all our Fells be thine, 
And both the beeſtning of our Goats and Kine ; 
A's thou our Folds doſt ſtill ſecure, 
And keey*ft our Fountains ſweet and pure 
Driv|t hence the Woolf, the Toad, the Brock, 
Or other Vermine from the Flock. 
That we _—_—_ by Thee, and thou obſery'd by us, 
May bath live ſafe in ſhade of thy lov'd Maznalus. 


Shepberd. 


Now each return unto bis Charge, 

fnd though to day you bave lwy'd at large, 
And 997 | a Flocks bave fed their fill, 
Yet do not tru#t your Hirelings Fill. 

See youd' they go, and timely do 

The Office you have put them to: 

But if you often grove thus leave, 

Your Sleep, and you they will decerve. 
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Preſented by the Ghoſt of Captain Cox mounted in his Hoby-horſe, 1626. 


— 


Capt. Cox. 


Oom, room, for my Horſe will wince, 
If he come within ſo many yards of a Prince, 
And though he have not on his Wings, 
He will do ſtrange things. 
He is the Pega/ws that uſes 
To wait on Warwick Muſes ; 
And on gaudy-days he paces R 
Before the Coventry Graces 3 
For to tell you crue, and in Rhime, 
He was foal'd in Q. El:zaberh's time, 
When the great Earl of Leſter 
In this Caſtle did feaſt her. 
Now, 1 am not fo ſtupid 
To think, you think me a Cupid ; 
Or a Mercury, that fit him: 
Though theſe Cocks here would fit him. 
But a Spirit very civil, 
Neither Poets God, nor Devil, 
An old Kenelwortb Fox, 
The Ghoſt of Captain Cox, 
For which I am the bolder, 
To wear a Cock on each Shoulder, 
This Captain Cox, by St, Mary, 
Was at Bullen with King Hary ; 
And (if ſome do not vary) 
Had a goodly Library, 
By which he was diſcerned 
© be one of the Learned, 
To entertain the _ here, 
When laſt ſhe was ſeen here. 
And for the Town of Coventry 
To act to her Soveraignty. 
But fo his Lot fell our, 
That ſerving then atoor, 
And being a lictle Man ; 
When the Skirmiſh began 
*Twixt the Saxon and the Dane, 
(For thence the Story was tane) 


He was not ſo well ſeen 

As he would have been o' the Queen. 
Though this Sword were ewice 1o long 
As any Mans elſe in the throng; 
And for his fake, the Play 

Was call'd for the ſecond day. 

But he made a Vow 

(And he performs it now) 

That were he alive or dead, 
Hereafter, it ſhould never be ſed 
But Cape. Cox would ſerve on Horſe 
For better or for worſe, 

It any Prince came hither. 

And his Horſe ſhould have a Feather; 
Nay, fuch a Prince it mighe be 
Perhaps he ſhould have three, 

Now, Sir (in your approach) 
The rumbling of your Coach 
Awaking me, (his Ghoſt) 

1 come to play your Holt ; 

And feaſt your Eyes and Ears, 
Neither with Dogs, nor Bears, 
Though that have been a fit 

Ot our Main-ſhire wir, 

In times heretofore, 

But now, we have got a lictle more. 

Theſe then that we preſent 
With a moſt loyal Intent 
And (as the Author faith) 

No ill meaning to the Catholick Faith. 
Are not ſo much Beaſts, as Fowls, 

But a very Neſt of Owls, 

And natural, fo thrive I, 

I found them in the Ivy, 

A thing, that though I blundred at, 

lt may in time be wondred at, 

If che Place but affords 

Any ſtore ot lucky Birds, 

As I make 'em to fluſh 

Each Owl out of his Buſh, 

Now, theſes Owls (ome fay) were men 
And they may be @ agen, 
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If onc« they endure the Light 
Ot your Highnels fight : 

For Bank-1upts, we have known 
Riſeto more than their own. 
With a little lictle favour 

Ot the Princcs favou:. 

Bur, as you like their 71 :1cks, 

Fl ſpring *em, they are bur fix. 


Hey, Owl firſt. 


This Bird is London bred 

As you may ſee by his Horn'd-head. 
Am had like to have been tane 
Art his Shop in Ivy lane, 

Whe:e he fold by the Penny 
Tobacco, as good as any ; 

Bur, whether it did provoke 
His Conſcicnce, he fold Smoke ; 
Or tome other Toy he took, 
"Towards his calling to look : 
II: tled by Moon ſhine thence ; 
And broke 1or Sixteen pence. 


Hey, Owl ſecond. 


This too, the more is the pity 

Is of the breed, of the ſame City ; 
A true Owl of London 

That gives out he is undone, 
Being a Cheeſ-monger, 

By cruſting ewo ot the younger 
Captains, for the hunger 

Ot their halt-ſtarv'd number ; 
Whom lince they have ſhipt away : 
And lctt him God to pay, 

Witch thoſe Ears tor a Badge 

Ot their dealing with his Madge. 


A pure native Bird 
This, and though his hue 

Be not Coventry-blue, 

Yer is he uncdone 

By the thred he has ſpun, 

For ſince the wile Town 

Has let the Sports down 

Ot May-games, and Morris, 

For which he righe ſorry is: 

Where the Maids, and their Makes, 
At dancings, and Wakes, 

Had cheir Napkins, and Poſes, 

And the wipers tor their Noles. 

And their Smocks all-be-wrought 
With his Thred which chey bought, 


Hey, Owl third. 


{ 


It now lies on his Hands, 
And having neither Wit nor Lands, 
Is ready to hang, or choke him,'! 
In a Skein of that, that broke him. 
Hey, Owl fourth. 
Was once a Bankrupt of worth ; 
And baving run a ſhiſtin Race 
At laft by Money, and Grace, 
Got him 4 Serjeants Place, 
And to be one of Chace. - 
A full Fortnight was not ſpent, 
But out comes the Parliament, 
Takes away the uſe of his Mace, 
And left him ina worſe, then his firſt Caſe. 
H:y, Owl the fitth. 
But here was a defeat, 
Never any fo great, 
Of a Don, a Spaniſh Reader, 
Who had thought to have been the Leader 
(Had the Match gone on) 
Of our Ladies one by one, 
And triumphe our whole Nation, 
In his Redomant Faſhion : 
But now ſince the Breach, 
He has not a Scholar to teach. 
Hey, Owl ſixth. 
The Bird-bringer up is a Knight, 
But a paſſionate. wight, 
Who, tince the At againſt ſwearing, 
(The Tale's worth your hearing) 
In this ſhort times growth 
Hath at Twelve pence an Oath ; 
For that (I take it) is the Rate, 
Sworn himſelt out of his Eſtate. 
The third varied. 
A Crop-ear'd Scrivener, this, 
Who when he heard but the whil- 
r of Moneys to come down, 
Fright got him out of Town 
With all the Bills and Bands 
Of other Mens in his Hands, 
And cry'd, who will drive the Trade, 
Sing. ſuch a Law they had made: 
It was not he that broke. 
Two i” the hundred ſpoke. 
Nor card he for the Curſe, 
He could not hear much worſe, 
He had his Ears in his Purſe. 


THE END. 
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Celebrated m a M A $ 


Q U E Delignd for the Court on the 


Twelſth-night, 1626. 


Hic chores, cantuſque Vigent. 


The FORTUNATE ISLES. 


His Majeſty being er, 


Entreth m, running, JOuP HEL, an Airy Opt 
rit, and (according to the Magi) the Intelli- 
ence of Jupiter s Sphere : Attired im light 
Silks of ſeveral Colours, with Wings of the ſame, 
a bright yellow Hair, a Chaplet of Flowers, 
blue fuk Stockings, and Pumps, and Gloves, 
with a ſilver Fan m his Hand. 


7 OHPHIEL. 


By ke a lightning from the Sky, 
Or an Arrow ſhot by Love, 
Or a Bird of his let fly; _ 
Be't a Sparrow, or a Dove : 
With that winged haſt, come I, 
Looſed from the Sphere of Fove, 
To wiſh Good-nighe 
To your Delight. 


To bim enters @a Melancholick Student, in bare and worn 
Clothes, ſlrowded under an obſcure Cloke, and the Eves of 
an old Hat, fetching a deep ſigh, bis name, Mr. Mere- 
Fool. 

Meres Fool. 
Oh, oh! 


Tobphiel. 
In Saturn's name, the Father of my Lord ! 
What over-charged piece of Melancholy 
Is this, breaks in berween my Wiſhes thus, 
With bombing ſighs ? 
Mere-Fosl. 
No! no Intelligence ! 


A. 


Not yet !.and all my Vows now nine days old! 
Blindneſs of Fate ! Puppies had ſeen by this time : 
Bur I ſee nothing! that I ſhould! or would ſee ! 
What mean the Brethren of the Rofie-Croſs, 

So to deſert their Votary! 


Fobphiel. 

O ! "tis one 
Hath vow'd himſelf unto that Airy Order, 
And now is gaping for the Fly they promisd kim. 
PI mix a lictle wich him for my Sport. 
Mere-Fool. 
Have I both in my Lodging and my Dyer, | 
My Clothes, and every other folemn L 
Obſerv'd 'em ! made the naked Boards my Bed ! 
A Fagot for my Pillow ! hungred fore ! 


Fobphbiel. 


Mere-Fool, 
To look gaunt, and lean ! 


Tobphiel. 
Mere- Fool. 


(Who's that ?) yes, and outwatche, 
Yea, and out-walked any Ghoſt alive 
In ſolitary Circle, worn my 
Knees, Arms, and Elbows our ! 


Jobpbiel. 
Ran on the Score ! 
Mere- Fool. 


That have I (who ſuggeſts that?) and for more 
Then I will ſpeak of, co abate this Fleſh, 
And have not gain'd the ſight ; 
Fobphiel. 
Nay ſcarce the ſenſe. 
Mere- Fool. 
(Voice, thou art right) of any thing but a cold 


And thirſted after 'em ! 


Which will not be. 


Wind in my Stomach. | 
Fobpbuel. 
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Fobphiel. 
And a kind of whimbfie, 


Mere-Focle. 
Here in my Head, that puts me to the Staggers, 
Whether there be that Brother-hood, or no. 
Fobpheel. ; 
Believe, frail Man, they be: and thou ſhalt ſce. 


MeresFoole. 


Fobphiel. 
Me. 
Mere-Foole. 
Thee? Where ? 
Fobphiel. 
Here. It you 


What ſhall I ſee ? 


Be Mr. Mere-Foole. 
Alczre- Foole. 


Sir, onr name is Mery-Foole, 
But by contraction Aere- Foole. 
obphiel. 
Joby Then are you 
The wight] ſeck : and Sir my name is Jebphicl, 
In:.i\ligence to the Sphere of Jupirer, 
An aiiy jocular Spirit, employ d to you 
From Father Outs. 
Mere-Fociz. 
Outs? who is he ? 
Fobphbiel. 
Know venot Outis ? Then you know no body : 
The good old Hermit, that was ſaid to dwell 
Here in the Foreſt wichout Trees, that builc 
The Caſtle in the Air, where all the Brethren 
Rhodoſtaurctick, live. It flys with Wings, 
And runs on Wheels: where Fulian de Campus 
Holds out the brandiſhe Blade. 
Mere Foole. 
Is poſlible 
They chink on me 7 
Tohpbiel. 
Riſe, be not loſt in wonder, 
But hear me: and he faithful. All the Brethren 
Have heard your Vows, ſalute you, and expe yon, 
By me, chis next return, Bur the good Father 
Has bzea content e» dye for you. 
Mecre- Fule, 
For me ? 
Tobphiel. 
For you. Laſt New-years-day, which ſome give out, 
Becauſe ic was his Birth-day, and began 
The year of Fubile, he would reſt upon it, 
Bzing his hundred hve and ewentieth year : 
But the Truth is, having obſerv'd your Geneſis, 
He would not live, becauſe he might leave all 
He had to you. 
Mere-Foole. 


What had he ? 
Fobphiel. 
| | Had : An Ofhece, 
1 wo, three, or tour. 
Aere-Focle. 
Where? 
Tohpbiel. 
in the upper Region : 


And that you'll find. The Farm of the great Cuſtoms, 


Tuirough all the Ports of the Airs Intelligences 3 
Then Conltable of the Caltle Reifre-Crefs : 

Which you muſt be, and Keeper ot che Keys 
Ot i; whole Kaball, with the Seals ; you fall be 


RE — 
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Principal Secretary to the Stars 3 

Know all their Signatures, and Combinations, 

The divine Rods, and conſecrated Roots. 

What nor? Would you turn Trees up like the Wind, 
To ſhew your ſtrength ? march over Heads of Armies, 
Or Points of Pikes, to ſhew your lightneſs? force 

All Doors of Arts, with the Perard of your Wit? 
Read at one view all Books? ſpeak all the Languages 


Of ſeveral Creatures? maſter all the Learnings 
Were, are, or ſhall be? or, to ſhew your Wealth, 
Open all Treaſures, kiil by Nature, from 
The Rock of Diamond, to the mine Sea-coal ? 
vir, you ſhall do it. 

Mere-Foole, 

Burt how ? 

obphiel. 
Jo'p Why, by his skill, 

Of which he has left you the Inheritance, 
Here 1a a Por: this little Gally-por 
Of Tin&ure, high roſe Tin&ure. There's your Order, 
You will ha' your Collar ſent you, ere't be long. 


Mere-Foole. 
I looke, Sir, for a Halter, I was deſperate. 
Fobphiel. 
each forth your Hand. 


Mere-Foole. 


O Sir, a broken Sleeve 
Keep the Arm back as *tis i' the Proverb. 

Tobphiel. 

Nay, 

For that Ido commend you : you muſt be poor 
With all your Wealth,and Learning. When you ha' made 
Your Glaſſes, Gardens in the depth of Winter, 
Where you will walk inviſible to Mankind, 
Talk with all Birds and Bealts in their own Language, 
When you have penetrated Hills like Air, 
Div'd to the bottom of the Sea, like Lead, 
And riſe again like Cork, walk't in the Fire, 
An *ewere a Salamender, paſs'd through all 
The winding Otbs, like an Intelligence, 
Up to the Empyreum, when you have made 


The World your Gallery, can diſpacch a buſineſs 
In ſome three Minutes, with the Antipodes, 
And in five more, negotiate the Globe over ; 
You mult be poor (till. 
Mere-Foo'e. 


By my Place I know it. 
Tobpbiel. 


Where would you wiſh to be now ? or what to ſce ? 
Without the fortunate Purle to bear your Charges, 
Or wiſhing Hat ? I will but couch your Temples, 
The Corners of your Eves, and tin the Tip, 
The very Tip o* your Noſe, with this Col/yrium, 
And you ſhall ſee Þ the Air all the Idea's, 
Spirits, and Atoms, Flies, that buz about 
This way, and that way, and are rather admirable, 
Fhen any way intelligible. 

Aﬀecre- Foole. 

(), come, tinct me, 

Tin& me: I long, fave this great Belly, I long. 
But ſhall I only ce ? 

Tebphiel. 


See, and command 
As they were all your Varlets, or your Foor-boys : 
Bur firſt you mult declare, (your greatnels muſt, 
For that is now your Nile) what you would fee. 
Or whom. 
A1. re-Fule. 


Is that my Stile ? My G:earnefs, then, 


} Would ſce King Zorcaftres, 


To brbe!. 


— 
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obpbiel. 
a Why you (hall: 
Or any one beſide. Think whom you pleaſe ? 


Your Touſand,your Ten t ,to a Million : 
» All's one to me, if you could name a Myriad. 
Mere-Foole. 
I have nam'd him. 
Fobpbiel. 
You've reaſon. 
Mere-Foole. 


I, I have reaſon; 
Becauſe he's ſaid to be the Father of Conjurers, 
And a cunning Man i” the Stars. | 


Jobphiel, 
I, that's it troubles us 
A little for the preſent : For, at this time 
He is confuting a French Almanack, 
But he will ſtraight have done, ha' you but patience 3 
Or think but any other in mean time, 


Any hard name. 
Mere-Foole. 
Then Hermes Triſmegiſtws. 
Fobpbiel. 


O, 5 T&owixs& ? Why ? you ſhall ſee him, 

A fine hard name. Or him, or whom you will, 
As I faid to you afore. Or what do you think 
Of Howl glaſs, inſtead of him, 


Mere-Foole. 
No, him 


Fobphiel, 

O, but Vlew-[piegle. 
Were ſuch a name ! bur you ſhall have your Longing. 
What luck is this, he ſhould be bufie too ? 
He is weighing Water, but to fill three Hour-glaſles, 
And mark the day in Pen'orths like a Cheeſe, 
And he has done. *Tis ſtrange you ſhould name him 
Ot all the reſt ! there being Famblicas, 


Or Porphyrie, or Proclus, any name 


I have a mind to. 


That is not bulie. 
Mere-Foole. 
Let me fee Pythagoras. 
Tobphiel. 
Good. 
Mere- Foole. 
Or Plato. 


Fab biel. 

Plato is framing ſome 1dea's, 

Are now beſpoken, at a Groat a Dozen, 
Three Gros at leaſt : And, for Pythagoras, 

He? has raſhly run himſelf on an Employment, 
Of keeping Aſſes trom a Field of Beans; 


And cannot be ſtay'd off. 
Meres Foole. 
4 Then, Archimedes. 
Fobphiel, 
Yes, Archimedes | 
Diere-F vole, _ 
I, or eEſope. >, 
Jobphbiel. TOP” 


Nay, 
Hold your firſt Man, a good Man, P a ag 
And worthy to be cen , but he 15now 
Inventing a rare Mouſe-trap with Ow!'s Wings 
And a Cats-foot, to catch the Mice alone : 

And e£ſep, he is filling a Fox Tongue, 

For a new Fable he has made of Court ; 

But you ſhall ſee 'em all, ſtay bur your time 


4 And ask in Seaſon 3 things ask'd out of Seaſon 


A Man denies himſelf. At fuch a tinte 

As Chriftmas, when diſguiſing is 0? foot, 

To ask of the Inventions, and the Men, 

The Wits, and the Ingines that move thoſe Orhs ! 


Me thinks, you ſhould enquire now, after Skelron, 
Or Mr. Skogan. 


Mere-Fole. 
Skogan ? what was he ? 
Jobphiel. 
O' a fine Gentleman, and a Maſter of Arts, 
Of Henry the Fourth's time, that made diſgy iſes 
For the King's Sons, and writ in Ballad-royal 
Daintily well. 
Mere- Foole. 
But, wrote he like a Gentleman ? 


Fobphiel. 
In Rhime! fine tinckling Rhime ! and flowand Verſe! 
With now and then ſome Sence! and he was paid for', 
Regarded and Rewarded : which few Poets 
Are now adays. 


Mere-Foole. 
And why ? 
7 obpbiel. 
*Cauſe every Dabler 


In Rhime is thoughe the ſame, But you ſhall ſee him. 
Hold up your Noſe. 


Mere- Foole. 
I had rather ſee a Brachman, 
Or a Gymmeſophiſt yet. 
Fobphbiel. 
You ſhall ſee him, Sir, 
Is worth them both. And with him Domine Skelton, 
The Worſhipful Poet Laureat to K. Harry, | 
And Tityre tu of thoſe times. Advance quick Skogan, 
And quicker Skelton ſhew your crafty Heads, 
Before this Feir of Arts, this Lord of Learning, 
This Maſter of all Knowledge in reverſion. 


Enter Skogan and Skelton in like Habits as they liv'd. 


S kogan. 
Seemeth we are call'd of a moral Intent, 
It the Words that are ſpoken, as well now be meant. 
Fobpbiel. 
That Mr. Skogan I dare you enſure. 
Skog an. 
Then, Son, our Acquaintance is like to endure. 
Mere- Foole. 


A pretty Game ! like Crambe, Mr. Skogan, 
Give me thy Hand : Thou ar very lean, me thinks, 
Ie living by thy Wits? 


Skogan. 
; If ic had been that, 
My Worſhipful Son, thou hadſt ne*er been fo fat. 


Fobphiel. 
He tells you true, Sir. Here's a Gentleman 
(My pair of crafty Clerks) of that high Cara, 
As hardly hath the Age produc't his like. 
Who not content with the Wit of his own times, 
Is curious to know yours, and what hath been, 


Mere Foole. 
Or is, or ſhall be. " 


Fohphrel. 


Note his Latitude ! 


Oooo Skelton. 
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Skelton. 
O, wir ampliſſimns ! 
(Ut [cholis dicomus) 
Et gentiliſſimue ! 
Fobphiel. 
The queſtion-iſſmas 
Is, ſhould he ask a ſight now, for his Life ; 
I mean, a Perſon, he would have reſtor'd 
To memory of chele times, for a Play-fellow, 
Whether you would preſent him withan Hermes, 
Or, with an Howl-glaſs ? 
Skelton. 


An Howl-glaſs 

To come to pals 

On his Fathers Aſs ; 
There never was, 

By day, nor night, 

A finer light, 

With Feathers upright 
In his horned Cap, 
And crooked Shape, 
Much like an Ape, 
With Owl on Fiſt, 
And Glaſs at his Wrift. 


Skogan. 


Except the four Knaves entertain'd for the Guards, 


Of the Kings and the Queens that triumph in the Cards. 


Fobphiel, 
I, that were a fight and a halt, I contefs, 
To ſee *em come skipping in, all at a Meſs ! 


Skelton. 


With Elinor Rumming, 

To make up the mumming ; 
That comely G:ll, 

That dwelt on a Hill, 

But ſhe is not grill : 

Her Face all bowlic, Y 
Droopy and drowſie, 
Scurvy, and lowhie, 
Comely crinkled, 
Wondrouſly wrinkled, 

Like a roſt Pigs Ear, 
Briftled with Hair. 


Skogan. 
Or, what do you ſay to Ruffian Fitz- Ale ? 
Fohphiel. 
An excelent ſight, if he be not too ſtale. 
But chen, we can mix him with modern Fapors, 
ihe Child of Tobacco, his Pipes, and his Papers. 
Mere-Foole. 


You tall'd of Elinor Rumming, I had rather 
&@Te Elkn f Troy. 

Tohphzel. 
Her you ſhall ſee: 
But credit me, 
That Mary Ambree 
(Who march'd fo free 
To the Sicge of Gatmr, 
And Death could not daunt, 
As the Ballad doth vaunt) 
Were a braver wight, 
And a betcer ſight. 

Skelton. 

Or IWeftminſter Meg, 
With her long Leg, 
As long as a Crane; 
And Feet like a Plane ; 


With a Pair of Heels, 

As broad as two Wheels; 
To drive down the Dew, 
As ſhe goes to the Stew : 
And turns home merry, 
By Lambeth Ferry. 
Or you may have come 
In, Thomas Thumb, 
In a Pudding tat 
With Dodtor Rat. 


Fobpbiel. 
I, that! that! that ' 


We'll have *em all, 
To fill the Hall. 


Thumb, and Dotfor Rat. 


Mere-Fosle. 


Or moral Skegan ? I do like their ſhew 


Fobpbiel. 


See, who has gull'd you, and make one. 


Macaria, one, and thought a Principal, 


below, and harkening. 
SONG. 


And to your Neptune tell, 
Macaria, Prince of all the Iſles, 


Dioth bere put im, to dwell. 
But Zephyrus, 1 breath they by 
The Father of the Flowers : 

By bim the Virgin Violets lire, 


As new, as are the Heurs. 


The Antimaſque follows. 


Conſiſting of theſe Twelve Perſons, Owl-glaſs, the Four 
Knaves, Two Ruffians, Fitz-ale, and Vapor, Elinor Rum- 
ming, Mary Ambree, Long- Meg of Weſtminſter, Tom 


That hitherto hath floated, as uncertain 

Where ſhe ſhould fix her Bleflings, is to nighe 
Inſtruced to adhere to your Britannia : 

That where the Happy Spirits live, hereafter 

Might be no queſtion made, by the moſt Curious, 
Since the Macarii come to do you homage, 

And join their Cradle to your Continent. 


And every Plant doth Odour: give, 


Which done, 


What ! are they vaniſh'd ' where is skipping Skelton? 


And would have thank't *em, being the firſt grace 
The Company of the Rofie-Croſs hath done me. 


The Company o* the Roſie-Croſs ! you Wigion, 

The Company of Players. Go, you are, 

And will be ſtill your ſelf, a Mere- Fool, In : 

And take your Pot of Honey here, and Hogs-greaſe, 


reatKing, 


Your Pardon, it deſire to pleaſe have treſpaſs'd. 
This Fool ſhould have been ſent to Antycira, 
(The Ifle of Ellebore} there to have purg'd, 

Not hop'd a happy Seat within your Waters. 
Hear now the Meilage of the Fates, and Fove, 
On whom thoſe Fates depend, to you, as Neptune 
The great Commander of the Seas, and Iſles. 
'That Point of Revolution being come 

When all the Fortunate Iſlands ſhould be join'd, 


Here the Scene opens, and the Maſquers are. diſcover'd 
ſicting in their ſeveral Sieges. The Air opens above, 
and Apollo with Harmony, and the Spirits of Zufick 
ling, the while the 1/and moves forward, Proter:s litring 


Look forth the Shepherd of the Seas, 
And of the Ports that keep the Keys, 


Wherem there nothing grows, but j PT sf, 


The HWimds are ſweet, and pg, ntl; blow, 


Ww, 


CHORIS. 
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CHORUS. 
Then, think it not a common Cauſe, 


That to it ſo much wonder draws, 
And all the Heavens conſent, 
With Harmony to tune their Notes, 
In anſwer to the publick Vates, 
That for it up were ſent. 


By this time, the I/land having joyned it ſelf to the 
Shore, Proteas, Portunus, and Saren come forth, and 
go up ſinging to the Sraze, while the Maſquers take 
time to rank themſelves. 


SONG. 


Proteus. 
I, now, the bei 0 Neptunes honours [inne, 
And all the eh arer Ste 
Are read, refletied 3 ehis Lappief Ike. 

Portemus 
How both the Air, the Soile, the Seat combine. 
To ſpeak it bleſſed ! 

n. 


Theſe are the' true Groves, 
Whers Toys ave borm. 
Proteus. 
here Longings, 
Portumus. 
And where Loves '! 
Saron. 
That Iroe ! 
Protens. 
That laſt ! 
Portunus. © 


No intermitted Wind 
Blows bere, but what leaves Flowers or Fruit behind. 


GHORUS. 
*Tis Odour all that comes ! 
And every Tree doth give his Gums. 
Proteus. 
There is no Sickneſs, nor no old Age known 
To Man, nor any Grief that he dares own. 
There is no hunger there, ner envy of State. 
Nor leaft Ambition in the Magiſtrate. 
But all are even hearted, open, free, 
And what one is, another Hirives to be. 
Portunus, 
Here all the day, they feaſt, they ſport and ſpring, 
* Now dance the Graces Hay » now Venus Ring : 
To which the old Muſicians play, and ſing. 
Saron. 
There is Arion, tweing. þis bold Harp 
from flat ro ſharp. 
Portunus. 
And light Anacreon, 
He ſtill is one ! 
Proteus. 
Steſichorus there, roo, 


That Linus, awd o/d Orpheus doth out-do 
To wonder. 
Saron. 


And Amphion ! he i there. 
Portunus. 


Nor «s Apollo dainty to appear 
In ſuch a Qyire, altboughb 17, rees be thick, 


Proteus» 
He will look in, and ſes the Airs be quick, 
And that the times be true 

Portunus. 


Up, with their Notes, they raiſe the Prince of Men- 
Saron. 
And ſing the preſent that goes 
Of joyning the bright Lilly and the R 
CHORUS. 
See ! all the Flowers 


That ſpring the Banks along, 
Do move their Heads unto = > 
CHORUS. 
Saron, Portunus, Protens, belp ro bri 
Our Primroſe in, the Glory of the Spring ! 
And tell the Daffadil, ageinf# that day, 


That we prepare new Gyrlands as . 
And enter-weave the Myrde hay rs by 


This ſung, the Iſland goes back, whilſt che upper Cho- 


rw takes it from.them, and the Mafquers prepare for 
their Figure. ' 


| CHORUS. 
Tak Long an, 
2, the [ofineſſes * Courts, © 

The Looks, the bers, and the Sports. 


And mingle all their ſweets, and ſalts, 
That none may ſay, the Triumph balts. 


The Maſquers Dance their Extry or firſt Dance. 
Which done, the firſt Proſpe&ive, a Maritime Palace, 


or the Houſe of Oceanws is diſcovered to loud Muſick. 
The other above is no more ſeen. 


Fobphiel. 
Behold the Palace of Oceans ! 
Hail Reverend ſtruQure ! Boaſt no more to us 
Thy being able, all the Gods to feaſt ; 
We ſaw enough : when Albion was thy Gueſt. 


The Meaſures. 


After which, the ſecond Proſpe&ive, a Sea is ſhown, to the 
> former Muſick. ; | 


Jubpbie 
Now turn, and view the Wonders of the Deep, 
Where Proteus Herds, and _— Ocks do keep. 


s 
Where all is plough'd, yer ſtill the Paſtures green, 
New ways are found, and yet no Paths are ſeen. 


Here Protens, Portunus, Saron, go up to the Ladies with 
this Song. 
Proteus. 
Come noble Nymphs, and do not bide 
The Foys, for which you ſo provide : 
Saron. 
If not to mingle with the Men, 
What do you bere ? Go home agen. 


Oooo3z Proteus 
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Portunus. 
Your dreſſing do confeſs 
By what we ſee, ſo -— -—_— 
Of Pallas, and Arachnes Arts, 
That you could mean no leſs. 
Proteus. 
Why do you wear the Silk-worms Toiles, 
Or glory in the Shell-fiſh ſpoils ; 
Or ſtrive to ſhew 1he Grains of Ore 
That you have gather'd on the Shore, 
whereof to make a Stock 
To graft the greener Emerald on, 
Or any better water'd Stone, 
Saron. 
Or Ruby of the Rock ? 
Proteus. 
Why do you ſmell of Amber-greace 
Of which was formed Neptunes Neice, 
The Queen of Love : unleſs you can 
Like Sea-born Venus love a Man ? 
Saron. 
Try, put your ſelves wnto't. 
CHORUS. 
Your looks, your ſmiles, and thoughts that meet, 


Ambrotian Hands, and Silver Feet, 
Do promiſe you will dt. 


See yond?, his Fleet, ready to go or come, 
Or tetch the Riches of the Ocean home, 

So to ſecure him, both in Peace and Wars, 
Till not one Ship alone, but all be Stars. 


Then the laſt Song. 


Proteus. 


Although we wiſh the glory ftill might la 

of luc a Ni bg and for the Conſe 4; 

Tet now, great Lord of Waters, and of Iſles, 

Grve Proteus leave to turn unto bis wiles. 
Portunus. 


And, whilſt young Albion doth thy labour: eaſe 
Diſpatch RH to the Ports. 9 fe 


Saron. 


And Saron to the Seas: 

To meet old Nereus, with bis Fifty Girls, 
| From aged Indus laden beme with Pearls, 

And Orient Gums, to burn unto thy name. 

CHORUS. 

And may thy Subjetts Hearts be all on flame, 
Whilſt thou doſt keep the Earth in firm Eſtate, 
And *mong ſt the Winds, dot ſuffer no debate, 
But both at Sea, and Land, our Powers increaſe, 
With Health, and all the Golden Gifts of Peace. 


The Revel:s follow. 
Which ended, the Fleet is diſcovered, while the three Cor- After which their laſt Dance. 
ners play. 
Fobphiel. 


Tis time, your Eyes ſhould be refreſht at length 
With ſomething now, a part of Neptune: ſtrength, 


The END. 


TEES 


LOVES 


TRIUMP 


THROUGH 


CALLIPOLTIS. 


Performed na MasqQue at Court, 1630. By his Maj ESTY, 
with the Lords, and Gentlemen aſliſting, 


The Inventors, BEN. JOHNSON. INIGO JONES. 


Quando magis dignos licuit ſpeftare triumphos ? 


To make the Speftators underſtanders. 


Hereas all Repreſentations, eſpecially choſe of 
WW this nature in Court, publick ſpectacles, et- 
ther have been, or ought to be the mirrours 
of Man's life, whoſe ends, for the excellence of their ex- 
hibiters ( as being the Donatives of great Princes to their 
People ) oughe always to carry a mixture of profit, 
with them, no lefs than delighe ; We, the Inventors, be- 
ing commanded from the King, to think on ſome thin 
worthy of his Majeſties putting in a&, with a ſelect 
company of his Lords and Gentlemen, called to the af- 
ſiſtance : For the Honour of his Court, and the Dignity 
of that Heroick Love, and Regal Reſpe& born by him 
to his unmatchable Lady, and Spouſe, the Queens Ma- 
jeſty, after ſome debate or cogitation with our ſelves, re- 
{olved on this following Argument. 

Firſt, that a Perſon, boni omins, of a good Character, 
as Eupbemus, {ent down from Heaven to Callipols, which 
is underſtood, the -Ciry of Beauty or Goedneſ# , ſhould 
come in ; and, finding her Majeſty there enthron'd, de- 
clare unto her, that Love who was wont to be reſpeted 
as a ſpecial Deity in Court, and Tutelar God of che 
place, had of late recciv'd an Advertiſement, that in the 
Suburbs, or Skirts of' Callipols, were crept in certain Sefta- 
ries, or deptav'd Lovers, who neither knew the name, 
or nacure of Love rightly, yet boaſted themſelves 
his followers, when they were fitter to be call'd his F«- 
ries : their whole life being a continu'd vertigo, or ta- 
ther a torture on the Wheel of Love, than any motion, 
cicher of order or meaſure. When ſuddenly they leap 
forth below, a Miſtris leading them, and with antick ge- 
ſticulacion, and action, atter the manner of the old Pan- 


tomimi, they dance over a diſtrated Comedy of Love, ex- 
pretling their confus'd affetions, in the Scenical Perſons 
and habits of the four prime European Nations. 


A glorious boaſting Lover. 
A whining Ballading Lover. 
An adventurous Romance Lover. 


A phancaſtick umbrageous Lover. 
A bribing corrupt Lover. 
A froward jealous Lover. 


A ſordid illiberal Lover. 
A proud ſcornful Lover. 
An angry quarrelling Lover. 


A Melancholick deſpairing Lover. 
An envious unquiet Lover. 
A ſenſual brute Lover. 


All which, in varied, intricate turns, and involy'd mazes, 
expreſt, make the Anti-maſque: and conclude the exit, in 


a circle. 


Enpbemus deſcends ſinging. 
Toy, joy to Mortals, the rejozcing fires 
Of gladneſs, [mile in your dilated Hearts ! 
IWhiltt Love preſents a World of chaſte deſires, 


Which may produce a Harmony of parts ! 


Love u the right affettion Ml the Mind, 
The noble appetite of what i beſt : 

Deſire of union with the thing deſign'd, 
But in fruition of it cannot reſt. 
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The Father plenty «, the Mother want. 
Plenty the Beauty, which it wanteth, draws ; 
Want yields it ſelf : affording what « ſcant. 
So, both affettions are the union's cauſe. 


But, reft not bere. For Love bath larger ſcopes, 
New Foys, new Pleaſures, of as fre a date 
As are bis minutes : and, in him no hopes 


Ave pure, but thoſe &t cangerpetuate. 
To yew that are by excellhnce a Queen ! He goes up to 
Phe top of Beauty ! but, of ſuch an air, the State, 
As, only by the Minds Eye, may be ſeen 


Tewr enter-woven Lines of good, and fair ! 


Vouchſafe to grace Loves Triumph here, to night, 
Through all the ſtreets of your Callipolis ; 

Which by the ſplendor of your Rays made bright 
The ſeat, and region of all Beauty is. 


Love, im perfettion, longeth to appear, 
But da favour, be be not calld on, 
Till all the Suburbs, and the Skirts be clear 


Of perturbations, and th" Infettion gone. 


Then will be flow forth, like a rich perfume 
Into your Noſtrils ! or ſome ſweeter ſound 

Of melting Muſick, that ſhall not conſume 
Within the Ear, but run the mazes round. 


Here the Chorus walk about vgth their Cenſers. 
CHORUS. 


Mean time, we make luſtration of the place, 
And with our ſolemn Fires, and Waters prove 

T” bave frighted hence, the weak diſeaſed race 
Of thoſe were tortur'd on the Wheel of Love. 


' The ploriow, * whining, ' the adventurons Fool, 
* Phantaſtick, * bribing, and the © jealow Aſs 
* The ſordid, * ſcornful, * and the angry Mule 
* The melancholick, * dull, and enviow Maſs. 


CHORUS. 


With all the ref, that in the Jenſual School p 
Of luſt, for their degree of brute may paſs. 
All which are ave! bence. 
No Loves, but Slaves to ſenſe : 
Meer Cattel, and not Men. 
Sound, ſound, and treble all our Joys agen, 
Who had the power and wertue to remove 


Such Monſters from the labyrinth of Love. 


The Triumph is firſt ſeen a-far off, and led in by 
Ampbitrite, the Wife of Oceanw, with four Sea-gods 
attending her. 


The 
of Se ap 


pears. 


Nerews, Proteus, Glaucws, Palemon. 


It confifterh of fifteen Lovers, and as many Cupids, 
who rank themſelves ſeven and ſeven on a fide, with 
each a Cupid before him, with a lighted Torch, and the 
middle Perſon ( which is his Majelſty,) placed in the 


Coneer. 

I. The Provident. 2. The Fudicious. 
3. The Secret, 4. The Valiant. 

5. The Witty. 6. The Fovial. 

*. The Secure. 15.The Heroical, 8. The Subſtantial. 
9. The Modeſt. 10.The Candid. 
118.The Comrteorrs. 12.Thbe Elegant. 

! 3.The Rational. 


14.7be Magnificent, 


Amphitrice. 
> a while : This ! this 
The Temple of all Beauty s ! 
Here, perfet} Lovers, you muſt 
Firſt-fruits ; and on theſe - £4 | 
(The Ladies Breaſts) your ample Vows, 
Such, as Love brings, and Beauty bei? allows! 
Fer Love, without his Objet?, ſoon is gone : 
Cho. Love muſt beve anſwering love, to fk upon, 
| Amphitriee. 
pe 10u, beſt Judge then, of perfe#;on » 
Euphemus. 
The Sueen, of what is wonder, in the place ! 
Amphitrice. 
Pare objet?, of Heroick Love, alone ! 
Euphemus. 
The center of proportion — ! 
Amphirrice. 
Sweetneſs. 
Euphemus. 
Grace £ 
Amphirrice. 
Daigne to receive all Lines of Love in one. 
| Euphemus. 
| And by refleing of them fill this ſpace. 
Till it a circle of thoſe glories prove, 
Cho. $7 to be ſought in Beauty, Gund by Love. 
. Where Love « mutual, ftill 
Sem cho, 19 s in order move. 
Se i-cho The circle of the Will 
Me” Us the true [phere of Love. 
Advance, you gentler Cupids, then advance, 
And ſhew your juſt perfettions in your dance. 


The Cupid: dance their Dance. 
And the Maſquers their Entry. 


Which done, Exclia, or a fair Glory appears in the 
Heavens, ſinging an applauſive Song, or Peer of the 
whole, which ſhe takes occafion to ingeminate in the ſe- 
cond Chorwr, upon the ſight of a work of Neptunes, be- 
ing a hollow Rock, filling part of the Sea-proſpec, 
whereon the Muſes ſit. 

Euclia's Hymn. 
So Love, emergent out of Chaos brought 
The World to light | 
nd gemtly moving on the Waters, wrought 
All Form to ſight ! 


Cho. 


Loves Appetite 
Did Beauty ff excite : 
And left imprinted in the Air, 
Thoſe ſignatures of good, and fair, 
Which ſince bave flow'd flow'd forth upon the ſenſe 
Cho.QTo wonder firſt, and then to excellence, 
By wertue of Drvine intelligence ! 


The Ingemination. 


And Neptune too, 
Shews what bu waves can ds : 
To call the Mules all to play, 
And ſmg the birth of Venus day, 
Which from the Sea flow'd forth upon the [enſe, 
Cho.<q To wonder firſt, and next to excellence, 
By wertue of Druine intelligence ! 


Here 
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Wherein are woven all the yowers 
Here follow the Revels. The Graces gave me, or the Hours 
(My Nurſes once) with all the arts 
Which ended, the Scene changeth to a Garden, and] - Of gaining, and of bolding Hearts : 
the Heavens opening, there appear four new Per- And with theſe I deſcend. 
ſons, in form of a Conſtellation, litting 3 or a new | But, to your influences, firſt commend 
Aferiſm , expeting Venus , whom they call upon The Vow, I go to take 
with this Song. On Earth, for perfett Love and Beauties ſake ! 
| Her Song ended, and ſhe rifi he Ouce 
,H | 8 eNUEU, and ine rifing togo up to the Queen, 
7 your, J #0, Genims, Hymen the Throne diſappears: in place of wick there _ 
Jup. Haſte, Daughter Venus, baſte, and come away : up a Palm Tree with an Imperial Crown on the top; 
Jun. All powers, that govern Marriage, pray irom the Root whereof, Lilliesand Roles, twining toge- 
That you will lend your light. ther, and imbracing the Stem , flouriſh through the 
Gen. Unto the conſtellation of thi mgbt, Crown; which ſhe in the Song with the Chorrs, dc- 
Hym. Hymen. | {cribes. 
. nd & 
| "x cal, Beauty and Love, whoſe ftory is myſterial, 
Jup ' Your Father Jupiter, In yonder Palm-tree, and the Crown Imperial, 
Cho. And all -- fi yore the no and Lilly, ſo delicious, 
"RI Nuptial.  £ro0m/+ @ Shade, (hall ever be propitions ' 
Thes bleſs, or oy __ The =— yok any But lr Britain's Genius 
Venus here appears in a Cloud, and paſling through  ualy Rod, and Serpents of Cyllenius | 
the Conſtellation: Hſcenderh to the Earth, when preſent- = not more Peace, than theſe, who ſo united be 
ly the Cloud vaniſheth, and ſhe is ſeen fitting in a Jy Love, as with it Earth and Heaven delighted be. 
find who this King, and Queen would well hiſtorifie, 
Throne. Need only [peak their Names : Thoſe them will glorifie. 
Venus. Mary, and Charles, Charles with by Mary, named are, 
And all the reſt of Loves, er Princes famed are. 
Here, bere I preſent am 
Both in my Girdle, and my flame. Afcer this they dance their going our, and end. 
—_ | 
The MasqQue xs Names. 
The KING. 
The Marqueſs Hammilton. Lord Chamberlain. 
Earl of Holland. Earl of Carnarvan. 
Earl of Newport. Vicount Doncaſter. 
Lord Strange. Sir William Howard. 
Sir Robert Stanley. Sir William Brook. 
Maſter Gormg. Maſter Ralegh. 
Maſter Dimock. Maſter Abercromy. 


THE EN D. 
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CHLORIDIA 


—— 


RITES oCHLORIS and her NY MPHS. 


Perſonated in a 


Maſque at Courrt. 


By the Queen's Majt sTy and her Ladies at Shrove-tide, 1630. 


—_— 


OT 


The Inventors, BEN. FOHNSON INIGO FONES. 


Unius tellus ante coloris erat, 


CHLORIDIA 
HE King, and Queen's Majeſty, having gi 


ven their command for the Invention of a 
new Argument, with the whole change ol 
the Scene, wherein her Majeſty, with the like 
number of her Ladies, purpoſed a preſentation to the 
King. Ir was agreed, ir ſhould be che celebration of 
ſome Rites, done to the Goddels Chlorzs, who in a gene- 
ral Counſel of the Gods, was proclaim'd Goddets of 
the Flowers, according to that of Ow, in the Faſti. 


b lrbitrium tu Dea flors babe. 

And was to be ſtellified on Earth, by an abſolute De- 
cree trom Jupiter, who would have the Earth to be 
adorn'd with Stars, as well as the Heaven. 


Upon this Hinge, the whole Invention morv'd. 


The Ornament. which went about the Scene, was 
compoſed of Foliage, or Leaves heightened with Gold, 
and enter-woven with all forts of Flowers ; and naked 
Children, playing, and climbing among the Branches ; 
and in the midit, a great Garland of Flowers, in which 
was written, CHLORIDIA. 

The Curtain being drawn up, the Scene is diſcover'd, 
confiſting of pleaſant Hills, planted wich young Trees, 
and all the lower Banks adorncd with Flowers. And 
trom ſome hollow parts ot thoſe Hills, Fountains come 
gliding down; which, in the far-off Land-ſhape, ſeem'd 
all ro be converted to a River. 

Over all, a ſerene Sky, with tranſparent Clouds, giving 
a great luſtre to the whole Work, which did imitate the 
pleaſant Spring. 

When the SpeRators had enough fed their Eyes, wich 
the delights of the Scene, in a part of the Air, a bright 
Cloud begins to break torthz and in it is fitting a plump 
Boy, in a changeable Garment, richly adorn'd, repreſen- 
ting the mild Zephy1s. Onthe other ſide of the Scene, 


in a purpliſh Cloud, appeareth the Spring, a beautiful 
Maid, her upper Garment green, under it, a white Robe 
wrought with Flowers 3 a Garland on her Head. 

Here Zephyrus begins his Dialogue, calling her forth, 
and making narration of the Gods Decree at large, 
which ſhe obeys, pretending, it is come to Earth alrea- 
dy: and there begun to be executed by the King's Fa- 
vour, who affiſts with all Bounties, that may be cicher 
urg'd, as caules, or reaſons of the Spring. 


The firſt SON 6. 


Zephyrus. 
Come forth, come forth, the gentle+Spring, 
And carry the glad news 1 bring, 
To Earth, our common Mother : 
It is decreed, by all the Gods, 
The Heav'n of Earth ſhall have no odds, 
But one ſhall love another. 


Their glories they ſhall mutual make, 
Earth lock on Heaven, for Heavens ſake ; 
Their honours ſhall be even : 
All emulation ceaſe, and jars ; 
Jove will hawe Earth to have her Stars 
{find Lights, no leſs than Heaven. 
Spring. 
It is already done, in Flowers 
As freſh, and new as are the Hours, 
By warmth of yonder Sun. 
But will be multiply'd on 1s, 
If from the breath of ZEPHYRUS 
Like favour we bave won, 
Zezphyrus. 
Give all ro bim : Hu « the dew, 
The heat, the humour, 
Spring. 
Beloved of the Spring ! 


All the trut 


Z::phyrus. 


——————— 


— 


hd 
— 


Maſques. ' 


Zephyrus. 
The Sun, the Wind, the Verdure ! 


S>ring, —Al, 


That wiſeſt Nature cauſe can call 
Of quick ning any thing. 


At which, Zephyrus paſſerh away through the Air, and 
the Spring delcenderh co the Earth : and is receiv'd by 
the Naiades, or Napee; who are the Nymph's, Fountains, 
and Servants of che.Seaſon. 


The ſecond S O N G. 


Fountains. 


Fair Maid, but are you come to dwell, 
And tarry with me bere ? 
Spring. 
Freſh Fountains, I am come t» tell 
A tale in yond” ſoft Ear, 
Whereof the murmur will do well : 
If you your parts will bear. 


Fountains. 
Our purlings wait upon the Spring. 
Spring. 
Go up with me, then : help to ſing 
The ſtory to the King. 


Here the Spring gocs up, ſinging the Argument to the 
King ; and the Fountains follow with the cloſe. 


Spring. 
Cupid hath ta'en offence of late 
At all the Gods, that of the State, 
And m their Counſel, be was ſo deſerted, 
Not 10 be call d into their Guild 
But ſlightly paſs'd by, as @ Child, 


Fountains. 


Wherein be thinks bus honour was perverted. 


Spring. 
And though his Mather ſeek to ſeaſon, 
And rettifie bu rage with reaſon, 
By ſhewing be lroes yet under ber command, 
Rebellicus he, doth diſobey, 
And ſhe bath ford his Arms away. 


Fountains. 


To make him feel the Fuſtice of ber Hand. 


Spring. 
IWhereat the Boy, in fury fell, 
With all bis ſpeed, «s gone to Hell, 
There to excite, and ſtir up Fealouſie, 
Tomake a party 'gainſt the Gods, 
And ſet Heaven, Earth, and Hell at odds. 


| Fountains. 
And raiſe a Chaos of calamity. 


The Song ended, the Nympbs fall into a dance, to 
their Voices, and Inſtruments, and fo recurn into the 
Scent. 


The AN TI-MASQUE. 
Firſt Entry. 


A part of the under-ground opening, out of it enters 
a Dwark-Poſt trom Hell, riding on a Curcal, with cloven 
Feer, and two Lacqueys : Theſe dance, and make 
che ticſt Entry of the Anti-maſque. He alights and 
ſpeaks. 


POS TILLION, 


Hold my Stirrop, my one Lacquey; and lock to my Curtal, 
the other : walk bim well, Sirrab, while I expatiate my ſelf 
bere in the report of my office ! ch the Furies ! how 1 am jryed 
with the Title F it  Poſtillion of Hell ! yet no Mercury, 
But a meer Cacod amen, ſent bither with a packer of News ! 
News ! never was Hell ſo furniſhed of the commuduity of 
News ! Love bath been lately there, and {o cntertamed by 
Pluto, and Proferpine, and all the Grandzes of rhe place, as, 
it w there perpetual Holy-day: and a ceſſation of torment 
granted, and proclaimed for ever ! Half-famiſl'd Tanvtalus 
u fallen to bu Fruit, wuh that Appetite, as it threatens to 
wndo the whole Company of Ceſt ard-mongers, and bas a River 
afore him, running excellent Wine ;, Ixion s locs' d from bu 
Wheel, and turn'd Dancer, does nothing but cut Capreols, fetch 
Frukals, and leads Lavaltces, with the Lamizx ! Sifyphus 
bas left rolling the Stone, and is grown @ Mafter-bowler 
challenges all the prime Gameſters, Parſons im Hell, end gives 
them odds : upon Titius bis Breaſt, that (cr ſix of the nine 
Acres ) u counted the [ubtleſt Bowling greund in all Tartary, 
All the Furies are at @ Game call 4d Nine-pins, or Kells, 
made of old Uſurers Bones, and their Souls looking on 24/5 
delight, and betting on the Game. Never was there [uc5 free- 
dem of Sport. Danaus Daughters have broke their bottoms 
leſs Tubs, and made Bonfires of them. All is turn'd Triumph 
there. Had Hell-gates been kept with balf that [tric/nes, as 
the Entry bere bas been to Night, Pluto would have bd out 
a cold Court, and Prolerpine a thin preſence, though beth 
bave a waſt Territory. We bad ſuch a ſtir to get in, I, and my 
Curtal, and my two Lacqueys all wentur'd through the Eye of a 
niſh Needie, we bad never come in elſe, and that w3s by 
avour of one cf the Guard who was a Womans Tayl:r, 
beld ope the paſſage. Cupid by Commiſſion bath carried 
Fealouſie from Hell, Diſdain, Fear, and Diſſimularion, with 
other Goblins, to trouble the Gods. nd I am ſent after peſt, 
to raiſe Tempeſt, Winds, Lightnings, Thunder, Rain, and 
Snow, for ſome new exploit they bave againſt the Eartb, and 
the Goddeſs Chloris, Queen of the Flowers, and Mijtris of 
the Spring. For joy of which I will return to my ſelf, mount 
my Bidet, in a dance , and curvctt upon my Curtal. 


The Specch ended, the Pcfillizz mounts his Curtal, 
and with his Lacqueys, dancech torch as he came in. 


S 
b 
an 


2. Entry. 


Cupid, Fealouſie, Diſdain, Fear, and Diſſumulation, dance 
together. 

3. Eniry. 

The Queens Dwarf, richly apparelld, as a Pence of 
Hell, actcnded by tix Infernal Spirits; He hiſt dancerh 
alone, and then the Spirits : all expretiing uwhrir Jay, tor 
Cupid's coming among chem. 


4. Entry. 

Here the Scene changeth into a horrid Storm 3 out of 
which enters the Nymph Tempe#t, with tour /{7ads, wliiy 
dance. 

5. Entry. 


Ligbtning:, three in number, their Habits gliſtering, cx- 
| preti.ng that cltect, in their motion. 
Pppp 6. Eniry. 
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Maſques. 


6. Entry. 


Thunder alone dancing the Tuncs to a noiſe, mixed, 
and imitating Thunder, 


., Entry, 


Rain, preſented by five Perſons all (woln, and clouded 
over, their Hair flagging, as if they were wet, and in 
their Hands, Balls full of (weert Warer, which, as they 
Gance, ſprinkle all the Room, 


K And lat Entry. 


Szyen with rugged white Heads, and Beards, to ex+ 
pres Snow, With Hakes on their Garments, mix'd with 
Hail. Theſe having danced, return into the flormy 
Scene, whence they came. 


Here, by the providence of uno, the Tempeſt on an 
inſtant ceaſeth : And the Scene is changed into a delici- 
ous place, figuring the Bower of Chlors. Where, in an At- 
bour feignt! of Gold-ſmiths work, the ornament of which 
was born up with Termes of Satyrs, beautift'd with Pe- 
fones, Garlands, and all forts of fragrant Flowers. Be- 
yon4 all this, in the Sky a-far off appear'd a Rainbow, in 
the moſt eminent place of the Bower, fate the Goddeſs 
Cbhlors, accompanied with fourteen Nympbs, their Ap- 
parcel whice , embroydered with Silver, erim'd at the 
Shoulders with great Leaves of green, embroydered 
with Gold, falling one under the o:zher. And of the ſame 
work were their Baſes, their Head-tires ot Flowers, 
mix*d with Silver, and Gold, with ſome ſprigs of Xgrets 
among, and from the top of their drefling, a thin Veil 
hanging down. 


Al] which beheld, 


The Nymphs, Rivers, and Fountains, with the Spring, 
ſeng ths rejoicing Song, 


SONG 3. 


Rivers, Spring, Fountains. 


Run out, all the Floods, in Joy with your Silver feet ; 
And haſte to meet, the enamour'd Spring 3 

For whom the warb!;ng Fountains ſing : 

The ſtory of the Flowers; preſerved by the Howrs ; 
At Juno's ſoft command, and Ins Showers ; 

Sent to quench Tealonſie, and all thoſe powers 

OF Love's rebellions War : 

WhiP/# Chioris fits a ſhining Star 

To crown, and grace cur jolly Song, made long, 

To the notes, that we bring, to glad the Spring. 


Which ended, the Goddeſs, and her Nympbs, deſcend 
the degrees, into the Room, and dance the Entry of the 
Grand-malque. 


Aſter the, another Song by the ſame Perſons, as before. 
SONG 4. 


Rivers, Fountains. 
Tell a truth, gay Spring, let ns know 
What Feet they were, that [0 
Inpreſ:'d the Earth and made ſuch varions Flowers to grow ! 


Spring. 
She that led. a Queen was at leaſt, 
Or a Godde[:, "bewve the reſt : 
And all their graces, m ber ſelf expreſt ! 


Rivers, Fountains, 


O, "were a fame, to know her name ! 
Il/betber ſhe were the Root ; 
Or they did take th impreſſion from ber Foot. 


The Maſquers here dance their ſecond Dance, 
Which done, 


The farther Proſpett of the Scene changeth into Air, 
with a low Land-/bape, in part covered with Clouds : 
And in that inſtant, the Heaven opening, Juno, and Irs 
are ſeen; and above them many Airy Spirits, ſitting in 
the Clouds. 


SONG x 


Juno. 


Now Juno, and the Air ſhall know 
The truth of what u done below, 
From our diſcoloured Bow. Iris, what News ? 
Iris. 
The Air is clear, your Bow can tell, 
Chloris renewn'd, Spight fled to Hell 
The buſineſs all is well. And Cupid ſues 
Juno. 
For pardon. Do's he ? 
Iris. 
He ſheds Tears 
More than your Birds bave Eyes. 


Juno. 


The Gods bave Ears. 
Offences made againſt the Deities, 
Are ſcon forgot. 


Iris. 


If who offends, be wiſe. 


Here, out of the Earth, ariſetha Hill, and on the top 
of it, a Globe, on which Fame is ſeen ſtanding with her 
Trumpet in her Hand; and on the Hill, are ſcated four 
Perſons, preſenting Poeſie, Hiſtory, Architeure, and Scal- 
pture : who together with the Nympbs, Floods, and Foun- 
tains, make a tull Quire ; at which, Fame begins to mount, 
and moving her Wings, flieth, ſinging, up to Heaven. 


Fame. 
Riſe golden Fame, and give thy name a birth 


CHORUS. 
From great and generous attions, done on Earth. 


Fame. 


The life of Fame 1: attion. 


CHORUS. 
Underſtood 
That attion muſt be vertuows, great, and gocd? 
Fame. 


Vertue it ſelf by Fame is oft protefed, 
And dits deſpiſed —— 


GHORUS. 
IWhere the Fame”; neglefled. 


Fame. 
IWho hath not heard of Chloris, and her Bower, 
Fair Iris att, empley'd by Juno's power 
To guard the Spring, and proſper every Flower, 
Whom Tealonfie and Hell thought to devour ? 


CHO- 


U 


Maſques. 59 


CHORUS. Fame. 
Great ations, oft obſcur'd by time, may lie, Thus Fame, aſcends, by all degrees, to Heaven : 
Or aryy — 4nd eaves a Light, here, brighter than the ſcven. 
Fame. | 
Rut they laſt to memory. CITIORUS. 
Poelie, Let all applaud the ſight, 
Wai that ſu/l ain thee, Learned Poelie, Air firſt, that gave the brig bt 
: Reflettions, Day or Night ! 
ir, Hiſtory, With theſe ſupports of Fame, 
'F And I, ber Siſter, ſevere Hiſtory, That keep alive ber name ! 
[rs The Beantier of the Spring 
in ArchiteRure. Founts, Rivers, every thing : 
With ArchiteQure, who will raiſe thee bigh, From the beight » all, ; 
To the Waters fall, 
Scylpture. Reſound, and ſing 
And Sculpture, that can keep thee from to die. The honours of bis Chloris, to the King. 
Chloris, the Queen of Flowers ; 
CHORUS. = ſweetneſs of all Showers ; : 
The ornament of Bowers ; 
All help lift thee to Eternity. The ep of Pimanant 
Juno. * 
. Fame, being hidden in the Clouds, the Hill ſinks : and 
And Juno, through the Air, doth make thy way, hes Se 
Iris. 
By her ſereneſt Meſſenger of Day. | The Maſquers dance with the Lord:. 
The Names of the MasQ uz 8s as they fate in the Bower, 
The QUEEN. 
op Counteſs of Carliſle. Counteſs of Carnaryan. 
” Countels of Berkſhire. M. Porter. 
ul Counteſs of Newport. M. Dor. Savage. 
nw Counteſs of Oxford. Lady Howard, 
Lady Anne Cavendiſh. M. Eliz, Savage. 
Lady Penelope Egerton. M. Anne Weſton. 
Lady Strange. M. Sophia Cary. 
THE EN D. ; 
Pppp 2 HOR- 
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HORACE, 


His Art of 


POET K Y: 


Made Engliſh by BEN. FOHNSON. 


HORATIUSHOR ACE. 


De Arte 


POETIC A 


Umano capiti cervicem pittor equinam 


Tungere fi velit, &* warias inducere plumas, 
Undiq; collatis membris, ut turpiter atrum 
Deſinat in piſcem, mulier formoſa ſuperne ; 
Spettatum admiſſi riſum teneatis, amici ? 
Credite, Piſones, 1/{i tabule fore librum 
Perſimilem ; eujus, velut agri ſormmia, vane 
Fingentur ſpecier, ut nec per, nee caput, uni 
Reddatur forma, Piltoribur, atque Poctis, 
Quidlibet audendi ſemper fuit aqua poteſtas. 


Scimus; & hanc veniam petimuſque, damuſque, wviciſſim : 


Sed non ut placidis coeant immitia, non ut 
Serpentes avibus geminentur, tigribus agni. 
Inceptus gravibus plerunque & magna profeſſis, 
I -purems late qui ſplendeat unus & alter 
Aſſuitur pennus, cim lucus, & ara Dianz, 
Et properantis aque per amenos ambitus agros, 
Aut flumen Rhenum, aut pluvins deſcribitur arcus- 
Sed nunc non erat bu locw : &, fortaſſe, cupreſſum 
Sew ſimulare, quid boc, ſi frattus enatat exſpes 
Navibus, ere dato qui pingitur ? amphora czpit 
Inſtitwi; currente rotd, cur uwroem exit * 
Denique fit, quod vis, ſimplex duntaxat, &r unum. | 
Maxima pars watum, pater, © juvenes patre digni, 
Decipimur ſpecie recti © Brevs eſſe laboro, 
Obſcurns fi : 
Deficiunt animiq; : profe[/us grandia, turget : 
Serpit bumi, tutus nimium, timiduſqz procelle. 
Qui wariare cupit rem prodigia/iter unam, 


Seftantem levia, neruvi 


— 


Of the Art of 


FE 1K Y. 


F to a Woman's Head a Painter would 

Set a Horſe-neck, and divers Feathers fold 
On every Limb, ta'en from a ſeveral Creature, 
Preſenting upwards, a fair Female feature, 
Which in ſome {warthy Fiſh uncomely ends : 
Admitted to the ſight, although his Friends, 
Could you contain your Laughter ? Credit me, 
This Piece, my Piſo's, and that Book agree, 
Whole Shapey,like Sick-mens Dreamy,are feign'd ſo yain, 
As neither Head, nor Foot, one form ctain, 
But equal power to Painter and to Poer, 
Of daring all, hath ſtill been given ; we know it : 
And both do crave, and give again, this leave. 
Yet, not as therefore wild; and tatme ſhould cleave 
Together : not that we ſhould Serpents ſee 
With Doves; or Lambs with Tygers coupled be. 

In grave beginnings, and great things profeſt, 
Ye have oft-times, that may o'er-ſhine the relt, 
A Scarlet Piece, or two, ſtitch'd in : when or 
Diana's Grove, or Altar, with the bor- 
Dring Circles of ſwift Waters that intwine 
The pleaſant Grounds, or when the River Rhine, 
Or Rainbow is defcrib'd, But here was now 
No place for theſe. And, Painter, hap'ly, thou 
Know'ſt only well to paint a Cypreſs-Tree. 
What's this ? if he whoſe Money hireth thee 
To paint him, hath by ſwimming hopeleſs ſcap'd, 
Tic whole Fleet wreck'd ? a great Jar to be ſhap'd, 
Was meant at firſt, Why forcing ſtill about 
Thy labouring Wheel, comes ſcarce a Pitcher out. 
In thort; I bid, Let what thou work'ſt upon, 
Be ſimply quite throughout, and wholly one. 

Moſt Writers, noble Sire, and either Son, 
Are, with the likeneſs of the Truth, undone. 
My ſelf for ſhortneſs labour ; and I grow 
Obſcure. This ſtriving to run ſmooth, and flow, 
Hath neither Soul, nor Sinews. Lofty he 
Profelling greatneſs, ſwells : That low by lee 
Creeps on the Ground ; too ſafe, too atraid of Storm. 
This tecking, In a various kind, to form 

Delrbinum 


1 


——_ _—_— 


" Horace, of the Art of Poetry. 66 


Delphinum ſlows appimgit, fluttibus aprum. 


In vitium ducit culpe fuga, fi caret arte. 


Amilium circa ludum faber imus, & unguets 
Exprimet, & molless imitabitur ere capillos ; 
Infelix operis ſumma : quia ponere totum 
Neſciet. Hunc ego me, fi quid componere curem, 
Non magis «ſe velim, quam pravo vivere naſo, 
Spettandum nigris ocn'ss, nigroq, capillo. 

Sumite materiam weſtris, qui ſcribitis, «quam 
Viribus, & werſate diu, quid ferre recuſent, 
Quid waleant bumeri, cui letta potenter erit res, 
Nec facundis deſerit bunc, nec Iucidis ordo. 
Ordinis hec virtus erit, & Venus, aut ego fallor, 
Ut jam nunc dicat, jam nunc debentia dici 
Pleraq, differat : & preſens in tempns omittar. 


Hoc amet, hoc ſpernat promiſſi carminis autor. 


In verbis etiam tenuts cautuſq, ſerends, 
Dixers egregie, notum fi callida verbum 
Reddiderit junitura novum. Si forte neceſſe eſt, 
Indiciis monſtrare recentibus abdita rerum 3 
F ingere cinfluts non exaudita Cethegis 
Continget, dabitarq, licentia, ſumpta pudenter. 
Et nova fictaq; nuper babebunt werba fidem, fi 
Greco fonte cadant, part detorta. Quid autem 
Crxcilio, Plautoq; dabit Romanw, ademptum 
Virgilio, Varioque? ego cur acquirere panes 
$i poſſum, invideor : cim lingua Catonis, & Enni 
Sermonem patrium ditaverit ; & nova rerum 
Nomina protulerit ? Licwit, ſemperq; licebit, 
Signatum preſente not4 producere nomen. 

Ut ſylue folius pronos mutantur in annos, 

Prima cadunt ; itd verborum wetws interit tar, 
Et juvenum ritu florent mods nata, vigentque. 
Debemur morti nos, noſtraque ! ſive receptus 
Terra Neptunus, claſſes Aquilonibus arcet, 
Regs opus, fteriliſve diu palus, aptaq; remis, 
Vicinas urbes alit, & grave ſentit aratrum : 
Sew curſum mutavit iniquum fruzibus ammis ; 
Dottns iter melins. Mortalia faila peribunt : 
Nedum ſermonum (tet honos, & gratia vivax. 
Multa renaſcentur, que jam cecidere, cadentq;, 
Que nunc ſunt in bonore, wocabula, ſi wolet uſus ; 


Quem penes arbitrium eft, & wi, & norma loquendi. 


Res peſt.e regumque, ducumque, & triitia bella 
Duo ſcribi poſſent numero, monſtravit Homerus. 
Verſibns impariter juni} is querimonia primum, 

Poſt etiam incluſa eſt voti ſententia composs 
Quis tamen exiguos elegos emiſerit author, 
Grammatici certant, & adbuc ſub judice lu eſt. 


One thing, prodigiouſly, paints in the Woods 

A Dolphin, and a Boar amid” the Floods. 

So, ſhunning faults, to greater faule doth lead, 

When in a wrong, and artlefs way we eread. 

The worſt of Statuaries, here about 

Th' eAmilian School, in brafs can faſhion out 

The Nails; and every curled Hair diſcloſe, 

But in the main work hapleſs: ſince he knows 

Not to deſign the whole. Should I afpire 

To form a Work, I would no more detire 

To be that Smich , chan live, mark'd one of thoſe, 

With tair black Eyes, and Hair, and a wry Noſe. 
Take, therefore, you that write, ſtill Matter fic 

Unto your Strength, and long examine it, 

Upon your Shoulders. Prove what they will bear, 

And what they will not. Him whoſe choice doth rear 

His Matter to his power, in all he makes, 

Nor Language, nor clear Order ere forſakes. 

The Vertcue of which Order, and true Grace, 

Or I am much deceiv'd, ſhall be to place 

Invention. Now, to ſpeak; and then differ 

Much, that mought now be ſpoke : omitted here 

Till fitter Seaſon. Now, to like of this; 

Lay that aſide, the Epicks Office is. 

In uſing alſo of new words, to be 

Righe ſpare, and wary : then thou ſpeak*ſt to me 

Moſt worthy praiſe, when words that common grew, 

Are, by thy cunning placing, made meer new. 

Yet, it by chance, inutt'ring things abſtruſe, 

Thou need new Terms; thou maiſt, without excuſe, 

Feign words, unheard of to the well-iruſfd Race 

Of che Cethegi ; And all Men will grace, 

And give, being taken modeſtly, this leave, 

And thoſe thy new, and late-coin'd Words receive, 

So they fall gently trom the Grecian Spring, 

And come not too much wreſted. What's chat thing, 

A Roman to Cecilins will allow, 

Or Plautws, and in Virgil diſavow, 

Or Varim ! why am 1 now envi'dl fo, 

If I can give ſome ſmall increaſe ? When, lo, 

Cato's and Enniws Tongues have lent much worth, 

And wealth unto our Language; and brought forth 

New names of things. It hath heen ever tree, 

And ever will, to utter Terms that be 

Stamp'd to the time, As Woods whoſe change appears 

Still in their Leaves, throughout the iding years, 

The firſt-born dying, fo the aged State 

Of Words decay, and Phraſes born bur late 

Like tender Buds ſhoot up, and treſhly grow. 

Our ſelves, and all that's ours, to death we owe : 

Whether the Sea receiv'd into the Shore, 

That from the North, the Navy fafe doth ſtore, 

A kingly Work ; or that long barren Fen 

Once rowable, but now doth nouriſh Men 

In Neighbour-towns, and feels che weighty Plough ; 

Or the wild River, who hath changed now 

His courſe fo hurtful both to Grain and Seeds, 

Being taught a better way. All mortal Deeds 

Shall periſh: fo far off it is, the State, 

Or grace of Speech, ſhould hope a laſting date. 

Much Phraſe that now 1s dead, ſhall be reviv'd » 

And much ſhall dye, that now is nobly liv'd, 

If Cuſtom pleaſe ; at whoſe diſpoſing Will 

The power and rule of ſpeaking reſtzth ſtill, 


The geſts of Kings, great Captains, and fad Wars, 
What number beſt can fic, Homer declares. 
In Verſe unequal match'd, firſt fowre Laments, 
After Mens Wiſhes, crown'd in their Events 
Were allo clos'd : Bur, who the Man ſhould be, 
Thar tit ſent forth the dapper Elegy, 
All che Grammarians ſtrive ; and yer in Court 
Betore the Judge, ut hangs, and waits report. 


Muſa 
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Muſa dedit fidibus Dirvos pueroſqy Deorum, 
Et pugilem wictorem, & equum certamine primum , 


/ 
Ft jwoemum enrar, & libera wina ref orve. 


Archilocum prepris ras armavit lambo. 
Hunc ſocet cepere peu. ", gr andeaq; cothurni, 
Alterns aptum ſermenibus, & popmlares 


Vincentem ſbrepitinr, & natum rebus agendis, 


Veorſibus expont Tragics res Comica non wult. 
Indignatur item privatis, ac prope ſocco 
Dignus carminibis celebrart cana Thyecſte. 
Sirgu'a quaq, locum teneant ſortita decenter. 
Deſcriptas ſervare vices operumq, colores, 
Cur ego, fi nequeo, ignoroq,, Poeta ſalutor ? 
Cur neſcire pudens prave, quam diſcere malo * 
Interdum tamen, & wocem Comedia tollit, 
Iratz/q, Chremes tumilo delitigat ore, 
Er ;jragicus plerumque dolet ſermone pedeſtri 
Telephus, & Pelcus, cim pauper, & exut nterg; 
Pr. yecrt ampillas, CO ſeſquipedalia verba, 
$1 curat cor ſpettants tetigiſſe querelg. 
Now ſatzs eft pulcbra eſſe poemata : dulcia ſunto, 
Et quocunq; went animum auditoris agunto. 
Ut ridentibus arrident, ita flentibus adflent 
Humani wultw. Si vis me flere, dolendum eſt 
Primum ipſi tibi : tunc tua me infortunia ledent 
Telephe, ve! Pelu. M/s fi mandata loqueris, 
Liut dormitabo, aut ridebo. Triſtia meſtum 
Vultum werba decent : iratum, plena minarum : 
Ludcntem, laſciva : ſcverum, ſeria dittu. 
F rmat enim natura pris nos intuus ad omnem 
Fortwnarum babitum : juvat, aut impellit ad iam, 
{ut ad bumum mzrore gravi deducit, c* angit : 
Poſt effert animi motus mmterprete lingua. 
$1 dicentss erunt fortunss ab/ena dicta, 
Romani tollent equites pediteſqz cachinnum. 
Intererit multiom, Davus ne loquatar, an heros : 
Maturiſne ſenix, an adbuc florente juventa 
Fervidns : an matrona potens, an ſedula nutrix : 
Mercatorne wvagns, cultorne yirentss agelli : 


Colchus, an Aſſyrius: Thebis nutritns, an Argis : 


Aut famam ſequere, aut ſibi comvenientia finge 
Seriptor. Honoratum fi fortt reponus Achillem, 
Impiger, iracundus, inexorabils, acer, 

Jura neget ſibi nata, nibil non arroget arm. 
S:r Medea ferox, mvict aq; flebilas Ino, 

Perfidus Ixion, Io waga, triſtis Oreſtes, 

St quid inexpertum ſcenes commuttts, & audes 
Perſonam formare novam 1 ſervetur ad imum 
Dua'rs ab incepto proceſſerit, & ſibi conſtet. 


D/fficile eff proprid communia dicere ; tug, 
Reiliin Hiacum carmen deduct in atlus, 


Qram ſi proſerres ignota, inditÞaqs prim me 


——————— 


Unto the Lyrick Strings, the Muſe gave Grace 
To chant the Gods, and all their God-like Race, _ 
The conqu'ring Champion, the prime Horle in courſe, 
Freſh Lovers buſineſs, and the Wines free ſource, 
The lIambick arm'd Archilocbws to rave, 
This Foot the Socks took up, and Buskins grave, 
As fir et exchange diſcourſe; a Verie to win 
On popular noiſe with, an«l do bufineſs in. 
The Comick Matter will not be cxpreſt 
In tragick Verſe ; no leſs Thyeſtes feaſt 
Abhors low Numbers, and the private Strain 
Fir tor the Sock : Each Subje ſhould retain 
The Place allotted it, wich decent thewes, 
It now the turns, the colours, and right hucs 
Of Poems here deſcrib'd, I can, nor uſe, 
Nor know t' obſerve : Why (i' the Muſes name) 
Am I call'd Poet? wherctore with wrong ſhame, 
Perverſly modeſt, had I rather owe 
To ignorance ſtill, chan cicher learn, or know ? 
Yer, ſometime doth the Comedy excite 
Her Voice, and angry Chremes chafes out-right 
With twelling Throat : and, oft the tragick wight 
Complains in humble Phraſe. Both Telephar, 
And Pelens, if they ſeek to heart-ſtrike us 
Thar are Spetators, with cheir miſery, 
When they are poor, and baniſh'd, muſt throw by 
Their Bombard-phraſe, and foot-and-half-foot Words : 
'Tis not enough, th elaborate Muſe affords 
Her Poem's beauty, but a ſweet delight 
To work the hearers Minds, ſtill co their plighe. 


Mens Faces, ſtill, wich ſach as laugh, are prone 

To laughter ; fo they grieve with thoſe that mone. 

If thou would'ſt have me weep, be thou firſt drown'd 

Thy fz1f in Tears, then me thy loſs will wound, 

Pelens, or Telephus. If you ſpeak vile 

And ill-penn'd things, I ſhall, or fleep, or ſmile. 

Sad Language fits fad Looks ; ſtuft'd menacings, 

The angry Brow; the ſportive, wanton things ; 

And the ſevere, ſpeech ever ſerious. 

For Nature, firſt within doth faſhion us. 

To every ſtate of Fortune ; ſhe helps on, 

Or urgeth usto anger ; and anon 

With weighty Sorrow hurls us all along, 

And tortures us : and, after by the Tongue 

Her eruch-man, ſhe reports the Minds each throw, 

It now the Phraſe of him that ſpeaks, ſhall flow 

In found, quite from his Fortune ; both the rout, 

And R:man Gentry, jearing, will laugh our. 

Ie much will differ, if a God ſpeak, than, 

Or an Heree ; It a ripe old Man, 

Or ſome hor youth, yer in his flouriſhing Courſe ! 

Where ſome great Lady, or her diligent Nourſe ; 

A ventring Merchant, or the Farmer free 

Of ſome {mall chankful Land: whether he be 

Ot Cbolcbs born; orin Aſyria bred ; 

Or, with the Milk of Thebes ; or Arg, fed, 

Or follow Fame, thou that doſt write, or fain 

Things in themſelves agreeing: If again 

Honour'd Achilles chance by thee be feiz'd, 

Keep him ſtill active, angry, un-appeaF'd, 

Sharp, and contemning Laws, at him ſhould aim, 

Be nought ſo 'bove him but his Sword let claim. 
Medea make brave with impetuous ſcorn 3 

Ino bewail'd; Ixion falſe, foriworn ; 

Poor Io wandring; wild Oreſftes mad : 

It ſomething ſtrange, that never yet was had 

Unto the Scene thou bring it, and dar'ſt create 

A mere new Perſon. Look he keep his ſtate 

Unto the laſt, as when he firſt went forth, 

Still ro be like himfelt, and hold his worth, 

"Tis hard, to ſpeak things common, properly : 

And thou mailt better bring a & hapſody 

Of Homer's, forth in As, than of thine own, 


Firſt publiſh chings unſpoken, and unknown, 
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Publica materies privati jurit erit 3 fi 
Nee circa vilem, patulumq; morabers orbem : 

Nee werbum verbs curabis veddere fidus 

Interpres : nee defilics imitator in arttum, 

Undg pedem jroſcrre pudor wetet, aut operis lex. 

Nee fie ineipics, ut [criptor Cycliens olim : 

Firtunam Priami cant abo, & nobile bellum. 

Quid dignum tanto feret bic promiſſor hiaty ? 

Parturient montes, naſcetur ridiculm mns, 

Quants rettius bic, qui nil molitur ineptt : 

Dic mihi Muſa virum, capt e port tempora Trojx, 

Qui mores bominum multorum widit, & urbess. 

Mon fumum ex fulgore, ſed ex fumo dare lucem 

Cogitat, ut ſpecioſa debinc miracula promat, 

Antiphaten, Scyllamgq;, &+ cum Cyclope Charybdim : 
Nec gemino bellum Trojanum orditur ab owvo. 

Semper ad eventum feſtinat, & in medias ves, 

Non ſecs ac notas, auditorem rapit : & que 


Deſperat trattata niteſcere poſſe, relinquit. 

Atq; ita mentitur, ſic veris falſa remiſcet, 
Primo ne medium, medio ne diſcrepet imum. 

Tu quid ego, & populus mecum deſideret, audi. 
$1 plauſoris eges aulea manentis, & uſq; 
Seſſuri, donec cantor, Ves plandite, dicat, 
e/Etatss cujuſq; notandi ſunt tibi mores, 


Mobilibuſq, decor naturss dandrs, & anni. 


Reddere qui woces jam ſcit puer, & pede certo 
Signat bumum, geſtit paribus colludere, & iram 
Colligit, ac ponit temere, & mutatur in beras. 

Imberbis juryenis tandem cuſtod: remoto, 
Gaudet equis canibuſq;, & aprici gramine campi, 
Ceres in witium flect;, monitoribus aſper, 
Utilium tardus proviſor, prodigut ar, 

Sublims, cupidu/q;, & amata relinquere pernix. 

Comverſis ſtudits &t as, animusg, virilss 
@uerit opes, + amicitias : inſervit bonort : 
Commiſiſſe cavet, quod mox mutare laberet. 

Multa ſenem circum weniunt incommoda, wel quod 
Querit, & imventis miſer abſtinet, ac timer utt : 
Vel quid res omness timide gelideq, miniſtrat ; 
Dilator, ſpe longus, incrs, avidusqs futuri, 
Difficilis, querulns, laudat.r tempors attt 
Se puero : cenſor, caſtigatorq, minorum. 

Multa ferunt anni venientes commod a ſecum : 
Multa recedentes adimunt, ne forte ſeniles 
Mandentur juveni partes, pneroque Viriles, 
Semper in adjunt{s, £voque morabimur apts. 


Aut apitur ret in ſcenu, aut atta refer tur, 


Segniks- irritant animos demiſſa per aurem, 


Quam que ſunt oeulis ſubjetta fidelibus, & que 
Ioſe fibi tradit ſpettator, non tamen mtu 
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Yet common Matter tho! thine own maiſt make, 

It thou the vile, broad eroden Ring forſake, 

For, being a Pozt, thou mailt feign, create, 

Not care, as thou would(t faithfully tranſlate, 

i To render word for word : nor with thy flight 
| Ol imitation, leap into a {treighe, 
| From whence thy M-+ lefty, or Poems Law 

Forbids thee forth again thy Foot to draw. 

Nor fo begin, as did that Circler late, 

' I ling a noble War, and Priam's Fate. 
| What doth this Promiſer ſuch gaping worth 
' Aﬀord ? The Mountains travail'd, and brought forth 
A {corned Moufz! O, how much better this, 
; Who nought aflays unaptly, or amils ? 
| Speak to me, Muſe, the Man, who after Troy m3: ſacÞ't, 
| Saw many Towns, and Men, and ceuld their Manners tract. 
: He thinks not how to give you Smoke from Light, 
| But Light from Smoke ; that he may draw his bright 
| Wonders torth after : As Amtipbates, 
. Sezlla, Charybdes, Polypheme, with theſe. 

Nor trom the Brand, with which the Life did burn 
| Of Meleager, brings he the return 
| Of Dicmede ; nor Tres 14d War begins 
' From the rwo Eggs, that did dicloſe the Twins. 

He ever haſtens to the cnd, and fo 
; (As it he knewirt) raps his hearer to 
The middle of his Matter : letting go 
What he deſpairs, being handled, might not ſhow. 

' And fo well teings, ſo mixeth cunningly 
; Falſhood with Truth, asno Man can efpy 
, Where the midſt differs from the fiſt : or where 

The laſt doth from the midſt dif-join'd appear. 

t Hear, what ic is the People, and I defire; 
{ It ſuch a ones Applauſe thou doſt require, 
j That carries cill the Hangings be ta'en Cown, 

And firs, till the Epil-guelays Clap or Crown : 

, I be Cuſtoms of cach age thou muſt obſerve, 

And give their Years and Natures, as they 1werve, 
Fic Rights. The Child, that now knows how to lay, 
And can tread firm, longs with like Lads to play ; 
Soon angry, and ſoon pleas'd, is ſweet, or ſowre, 

He knows not why, and changeth every Hour. 

Thy unbearded Youth, kis Guardian once being gone. 
Loves Dogs, and Horſes; and is ever one 
I” che open Field ; Is Wax-like to be wrought 
To every Vice, as hardly to be brought 
To endure Counlzel : A Provider flow 
For his own good, a careleſs Fetter-go 
Ot Money, haughty, to dutire foon mov d, 

And then as {witt to leave what he hath lov'd. 

Theſe Studics alter now, in one, grown Man , 
His berter'd Mind ſeeks Wealth and Friendſhip : than 
Looks atter Honours, and bewares to at 
| Whaer ſtraight-way he mult labour to retract. 

The old Man many Evils do girt round 3 
Eicher becauſe he ſecks, and, having found, 

Doth wreechedly the ule of things forb2ar, 

Or do's all buſineſs coldly, and with tear ; 

A great deterrer, long in hope, grown numb 
With ſloth, yer greedy ſtill ot what's to come : 
Froward, complaining, a commender glad 

Of the Times palt, when he was a young Lad ; 
And ſtill correcting Youth, and cenfuring. 

Mans coming years much good with them do bring: 

At his departing take much thence; leſt, then, 
The parts of Age to youth be given z or Mn 
To Children; we muſt always dwell, and ſtay 
In fitting proper Adjuncts to each day, 

1he bulinels cicher on the Stage is done, 

Or actcd cold. Bur, ever, chings that run 
In at the Lar, do ſtir the Mind more flow, 
"Than thoſe the faichful Eyes take in by ſhow, 
And eli: Bcholder co himiclt doth render. 

| Yet to the Stage, at all thou mailt not cender 
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D:gna geri, promes in ſcenam *. mult aque tolles 
Ex oculis, que mox narret facundia preſent. 
Nec pueros coram populo Medea rrucidet : 
Aut humana Pp 1am coquat exlta nefarius Atreus : 
Ant in avem Progne vertatur, Cadmus in anguem, 
Quodcunque oftendit mihi fic, incredul us odi, 

Neve minzr, quinto, neu ſit produttior attu 
Fabula que poſci ult, & ſpefttata repons. 


Nec Bens interſit, niſs dignus vindice nod: 
Inciderit © nec quart loqui perſona labor et. 


Lutorss partes chorus, efficiumque wirile 
Defendat , neu quid medios mtercinat achus 
Quod non propoſito conducat, & hereat apie. 
Ile bonis faveatque, & concilietur amice. 

Et regat iratos, & amet peccare timentess- 
Ill> dapeis laudet menſe brevs : ile ſalubrem 
Tuititiam, legesque, & apertis tia ports. 
Mlle regat commiſſa, Deoſque precetur, & oret, 
Ut redeat miſeris, abeat fortuna ſuperb. 


Tibia non, ut nunc, orichalco vinita, tubeque 
eAEmula, ſed tenuxs, ſimplex foramine pauco 
Aſpirare, & adeſſe chors erat wutils, atque 
Nondim {þiſſa nims complere ſedilia flatu. 

Quo ſane populits numerabils, utpote paruwns, 
Er frugi, caſtuſque verecundusque coibat. 
Poitquam capit agros extendere vittor, & urbem 
Latior amplefi murar, Vinoque diurno, 
Placari Genius feſtis impune diebus, 

Acceſſit numeriſq; modiſque licentia major. 
Indetus quid enim ſaperet, liberque laborum, 
Ruſticus urbano confuſn, turpis honeſto ? 

Sic priſc.e motumque, & luxuriam addidit arti 
Tibicen, traxitq; vagus per pulpita veſtem. 
Sic etiam filibus woces crevere ſever, 

E: tulit el.quium inſolitum facund:a pr eceps. 
Utiliummue ſagax rerum, & drvina futuri 
Sortilegss non diſcreyit ſententia Delphis. 

Ionotum Tragice genus inveniſſe Camene 
Dicitur, C> plauſtris vexiſſe pcemata Thelpis, 
ue conerent agerentque perunt#s fecibus ora. 
Poſt hunc perſone palleque repertor honeſt e 
Aſchylus, & medics inſtravit pulpita tigns, 
Et: docuit magnimque loqui nitique cotburns. 
Carmine qui Tragico vilem certavit oh bircum, 
Mex etiam agreſftets Satyros nudavit, & aſper 
| Incolumi gravitate jocum tentavit : eo quod 
Ilecebras erat, & grati novitate morandus 
Spectator, funttusque ſacrss, & potus, & exlex, 


Verim ita riſores, ita commendare dicaces 
Comveniet Satyrcs, it& wertere ſeria luds : 
Ne, quicunque Dens, quicunq, adbjbcbitur Heros, 
. o A R 
Regali conſpet{us in auro nuper, & oftro, 


Things worthy to be done within, but take 
Much from the light, which fair report will make 
Preſent anon : Medea mult not kill 

Her Sons before the People ; nor the ill- 

Natur'd, and wicked Atreus Cook, to th' Eye, 
His Nephews Entrails, nor muſt Progne fly 

Into a Swallow there ; Nor Cadmus take, 

Upon the Stage, the Figure of a Snake. 

What fo is ſhown, I nor believe, and hate. 

Nor mult che Fable, that would hope the Fate 
Once ſeen, to be again call'd tor, and plaid, 
Have more or leſs than juſt five As : nor laid, 
To have a God come in ; except a Knor 
Worth his untying happen there : And not 
Any tourtch Man, to {peak at all, aſpire. 

An Actors Parts, and Office too, the Quire 
Muſt maintain manly ; nor be heard to ſing 
Berween the Acts, a quite clean other thing 
Than tothe purpoſe leads, and fticly *grees. 

Ir ſtill muſt favour good Men, and to theſe 

Be won a Friend ; It mult both ſway, and bend 
The angry, and love thoſe that fear & offend. 
Praiſe the ſpare Diet, wholſom Juſtice, Laws, 
Peace, and the open Ports, that peace doth cauſe 
Hide faults, pray to the Gods, and with aloud 
Fortune would hes the Poor, and leave the Proud. 

The Hau'*-boy, not as now with latten bound, 
And rival with the Trumpet for his ſound, 

Bur ſfofr, and ſimple, art tew holes breath'd Time 
And Tune too, firted to the Chor; Rhyme, 

As loud enough to fill the Seats, not yer 

So over-thick, but, where the People met, 

They might with eaſe be numbred, being a few 
Chalte, thrifty, modeſt Folk, that came to view. 
Bur, as they Conquer'd, and enlarg'd their Bound, 
That wider Walls embrac'd their City round, 
And they uncenſur'd might at Fealts and Plays 
Steep the glad Genizs in the Wine, whole days, 
Boch in cheic Tunes, the Licence greater grew, 
And in their Numbers ; For, alas, what knew 
The Ideor, keeping Holy-day, or drudge, 
Clown, Townſ-man, baſe, and noble, mix'd, to judge ? 
Thus, to his antient Art the Piper lene 

Gelture and Rior, whilſt he {wooping went 

In his erain'd Gown about the Stage ; So grew 

In cime to Tragedy, a Mulick new. 

The rath, and head-long Eloquence brought forth 
Unwonted Language ; and that ſenſe of worth 
That tound our Profit, and forctold cach ching 
Now difter'd not fiom Delpbick riddling. 

Theſps is (aid to be the firit found our 
The Tragedy, and carried ir abour, 

Till chen unknown, in Carts, wherein did ride 

Thole that did fing, and at : their Faces dy'd 

With Lees of Wine. Next Eſchylas, meculas 

Brought in the Viſor, and the Robe of State, 

Builc a ſmall cimbred Stage, and caught them talk 

Lotty, and grave; and in the Buskin ſtalk, 

He too, that did in Tragick Verſe contend, 

For the vile Goat, ſoon after, forth did ſend 

The rough rude Satyrs naked; and would ery, 

Though lower, with fafery of his Gravity. * 

How he could jeſt, becauſe he mark'd and ſaw 

The tice Speators, ſubje&t to no Law, 

Having well eat, and drunk : the Rires being done, 

Were to be ſtaid wich foftnefſes, and won 

Wich ſomething that was acceprably new. 

Yet fo the ſcofting Satyrs ro Mens view, 

And ſo their prating to pretcnt was beſt, 

And 1o to turn all earneſt into jeſt, 

As neither any God, were brought in there, 

Or Semi-god, that lace was feen to wear 

A Royal Crown, and Purple ; be made hop 

Wich poor bale Terms, through every baſer Shop: 
Aliover 
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ioret in obſcuras hamili ſermone tabernas ; Or whilſt he ſhunsthe Earth, to catch at Air 
_ je fe And empty Clouds. For Tragedy is fair, 
Aut, dum wvitat humum, nubcs, & inania capter. And far unworthy to blurt our fipin Rhimes ; 
ok | Burt, as a Matron drawn at ſolemn times 
Effutire levess indigna Tragedia verſus : To dance, fo ſhe ſhould, ſhamefac'd, differ far 
| * | From what th* obſcene, and petulant Satyrs are. 
- feſtis Ee —_— | Nor I, when I write Satyrs, will > love 
Intererit Satyrss panlum pudibunda proterus. 


Plain Phraſe, = Pi/o's, as alone t' approve 
Nun ego inernate, & deminantia nomina ſolum, Mere reigning Words : nor will I labour fo 


Quite from all face of Tragedy to go, 
Verbaque, Piſones, Satyrorum ſcriptor amabo : As not make difference, whether Dawns ſpeak, 


Nec fic enitey Tragico differre colori And the bold Pytbrar, having cheated weak 
U: nihil interfit, Davus ne loquatur, an audax S1me ; and, of a Talent wip'd his Purſe; 


| 7 Or old Sens, Bacchus guard, and Nurſe. 
Pythias emuntto lucrata Simone tal:ntum ; I can out oft known gear, a Fable frame, 


dei Silenus alumni. And lo, as every Man may hope the fame ; 
noon, nngyes mn Yet he char aide at it, may fence much, 
Ex moto foxum carmen ſequar, ut fibi quivs _ in vain Maes — is fuch 
Ws, Beflencs Order, and Connexion; fo much grace 
Speret idews _ — froeftraque a There comes ſometimes to things of meaneſt Place. 
Auſus idem : tantum ſeries juni#uraque pellet : Bur, let the Fawns, drawn from their Groves, beware, 
Tantum de medio ſumpts accedit bonor. Be I their Judge, they do at no time dare 
Silvs dedutti caveant, me judice, Fauni, Like Men Street-born, and near the Hall, rehearſe 
+ 4/-20hy Their yourhful Tricks in over-wanton Verſe : 
Ne welut innati triviis, «c pene forenſcs, Or crack out bawdy Speeches, and unclean. 
Ant nimum tenrs jwuenen ur verſibms unquam, = a _—_ Men of Birth and _ 
PP it take ONence at this : Nor, though it ſtrike 
Aut immunda _—_— 19 nominno/ aque dicta. IMS Him that buys Chiches blanch'd, or chance to like 
Offenduntur enim, quibus — — O- pater, & res: = Nut-crackers rhraughour, wilt they therefore 
Nee, fi quid fritli cicers propat, © eers enuptor, eceive, or give it an applauſe, the more. 
yo. 4 = bh ankns, dncver areas To theſe ſucceeded che 91d Comedy, 
7 "_ = not —_——— _— = Liberry 
wvetus bis Comadia non ſine mu'td ell into fault fo far, as now they ſaw 
wy ets hates — FI Her Licence fit to be reftrain'd by Law : 
Laude, ſed in "—O__ Y , Which Law receiv'd, the Chorw held his peace, 
Dignam lege regi» Lex eft accepta, choruſque His power of folly hurting made wenn. 
Turpiter obticuat, ſublazo jure necends. Two relts, a fhortand long, th' lembick Frame ; 
0x þ A Foot, whoſe ſwiſtne(s gave the Verſe the Name 
Sylaba longe brevi ſubjeFo, wvocatur Tambus Ot Trimeter, when yet it was lix-yac'd, 
Pes citus : wnde atiam trimers accreſcere juſſit But meer lambicks all, from firſt to laſt. 
anles, cow ſence redderes ilfus Nor is't long ſince, they did with-parterice take 
Nomen lambes, afgars 1 7 Into their Birth-righs, and for fitnels fake, 
Primus ad extremum ſimils ſibi : non ita pridem The ſteady Spondzees ; fo themſelves do bear 
Tardior ut paulo graviorque Venirer ad aures, m— and _— more weighty to the Ear: 
| | , rovided, ne'er to yield, in an E 
Spondeeos ft Tn _— HE Ot tellowſhip, Het was of. Place. 
Commodus, & pataens : non ut de fede ſecunds _ toort yet, in the famous Trimerers 
Cederet, aut quarts ſocialiter : bie & in Acci Ot Accins, and Ennius, rare appears : 
Nobilibus trimetrs apparet rarns : & Enm. S0 rare, as with fore Tax ic dorh INgage 


Thole heavy Verſes fent fo to the Stage, 


In ſcenam miſſos magno cum pondere verſus, Ot too much haſte, and negligence in part, 


& nimioum, Curaque carems, Or a worſe Crime, the ignorance of Art. 
pu: ; ks avtw a furps : But every Judyt harh nor the factftty 
gn : 7 To note in Poems, breach of harmony 3 
Non quioes videt immodulata poemata judex. And there is giren unworthy R—_— 
mans vena oft mdigna pieces, To Roman Poets. Shall I therefore weave 
” dats yu * nk. th 4 ht My Verle at random, and ticentiouffy ? 
pr , t Oc rather, chinking alk my fanks may ſpy, 
Viſuros peceat putem mea? turn, Of mire Grow a ſafe Writer, and be wary dsivea 
Spem veniee cautur? Views denique culpam, Within the _ of —_ all for _ 
noe ; Tis clear, this way T have gor off from blame, 
dhe dandoes - TEE Bur, in Farrow bo ired no Fame. a 
Noturnd verſate manu, werſate durnd. Take you the Greek Examples for your Light, - 
At noſtri prowvi Plantinos, & mmeros, > In hand, and turn them over day and night. 


Our Anceſtors did Plautw Numbers praife, 


Laudavere ſalcis : nimium patienter ufrunque, And Jeſts ; and botty co admirarion raiſe 


Ne dicam ftultt, mirati ; fi mods ego, © vos —— ws x x not _— wy . 

Wy 6 | | either you, or I, know t wa 
apa: araatks, _ FR ; To part ſcurrility from Wic: of in 
Legitimumque ſonum digitis callemus, © aure. A lawful Verfe, by ev Ear, of Finger ran 

: bn Our Poets, tao, lelic unprev Cz 

Ni ATA nefri Danes go BY Nor did they merit the lels Crown to wear, 
Nec minimum merutre decus, weſtigia Grzca In daring to forſake the Grecian Tracts, 

Auſi deſerere, &> celebrare domeſtica fats : And celebrating owr own home-born Faqs ; 


Qqqq Vel 
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Horatins, de Arte Poetica. 


Ve qui Pratextas, wel qui docutre Togatas. 

Nec wirtute foret, clariſue potentius arms, 
uim lingud, Latiam, fi non offenderet wrum- 
Quemque poetarum lime labor, & mora. Vaso 
Pompilius ſanguzs carmen reprebendite, quod non 
Multa _ & multa litura coercuit, atq5 
Perfettum decies non caſtigavit ad unguem. 
Ingenizm miſcra quis fortunatins arte 
Credit, & excludit [anos Helicone poetas 
Democritus, bona pars non wnguew porere curat, 
Non barbam, ſecreta petit loca, balnea vitat. 
Nanciſcetur enim pretium, nomenq; poete, 
$i tribus Anticyris caput inſanabile nunquam 
Tonſori Lycino commiſerit. O ego lev, 

Qui purgor bilem ſub verni temporis boram. 
Neon alins faceret meliora puemata : verum, 
Nil tanti eft : ergo fungar vice cotw, acutum 
Reddere que ferrum walet, exors ipſa ſecandi. 


Munus & officium nil ſcribens ipſe docebo ; 

Unde farentur opes : quid alat formetque Poetam : 

Quid deceat, quid non : qud virtus, qu ferat error. 
Scribends ref, ſapere, eſt & principium & fons. 

Rem tibi Socraticz poterunt oftendere charte : 

Verbaque proviſam rem non invita ſequentur. 

Dui didicit, patrie quid debeat, & quid amics : 


Ouo fit amore parens, quo frater amandus, & boſpes : 


Qued ſit conſeripti, quod judicis offcium : qu#t 

Partes in bellum miſſi ducss : ille profetts 

Reddere perſone ſcit comvenientia cuique. 

Reſpicere exemplar vite, morumque jubebo 

Dottum imitatorem, & weras hinc ducere woces. 

Interdum ſpecioſa locis, morataque rect? 

Fabula, nullizs Neneris, ſme pondere, &+ arte, 

Valduus obleftat populum, meliusque moratur, 

Duam wer/us inopes rerum, Nug £que canore- 
Graiis ingenmm, Graiis dedit ore rotundo 

Muſe lequi, preter laudem, nullits avars. 

Romani pueri longs rationibus aſſem 

Diſcunt in partes cemtum diducere. Dicat 

Filizs Albini, Ss de quincunce remota eſt 

Uncia, quid ſuperat ? poteras dixiſſe triens : eu, * 

: redit wncia : quid fit ? 

Semu: al hac animos arugo, & cura peculi, 

Cum ſemel imbuerit, ſperamus carmins fingi 

Poſſe linenda cedro, & levi ſervanda cupreſſo ? 

Hut prodeſſe volunt, aut delefare Poets, 

Aut limul & jucunda, & idonea dicere vite. 
Silvetlres h:mines ſacer, interpreſque Deorum, 

Cadib us & vittu fade det.r. uit Orpheus, 

Dic/as cb bee lenire tigres, rap/doſque leones : 


Rem puters ſervare tuam 


CE ————— 


— 


Whether the guarded Tragedy they wrought, 

Or *twere the gowned Comedy they taught. 
Nor had our Italy more glorious been 

In Vereue, and renown of Arms, than in 

Her Language, if the Stay, and Care t have mended, 

Had not our every Poet like offended. 

Burt you, Pompilizs Off-ipring, ſpare you not 

To tax that Verſe, which many a day, and blot 

Have not kept in ; and (leſt PerfeRion fail) 

Not ten times o'er, corrected to the Nail, 

Becauſe Democritzs believes a Wit 

Happier than wretched Arc, and doth, by it, 

Exclude all ſober Poets, from their ſhare 

In Helicon; a great fort will not pare 

Their Nails, nor ſhave their Beards, but to By-paths 

Retire themſelves, avoid the publick Baths ; 

For fo, they ſhall not only gain the worth, 

Bur Fame of Poets, they think, if they come forth 

And from the Barber Lycinus conceal 

Their Heads, which three Azticyra's cannot heal. 

O I lett-witted, that purge every Spring 

For Choler ! If Idid not, who could bring 

Our better Poems ? But I cannot buy 

My Title, at the Rate, I'd rather, 1, 

Be like a Whet-ſtone, that an edg can put 

On Steel, though *t ſelf be dull, and cannot cur. 

I writing noughe my felf, will teach them yet 

Their Charge and Office, whence their Wealth to fer, 

What nouriſheth, what formed, what begot 

The Poet, what becometh, and what not : 


Whether Truth may, and whether Error bring. 
The very Rooc of writing well, and Spring 


Is to be wiſe; thy Matter firſt co know 3 


Which the Socratick Writings beſt can ſhow : 

And, where the Matter is provided ftill, 

There Words will follow, not againſt their will. 

He, that hath ſtudied well the , and knows 

| What to his Country, what his Friends he owes, 

What height of love, a Parent will fic beſt, 

What Brethren, what a Stranger, and his Gueſt, 

Can tell a States-man's Duty, what the Arts 

And Office of a Judge are, what the Parts 

Of a brave Chiet ſent to the Wars : He can, 

Indeed, give ficting dues to every Man. 

AndI fell bid the learned Maker look, 

On Life, and Manners, and make thoſe his Book, 

Thence draw forth true Expreſſions. For, ſometimes, 

A Poem, of no Grace, Weight, Art, in Rhimes 

With ſpecious Places, and being humour'd righe, 

More ſtrongly takes the People with delight, 

And better ſtays them there, than all fine noiſe 

Of Verſe meer-marter-lefs, and tinckling Toys. 
The Mule not only gave the Greeks a Wit, 

But a well-compaſs'd Mouth to utter it. 

Being Men were covetous of nought, but Praiſe 3 

Our Roman Youths they learn the ſubtil ways 

How to divide, into a hundred Parts, 

A Pound or Piece, by their long cognng Arts: 

There's Albirn's Son will ſay, Subſtratt an Ounce 

From the Five Ounces ; what remains ? 

A Third of Twelve, you may : Four Ounces. Glad, 

He crys, Good Boy, thou'lt keep thine own. Now, add 

An Ounce, what makes it then ? The half Pound juſt, 

Six Ounces. O, when once the canker'd Ruſt, 

And Care of getting, thus, our Minds hath ſtain'd; 

Think we, or hope, there can be Verſes felgn'd 

In Juice of Ceder, worthy to be ſteep'd, 

And in ſmooth Cypreſs Boxes to be keep'd ? 

Poets would eicher Profic or Delight; 

Or mixing ſweet, and fit, reach Life che Right. 
Orphens, a Piielt, and ſpeaker for the Gods, 


| Firit frighted Men, and wildly liv'd, at odds, 


From Slaughrers, and foul Life; and for the ſame 
Was Tigers, faid, and Lyons fierce, co came. 


Dittus 
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* Horace, of the Artof Poetry, 
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Diftus &+ Amphion Thebanz cenditor arcus 
Saxo movere ſono teftudins, & prece blanda 
Dwcere quo wvellet. Fuit hac ſapientia quondam, 
Publica privatis ſecernere, ſacra profans, 
Concubitw probibere ago : dare jura maritis, 
Oppida moliri, leges icidere ligno. 

Sic honor, & nomen diving wvatibus, atque 
Carminibus wenit : poſt hos inſignts Homerus, 
Tyrtzuſque mares animos in triſtia bella 
Verſibus exacuit *. difte per carmina ſorter, 
Et wite monſtrata via eſt, & gratia regum 
Pieriis tentate modus, luduſque repertus, 

Et longorum operum fins: ne forti pudori 
Sit tibs Muſa lyre ſolers, & cantor Apollo. 


Quicquid precipies eſto brevs : ut citd difta 
Percipiant animi dociles, teneantque fadeles. 
Omne ſupervacuum pleno de pectore manar. 


Fifa, woluptatis causa, ſint proxima vers. 
Nec quodcunque wolet, poſcat fibi fabula credi : 
New pranſe Lamiz vivum puerum extrabat alyo. 
Centuria ſeniorum agitant expertia frugs : 

Celſi pretereunt auſtera poemata Rhamnes. 
One tulit punitum, qui miſcuit utile dulci, 
Leftorem deletando, pariterque monendo. 

Hic meret era liber Soflis : bic & mare tranſit, 
Et longum noto ſcriptori prorogat evum. 


Sunt delitta tamen quibus ignoviſſe velimm. 
Nam neq, chorda ſomum reddit, quem wult mans &> mens, 
Poſcentique gravem, perſepe remittit acutum : 
Nec ſemper feriet, quodcunque minabitur arcus. 
Verium ubi plura nitent in carmine, non ego paucis 
Offendar maculs, quas aut incuris fudit, 

Aut bumana parum cavit natura : quid ergo? 
Ut ſeriptor fi peccat idem librarius uſque 
Quarros eft monitus, venia caret & citharedus 
Ridetur, chorda qui ſemper oberrat eadem : 

Sic mibi, qui multum ceſſat, fit Cherilus le, 
Quem bys terque bonum cum riſu miror ; & idem 
Indignor ; quandoque bonus dormnat Homerus. 
Verum opere in longo fas ef obrepere ſommnum. 


Ut pittura, poeſis erit : que, ft proprius ſtes, 
Te capitt magus, Cf quadam, ſi longins abſtes. 


Hec amat obſcurum : wolet bac ſub luce wider, 


Tudicis argutum que non formidat acumen. 
Hec placuit ſemel : bec decies repetita placebit. 


O major juvenum, quamuis & voce paterna 
Fingers ad reftum, & per te ſapis, hoc tibi diftum 


Tolle memor : certis medium, & tolerabile rebus 
Redd concedi : conſultus juris, &* attor 
Cauſarum mediocris, abeft virtute diſerti 


Meſſalz, nec [cit quantum Cacecllius Aulus : 


Sed tamen in pretio eff. Mediocribas eſſe poetus 


Non bomines, nen Dii, non conceſſere column. 


Amphion, too, that buile the 7heban Towers, 
Was faid to move the Stones by his Lutes Powers, 
And lead them with ſoft Songs, where that he would. 
This was the Wiſdom, that they had of old, 
Things Sacred, from Profane to ſeparate; 
The Publick from tHiz Private : to abate 
Wild raging Luſts; preſcribe the Marriage good ; 
Build Towns, and carve the Laws in Leaves of Wood. 
And chus at firſt, an Honour, and a Name 
To divine Poets, and their Verſes came. 
Next theſe great Homer and Tyrtems fer 
On edge the Maſculine Spirits, and did wher 
Their Minds co Wars, with Rhimes they did rehearf:; 
The Oracles, too, were given our in Verſe ; 
All way of Life was ſhewn; the Grace of Kings 
Accempred by the Muſes Tunes and Strings ; 
Plays were found out; and reſt, the End, and Crown 
Ot their long Labours, was in Verſe ſer down : 
All which I cell, leſt when Apollo's nani'd, 
Or Muſe, upon the Lyre, thou chance b* aſham'd. 
Be brief, in what thou wouldſt command, that fo 
The docile Mind may ſoon thy Preceprs know, 
And hold them faithfully ; For nothing relts, 
But flows out, that o'er-fwelleth in full Breaſts. 
Ler what chou feign'ſt for Pleaſures fake, be near : 
The Truth; nor let thy Fable think, what &'er 
Ie would, muſt be : leſt ic alive would draw 
The Child, when Lamia 'has din'd, out of her Maw. 
The Poems void of Profit, our grave Men 
Caſt our by Voices; want they Pleaſure, then 
Our Gallants give them none, bur paſs them by ; 
But he hath every Suffrage can apply 
Sweet mix'd with ſowre, to his Reader, fo 
As Doctrine, and Delight together go. 
This Book will ger the-Sofi# Money ; This 
Will paſs the Seas, and long as Nature is, 
Wieh Honour make the far-known Author live. 
There are yer Faults, which we would well forgive, 
For, neither doth the Sering ftill yield that found 
The Hand and Mind would; but ic will reſound 
Oft-rimes a Sharp, when we require a Flat : 
Nor always doth che loofed Bow, hit chat 
Which ir doth threaten. Theretore, where I ſce 
Mauch in the Poem ſhine, 1 will nor be 
Offended with few Spots, which negligence 
Hath ſhed, or human Frailty not kept thence. 
How then ? Why, as a Scrivener, if h* offend 
Still in the ſame, and warned will not mend, 
Deferves no Pardon ; or who'd play, and ſing 
Is laugh'd at, that ſtill jarrech on one String : 
So he that flaggeth much, becomes to me 
A Cherilws, in whom if I but fee 
Twice, or thrice good, I wonder : but am more 
Angry. Sometimes, I hear good Homer ſnore. 1 
Bur, I confefs, that, in a long Work, fleep 
May, with ſome right, upon an Author creep. 
As Painting, ſo is Poeſte. Some Mans hand 
Will rake you more, the nearer that you ftand ; | 
As ſomethe farther off : This loves the dark; 4 
This, fearing not the ſubtleſt Judges mark 
Will in the Light be view'd: This once, che ſight 
Doch pleaſe; this, Ten times over, will delight. 
You Sir, the elder Brocher, though you are 
Informed rightly, by your Fathers care, 
And, of your elf roo, underſtand ; yer mind 
This ſaying : To ſome things there is aflign'd 
A Mcan, and Toleration, which does well : 
There may a Lawyer be, may not excel 3 | 
Or Pleader at the Bar, that may come thore 
Of Eloquent Mrſala's Power in Court, 
Or knows not what Cacellins Aulus can ; 
Yet, there's a value given to this Man. 
But neicher Men, nor Gods, nor Pillars meant, 


Poets ſhould ever be indifference. 
Qqqq 3 ''s 


668 


Horatius, de Arte Poerica. : 
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Ut gratas inter menſas ſymphonia diſcors, 
Et craſſum unguentum, & Sardo cum melle papaver, 
Offendunt ; poterat duci quia cena ſine iſtis : 
Sic animis natum inventumq; poema Juvandis, 
Si paulum ſummo diſceſſit, vergit ad imum, 


Ludere qui neſcit, campeſtribus abſ!met armis, 
Indouſque pile diſcive, trochive, quieſcit, 
Ne ſpiſſ.e riſum tollant impune corone. 
Dn; neſcit, verſus tamen audet fingere : quid ni ? 
Liber, & ingenins, preſertim cenſus equeſtrem 
Summam nummorum, vitioq; remotis ab om 
Tu nibil imvitd dices, facie/que Minerva. 
Id tibi jadxcium eft, ea mens, ſi quid tamen olim 
Scripſeris, in Metil deſcendat judics ares, 
Fr patris, & noſtras, nonumque premarur 1 annum. 
Membrans intus poſitis delere licebit, 
Quod non edideris. Neſcit vox miſſa reverts. 


Natur fieret laudabile carmen, an arte, 
Queſitum eſt : ego nec (fudium ſme divite vena, \ 
Nee rude quid profit video ingenium 3 alterins fic 
Altera poſcit opem res, & conjurat amice. 


Qui ſtudet aptatam curſu contingere metam 
Mult tulit fecitque puer : ſudavit, & alſit, 
Abſtinuit Venere, & wino : qui Pythica cantat 
Tibicen, didicit privs, extimnitque magiſtrum. 
Nunc ſatis eſt dixiſſe, Ego mira Poemata pango : 
Occupet extremum ſcabies, mibi turpe relmqui ett, 
Et quod non didici, ſane neſcire fateri. 


Ut praco ad merces turbam qui cogit emendas, 
Aſſentatores jub:t ad lucrum ire Peeta 
Dives agris, dives p.ſitis in fenore numm. 
$i werd eft, untium qui retie ponere poſit, 
Et ſpondere levi pro paupere, & eripere atrss 
Litibus implicitum ; mirabor, ſi ſciet inter- 
Noſcere mendacem verumque beatus amicum. 
Tu ſeu donari: /: 
Nolito ad wer: ..04 ſatos ducere plenum 
Letitie : clamabit enim, Pulchre, bene, ret : 
Palleſcit ſuper bu : etiam Fillabit amicss 
Ex oculu rorem, ſaliet, rundet pede terram. 


are voles cnt, 


U: qui condu#i plorant in funere, dicunt, 
Et faciunt prope plara dolentibus ex animo : fic 
Deriſor vero plus laudatore movetur. 


Reges dicuntur multss urgere cululls, 
Et torquere mero, quem perſpexiſſe laborant, 
An fu amicitia digns * fi carmins condes, 
Nunquam te fallant animi ſub vulpe latentes. 
Quintilio, / quid recitares, corrige, ſodes, 
Hoe aiebat, & hoc : melius te poſſe negares, 
Bu, terque expertum fruſtra ; delere jubebat, 
Ft male tornatos mend reddere werſms. 
Si defendere delitum, quam wertere malles, 


As jarring Mulick doth, at jolly Feaſts, 
Or thick groſs Ointment, but offzad che Gueſts : 
As Poppy, and Sardant Honey ; *cauſe without 
Theſe, the tree Meal might have been well drawn out: 
So any Poem, fanſied, oi forth-broughe 
To berering of the Mind of Man, in ought, 

If nc'er fo little it depart the firſt, 
And higheſt; finketh co the loweſt and worſt. 

He, that not knows the Games, nor how to uſe 
His Arms in Mars his Field, he doth refuſe ; 

Or, who's unskilful at the Coit, or Ball, 

Or erundling Wheel, he can fir ftill, from all ; 

Leſt che chrong'd heaps ſhould on a laughter take : 
Yer who's moſt ignorant, dares Verſes make. 
Why not? I'm gentle, and free-born, do hate 

Vice, and am known to have a Knights Eſtate. 
Thou, ſuch thy Judgment is, thy Knowledge too, 
Wile nothing againſt Nature ſpeak, or do : 

But, if hereafter thou ſhalt write, not fear 

To fend it to be judg'd by Merizs Ear, 

| And, to your Fathers, and to mine; though't be 
Nine years kept in, your Papers by, yo' are free 
To change, and mend, what you not forth do ſet. 
The Writ, once out, never returned yet. 

'Tis now inquir'd, which makes the nobler Verſe, 
Nature, or Art. My Judgment will not pierce 
Intothe Profits, what a meer rude Brain 
Can; or all toil, without a wealthy Vein: 

So doth the one the others help require, 
And triendly ſhould unto one end Confpire. 

He, that's ambitious in the Race to touch 
The wiſhed Goal, both did, and ſuffer'd much 
While he was young ; he ſweat ; and freez'd again : 
And both from Wine and Women did abſtain. 
Who, ſince, to ſing the Pyrbian Rites is heard, 

Did learn them firſt, and once a Maſter fear'd. 
But, now, it is enough to ſay 3 I make 

An admirable Verſe. The great Scurf take 
Him that is laſt, I ſcorn to come behind, 

Or, of the things, that ne'er came in my Mind 
To ſay, Pm ignorant. Juſt as a Crier 

Thar to the fale of Wares calls every Buyer 3 
So doth the Poet, who is rich in Land, 

Or great in Monies out at uſe, command 

His Flatterers to their Gain. But ſay, he can 
Make a great Supper 3 or for ſome poor Man 
Will be a Surety ; or can help him out 

Ot an entangling Suit ; and bring't about: 

I wonder how this happy Man ſhould know, 
Whether his ſoothing Friend ſpeak Truth, or no. 
Bue you, my Piſo, carefully beware, 

(Whether yo" ate given to, or giver are.) 

You do not bring, to judge your Verſes, one, 
With joy of what is given him, over-gone : 

For he'll cry, Good, brave, better, excellent ! 
Look pale, diſtil a Shower (was never meant) 
Our at his triendly Eyes, leap, beat the Groun”. 
As thole that hir'd to weep at Funerals, ſwoun, 
Cry, and do more than the true Mourners : fo 
The Scoffer, the true Praiſer doth out-go. 

Rich Men are ſaid with many Cups to ply, 

And rack, with Wine, the Man whom they would try, 
If of their Friendſhip he be worthy, or no: 

When you write Verſes, with your Judge do ſo : 

Look through him, and be ſure, you take not Mocks 
For Praiſes, where the Mind conceals a Fox. 

If to op you recited ought : 

He'ld fay, Mend this, good Friend, and this; *Tis aughe, 


It you denied, you had no better Strain, 
And twice or thrice had *ſlay'd it, ſtill in vain : 
He'd bid, blot all : and co the Anvil bring 
Thoſe ill-torn'd Verſes, to new hammering. 
Then: It your fault you rather had defend 
Word, or Work, more would he ſpend 
Nulla 


Than change. No 


as. 


'* Horace, of the Art of Poetry. 669 


Null ultra verbum, aut operam ſumebat inanem, 


Quin fie rivali teque & tua ſolus amares. 

Vir bonus & prudens, werſus reprebendit inertes, 
Culpabit duror, incomptis allinet atrum 
Tranſverſo calamo fignum, ambitio/a recidet 
Ornamenta, parum claris lucem dare coget : 
Arguet ambigue diftum, mutanda notabi : 

Fiet Ariſtarchus, nec dicet, Cur ego amicum 
Offendam in nugis ? be nuge ſeria ducent 
,, mala, ſemel deriſum, exceptumque ſmniſtre. 

Ut mala quam ſcabies, aut morbus regis urget, 
Aut fanaticus error, & iracunda Diana, 
Veſanum tetigiſſe timent fugiuntque Poetam 
Qui ſapiunt : agitant pueri, incautique ſequuntur. 
Hic, dum ſublimes verſus rutfatur, & errat, 

Si veluti meruls intents decidit auceps 

I puteum, foveinroe, licet ſuccurrite longum 
Clamet Id cives; non ſit qui tollere curet. 

$4 quis curet opems ferre, & demittere funem, 
Qui ſexs, an prudens buc ſe dejecerit, atque 
Servari nolit ? dicam, Siculique Poete 
Narrabo interitum. Deus immortals baberi 
Dum cupit Empedocles, ardentem frigidus Atnam 
Inſiluit. Sit jus, liceatque perire Poets. 
Invitum qui ſervat, idem facit occidenti. 
Nec ſemel hoc fecit : nec fi retratius erit, jam 
Fiet homo : & ponet famo/e mortis amorem. 

Nec ſatis apparet, cur verſus fattitet : utrum 
Minxerit in patrios cineres, an triſte bidental 
Moverit inceſtus : cert? furit, ac, velut urſus, 
Objefos cavee waluit fi frangere clathros 
Indoftum, doftumque fugat recitator acerbus. 
Quem werl arripuit, tenet, occiditque legends, 
Non miſſura cutem niſi plena cruoris hiruds. 


FINIS 


In vain, but you, and yours, you ſhould love till 
Alone, without a Rival, by his Will. 

A wiſe and honeſt Man will cry out ſhame 
On artlefs Verſe ; the hard ones he will blame; 
Blot out the carelels, with his turned Pen; 
Cur off ſuperfluous Ornaments 3 and when 
They're dark, bid clear this : all that's doubtful wrots 
Reprove ; and what is to be changed, note : 
Become an Ariſftarchw. And, not fay 
Why ſhould I grieve my Friend, this trifling way ? 
Theſe Trifles into ſerious Miſchiefs lead 
The Man once mock'd, and ſuffer*d wrong to tread. 

Wile, ſober Folk, a frantick Poet fear, 

And ſhun to touch him, as a Man that were 
Inteted with the Leproſie, or had 

The yellow Jaundies, or were furious mad 
According to the Moon. But, then the Boys 
They vex, and follow him with ſhouts and noiſe, 
The while he belcheth lofty Verſes our, 

And ſtalketh, like a Fowler, round about, 

Bufie to catch a Black-bird ; if he fall 

Into a Pit, or hole; although he call, 

And cry aloud, Help gentle Country-men, 
There's none will take the care, to belp him then ; 
For, it one ſhould, and with a Rope make haſte 
To let it down, who knows, if he did caſt 
Himſelf there purpoſely, or no ; and would 
Nat thence be fav'd, although indeed he could ? 
P11 tell you but the Death, and the Diſeaſe 

Of the Sicilian Poet decles: 

He, while he labour'd to be thoughe a God 
Immortal, took a melancholick, odd 

Conceipt, and into burning eAtns leap'd. 

Let Poets periſh, that will not be kept. 

He that preſerves a Man againſt his Will, 

Doth the ſame thing with him, that would him kill. 
Nor did he do this once; tor if you can 

Recal him yer, he'ld be no more a Man: 

Or love of this fo famous Death lay by. 

His Canſe of making Verſes none knows why, 

Whether he piſs'd upon his Father's Grave ; 

Or the ſad Thunder-ſtroken thing he have 

Defiled, couch'd ; but certain he was mad, 

And, as a Bear, it he the ſtrength but had 

To force the Grates, that hold him in, would fright 
All : So this grievous Writer puts to flight 

Learn'd and unlearn'd; holding, whom once he takes ; 
And, there an end of him, reciting makes: 

Not letting go his hold, where he draws Food, 

Till he drop off, a Horſe-le:ch, full of Blogd. 
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THE 


ENGLISH GRAMMAR. 


Made by BEN. FOHNSON. 


For the benefit of all Strangers, out of his obſervation of the Engliſh 
Language now ſpoken, and in ule. 


_— 


Conſuetudo, certiſſima loquendi Magiſtra, utendumque plan ſermone , ut nummo, cui publica 
forma eſt. Quinte. 

Non obſtant he diſcipline per illas euntibus ſed circa illas herentibus. Quin&t. 

Major adbuc reſtat labor, ſed ſane fit cum venia, fi gratia carebit : Boni enim artificis partes 
ſunt, quam pauciſſma poſſit omittere, Scalig. lib, 1. c. 25. 

Neque enim optimi artificis eſt, omnia perſequi. Gallenus. 

Expedire Grammatico, etiam, fi quedam neſciat. Quin&til, 


On ge ap— m—__——— 


THE 


PREPACE 


HE profit of Grammar is great to Strangers, who are to live in communion, and 
commerce with us ; and, it is honourable ro our ſelves. For, by it we commu- 

nicate all our Labours, Studies, Profits, without an Interpreter. 
We free our Language from the opinion of Rudenels, and Barbariſm, wherewith ir is 
miſtaken to be diſeasd ; We ſhew the Copy of it, and Matchableneſs, with other Tongues ; 
we ripen the wits of our own Children, and Youth ſooner by it, and advance their 


knowledge. 


— — ES 
Fr 
2 Iu_ <- 
44> 


Confuſim of Language, a Curſe, 
Experience breedeth Art : Lack of Experience, Chance. 


Experience, Obſervation, Senſe, InduCtion, are the four Triers of Arts. Ir is ridiculous to 
teach any thing for undoubted Truth, that Senſe, and Experience, can confute. So Zeno 
diſputing of Quies, was confuted by Diogenes, rifing up and walking, 

In Grammar, not ſo much the Invention, as the Diſpoſition is ro be commended : Yer 
we mult remember, that the moſt excellent Creatures are not ever born peifect ; ro leave 
Bears, and Whelps, and other failings of Nature. 


Jul. 
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UI. Czfar Scaliger. de cau/. Ling. Lat. 

J Grammatici unus fins eſt refle loqui. Neque neceſſe babet 
ſeribere. Accidit enim Scripture woct, neque aliter ſcribere 
debemns, quam loquamur. 

Ramus in definit. pag. 30 

Grammatica eſt ars bent loquendi. 

(b) Veteres, ut Varro, Cicero, QuinRilianus, Erymologi- 
am in notatione vocum ſt atuere. 

(c) Dittionss natura prior eft, poſterior orations. Ex uſu 
veterum Latinorum, V ox, pro diflione ſcripts accipitur : quo- 
wiam vox efſe poſſir. Eft articulata, que [cripto excipi, atque 
exprimi waleat : inarticulata, que non. Articulata vox dici- 
tur, qud genus bumanum utitur diſtinflim, & caters animali- 
bus, que muta Vocantnr : non, quod ſonum non edant : ſed 

4 [oni eorum nullis exprimantur proprie Literarum note. 
7 Smithus de ty op" amend. 4 Latin. ſcript. 

(0d) Syllaba eft elementum ſub accents. SCalig, lib. 2. 

(ce) Litera off pars diftionss indruifibils. Nam, quamquam 
ſunt liters quedam duplices, una tamen tantium litera eſt, ſibt 
quagque ſunum unum certum ſervans. Scalig. 

Et Smithus, ibid. Litcra pars minima vocss articulate. 

(f) Naturs liter e tribus modes intelligitur ; nomine, quo 

iatur ; poteſtare, qud4 walet ;, figura, qud ſcribitur. 
Alt poteſtas eft ſonns ille, quo art, quern etiam figurs 
. debet imitari , wt bis Proſodiam, Orthographia ſequatur. 

Alſper. 

' (g) Preſodia autem, & Orthographia partes non ſunt ; 
ſed, ut ſanguis, & ſpiritms per corpm wniverſum fuſe. 
Scal. ut ſupr#. Ramus, pag. 31. 

(h) Liters, 4 lineando ; unde, linere, lineature, literg, 
&* liture, Neq, enim & liturss liters quia delerentur; privs 
enim fate, quam delets ſunt. At forme potius, atque 
"via; rationem, interits, habeamus, Scal. ibid. 

(i) Liters genus quoddam oft, cujus ſpecies primarie due, 
vocalis, & Conſonans, quarum nature, & conftitutio non 
poteſt percipi, niſi pris cognoſcantur differentie formales, qui- 
bus fattum eft, ut inter ſe non comvenirent. Scal. ibid. 

(k) Litere differentia generica eſt pote#F as, quam nimis 1u11 
conſilio weteres, Accidens appellirunt. Eft enim forma que 
dam ipſe flexus in voce, quaſi in materia, propter quem 
flexum fit ; ut wocalss per ſe [x pronumnciari : Muta non 
poſſit, Fignra autem eſt accidens ab arte inſftitutum , po 
teſkque attributa mutari. Jul. Czf. Scal. ibicem. De wi, 
ac poteſtate literarum tam accurate [cripſerunt Antiqui, quam 
de quitou alid ſue profeſſions parte. Elabordrunt in boc 
arguments Varro, Priſcianws, Appion, ille, qui cymbalum di- 
cebatur mundi : & inter rbetores non poſtrems judicii, Diony- 
firs Halicarnaſſens, Caius quoque Ceſar, & Oflavin Au- 

uſtus, Smich. ibid. 

(1) Litere, que per ſeipſas poſſint pronnnciari, vocales 
ſunt ; que non, niſi cum alia, conſonantes. 

Vocalium nomina ſimplici ſono, nec differente & poteſt ate, 
proferantur. 

Conſonantes , addits wocalibus , quibuſdam prepoſits, 
ali poſt poſitus. 

(m) Ex conſonantibus, quorum nomen mcipit 4 Con/onante, 
Mute ſunt ; quarum & wccali, ſemi-vocales : Mutas non 
inde appellatas, quid parum ſonarent, ſed quod nihil. 


(n) Omnes Vocales ancipites [ant 4 (+. e.) modo longe, modi 
breves : eodem tamen modo [emper depitte, ( nam ſcriptura 
eff imitatio ſermonis, ut pichura corpors. Scriptio 'vocum 
pifturs, Smichus) &* codem ſono pronunciate. Nifr quid 
woealw longa bis tantum tempors im effando retinet, quam 
brevs, Ut retle cecinit ille de Vocalibus, 

Temporis uni brevis «ff, ut longa duorum. 


CHAP. L 


Of Grammar, and the Parts 


( (om is the Are of true, and well ſpeaking a 
Language : the writing is but an Accidene. 


The Parts of Grammar ave 


( yang hich 3 rw er22 notation of Words, 
Syntaxe, F Whichis) hp right ordering of them. 

(c) A Word is a Part of Speech, or Note, whereby a 
thing is known, or called : and conſiſteth of one, or 
more Syllables, 

(4) A Syllable is a perfe& ſound in a Word, and con- 
liſterh of one, or more Letters. 

(e) A Lerter is an inviſible Part of a Sylable, ( f) whoſe 
Proſody, or righe ſounding is perceiv'd by the Power ; 
the Ortbograpby, or right wricing, by the _ 

(es) Proſedy, and Orthography, are not Parts of Gram- 
_—_— ditfus'd, like the Blood, and Spirits, chrough 

e whole. 


CHAT I 
(5) Of Letters, and their Powers. 


N our Language we uſe theſe Twenty and four Let- 
ters, A.B.C.D.E.F.G.H.LK.L.M.N.O.P.Q. 
R.S.T.V.W.X.Y.Z. a.b.c.d.c. f.g.h. i. k. l. m: 
N.O.P.q.r.s.t. v.W.x.y.Z. The great Letters ſerve 
to begin Sentences, with us, to lead propzr Names, and 


expreſs Numbers. The lefs make the Fabrick of Speech. 


Our numeral Letters are, 


I þ I 
V | 5 
X 10 
L >fors, 59 
C 100 
D | 599 
M : 5 - 1909 


(;) All Letters are either Vowels, or Conſonants : and 
() are principally known by their Powers. The F:- 
gure is an Accident. 

(1) A Vowel will be pronounced by ic ſelf: A Con{«- 
_ not without the help of a Vowel, cicher before oc 
afrer. 


The received Vowels in our Tongue, are 
6. 6: & @& 


Cinſenants be either Mutes, and cloſe the ſound, as 
b. c.d. g. k.p.q.t. Or, Half Vowels, and open it, as 
fel. m.n.r. 5s. x. 2. 

H. Is rarely other than an aſpiration in Power, though 
a Letter in Form. | 

WW, and Y. have ſhifting, and uncertain ſeats, as ſhall 
be ſhown in their Places. 


CHAP. IIEL 
Of the Vowels. 


LL our (») Vowel: are founded doubefully. In quan- 
tity, (which is Time) long, or (hoce. Or, in ac- 
cent, (which is Tune) ſharp or flat. Long in theſe 
Words, and their like : 
Debating, congi/ing, expiring, oppoſing, endiring. 
Shore, in thele : Stomiching, /evirmg, vanquiſhing, 
ransI ming, pittiring. 


Sharp, in theſe : Hite, mete, bice, nate, pale, 


Flat, in theſe : Har, mer, bis, nor, pail. 
@) 4, 
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b . . . 
(o) Litere bujus ſonns eft omnium Gentium fere commu: With us, in moſt words, .is pronounced leſs than the 
ns. Nomen autem, & figura multis nationibus ef diverſa. | French a ; as in 


Scalig. & Ramus. ; 2 ll, art, OS c__ 4 of aSvILbi 
Dionyſ ta $2015 ; plentitudine VOCs. — But, when It comes betore /, in tne end of a>yllable, 
FRIES: ir rpuotuonsy 6X | - — _ — French (p) found, and is utter'd with 
Teren. Maurus. the Mouth, and Throat wide open'd, the Tongue bene 
(p) x back from the Teeth, as in 
A, prima locum litters fic ab ore ſamit, all, ſmall, gall, fall, tall, call. 
Immunia, rifiu patulo, tenere labrs ; So in the Syllables, where a Con/onant followeth the ] ; 
Linguamque meceſſe eft ita pangulam reduct, 0 Salt, malt, balm, calm. 
Ut niſus m illam waleat ſabire vacts, (9) 
Nec partibus ulliz a/zquos ferire dentes. Is pronounced with a mean opening the Mouth, the 
Tongue turn'd to the inner Roof of the Palate, and 
(q) E, ſoitly ſtriking the upper great Teeth. Ir is a Letter of 


atoms od; das Reflis > arte Koie riffs : divers note and uſe : and either ſoundeth, or is lilenr. 
I | 0x9 ha.ach | ps drplicem 3 alieram rdieenry When it is the laſt Letter, and ſoundeth, the ſound is 
nempe inflexe ad interins calm palati ; alteram genumss ſharp, as in the French;. Example in wt, ſee, agree, yi, ſh 


- Oe in all, ſaving the Article, che. 
TS Ternks yy canes — __ | Where it endeth, and foundeth obſcure, and faintly, 
Duas primas Terentianus notavit ; it ſerves as an Accent, to produce the Vowel preceding : 
tertiam tacuit, ; as 1 mdde, ſteme, ſtripe, ore, cre, Which clic would ſound, 
mad, fiem, ftrip, or, ci. 
Terentianus 1. It altereth the Power of c, g, s, ſo plac'd, as in hence, 


which elſe would found hence Swinge, to make ir differ 

E, que ſequitur, wocula diſſona eſt priori : quia deprimit from ſwing, Uſe, to diſtinguiſh ic trom as. 
alturs modico tenore ritum, & remotos premit binc, & hbing| It is mere lilent in words, where / is coupled with 4 
6471 Oh Conſonans in the end; as Whiſtle, griftle, briſtle, fickle, 

thimble, &C. 
Or after v Conſonant ; as in 
love, glove, move. 

Where it endeth a tormes Syllable, ic foundeth loans 

giſh, but flat: as in 
derive, prepare, reſolve. 
Except in Derivetives, or Compounds of the ſharpe, 
and then it anſwers the primitive, or fanple in the tut 
(_ =. FRY of f; 
me, of agree : fore-ſeeing, of fore-ſee : being, of be. 

| Wires it endeth a laſt Syllable, with _ or more 
Conſonants after it, it either ſoundeth flac, and tull : asin 
Deſcent, intent, amend, offend, re#t, beſt. 
Or, it _ away obſcur'd, like _ faint 53 as in theſe, 
ritten, gotten a &c, 
(r) Apud latinos, e latihs ſonat in Adverbio bent, quam (r) Which two =_— open, ſeperd, {uch a nearnch 


in Adverbio he:e : buj ws enum poſteriorems vocalem exiliks | jr, our Tonguz,as oftentimes chey enterchangePlaces-as in 
omumnciabant ;, its, ut itiam in maxime exilem ſonum frasje- | enduce, for induce : endite, for indite. 


rit heri. 14, quod latis in multys quoque patet : Ut ab Eo, (, L 
werbo, deduftum, ire: iis, & eis : Diis, & Deis: Febrem, | Is of a narrower found than e, and uttered with a 
febrim: Turrem, turrim : Priore, &- priori. Ram. &, leſs opening of the Mouth ; the Tongue brought back ta 


Scalig. os DAY the Palate, and ſtriking the Teeth next the Cheek-ceeth, 
Et propter hanc wicmitatem (ait Quin.) c quoque loco i It is a Letter of a double Power. 


fuit : ut Menerva, lever, Mageſter : pro Minerva, liber, As a Vowel in the former, or ſingle Syllables, it hath 


Magilter. ; ſometimes che ſharp Accent; as in 
(s) J ' bindin,g minding, pining, whining ,wiving, thriving quine thine. 
ie abu Pg ket io | Or, kf words of one Syllable qualified by e. Bur, the 
Porrigit itfum gen prope ad 1Þ; | . X ' = 
' flat in more, as in theſe, bil}, bitter, giddy, little, incident, 
Minimumque renidet ſuper tenns labello, end the like. 
8 Terenr. In the Derivatives of ſharp Primitives, it keepeth the 


| ſound, thongh ic deliver over the Primitive Conſonant ta 
1 Vocalis ſonos habet tres: ſuum, exilem : alterum, la- | the next Syllable ; as in 


tiorem propioremque ip & & tertium, obſcuricrem ipſius u, druining, requiring, repinung. 
enter que duo Y grece wocalis ſonus continetur : ut non incon- For, a Conſonant talling between two Vowels in the 
ſults V itormus ambiguam illaw quam adduximus vocem, per | Word, will be ſpell'd with the latter. In Syllables and 
Y /cribendam eſſe putarit, Optimus. Words, compos'd of the ſame Elements, it varieth che 
Scalig. ſound, now ſharp, now flat : as in 
Ante Conſonantem 1 ſemper eff Vocals give, give, alive, live, drive, driven. 


But; theſe, uſe of ſpeaking, and acquaintance in 
reading, will teach, rather than rule, 
(t) Ante Vocalem ejuſdem ſyllabe Conſonans. (r) I, In the other Power is meeily another Letter, 
and would ask to enjoy another Charatter. For, where 
it leads che founding Yowe!, and beginneth the Sylilable, 
it is Ever a Conſonant : as in 
James, Fobn, jeſt, jump, conjurer, perjur'd. 
(1) Apnd 
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(u) Apud Hebreos 1 perperud eff Conſonans ; ut apud 


Graco: V ocalis. 
(w) Ut in Giacente, Giesv, Gioconda, Giuſtitia, 


(x) O Pronunciatur mundo ore, lingud ad radice: Hypo- 
e redutta. + wizgor, &f & win, wnica tantiom net4, ſono 

Eferents. 

(y) Profertur, ut «- 

(z) Ut 00, vel ou Gallicum. 


Una quoniam ſat habitum eſt notare forma, 

Pro temporibus que gremium miniſtret uſum. 

Joutur ſonitum reddere wvoles minort, 

| coun. ada/tam modice teneto limguam, 

Riftu neq; magno [at erit patere labra, 

At longior alto tragicum ſub ors antro 

Molita, rotunds# acuit ſonum /abellu. 
Terent. 


Differentiam 0 parvi walde diſlintam Franci tenent : ſed 
ſeripturd valde comfundunt. O, ſcribunt perinds ut profe- 
runt. Alt @ ſcribunt mods per au, modo per a0, que | 
talem minime ſonant, qui ſimplici, & rotundo motu oris pro- 


ferri debet. 


(a) Quanta ſit affinitas (0) cum (u) ex Quintt. Plinio, 
Papyrians notum eff, Quid enim © & |, permutate invi- 
cm, ut Hecobe, &+ Notrix, Culchides, & Pulixena, 
ſeriberentur ? fic noſri preceptores, Cervom, Servomq; u 
& 0 litters ſcripseyunt ; Sic dederont, probaveront, Re- 
mans olim futre, Quind. lib. 1. 

Denique O, teſte Plinio = Priſcianum, aliquot [talie Ci- 
vitates nin babebant 3 ſed loco ejus ponehant u, & maxime 
Umbri, & Tuſci- Atq; u contra, teſte apud eundem Papy- 
riano, mult Italia populs in uſu non erat ; ſed utebantur © ; 
unde Romanorum quoq; vetuſtiſſmi m multis diftionibus, loco 
ejus O poſuerunt : ut poblicum, pro publicum ; polcrum, 
pro pulcrum ; colpam, pro culpam. 


Quam ſcribere Graius, niſt jungat Y, nequibit 
Hane edere wocem quoties params ore, 
Nitamur ut U dicere, fic citetur ortus. 
Produftius autem, coeuntibus labelis 
Maturs ſont preſſi altiks meabit. 
Ee alibi. 

Greca diphtbongus «, literis tamen noftris vacat, 
Sola Vocalis quod 1 complet bunc ſatis ſonum. 


Ut in tuls, fabuls Terentii prepoſitis. Grecs Menan- 
dru : Grace Apollodoru, pro Mererdpe, & *Amnelipes & 
quidem, me quis de poteFtate wocalis bujus addubitare 2s 
ctiom 4 mutus animalibus teftimonium Plautus nobis exbibuir 
& Peniculo Menechmi. ME. Egon) dedi? Pe. tu, tu, im: 

, vin' afferri not{uam, 

Que tu, tu, #19; dicat tibi : nam,v0s, fam 105 defeſſi ſumm. 

Ergi ut cvium balatus irs liter ; : fic nottuarum 
cantws, & cuculi apud Arittopbanem ſonum bujuws wocalss 
vindicabit. Nam, quando u liqueſcit, ut in quis, & ſan- 
guis, babet /onum communem cum Y grad, x &mVl 3 wx 
«Tx xhux, Et quando Coccyx dixerit Coccy. 

(c) Conſonans ut 1 Gallicum, wel Digamma profertur. 
Hanc & mod) quam dixmus ), ſimul jugatas, 
Verum «ft ſpacium [umere, vimqy Conſonantum. 

Ut queque tamen conſt iterit loco priore : 

Nam {i juga que nominer, } conſona fiet. Terent. Verid 

vice fit prior V, ſequatur ills, wt in vide. 


(4) Ut Irali proferent Edoardo in Edouardo, & Golli, 
ou. 
Saris, fuideo, eatiam Latini, mt [*-avis, CC. At quid at- 
rinert duplicare, quod ſimplex queat ſufficere ? Promde W pro 
copid Charatibrum non reprebendo, pro nova literd certe non 


aznoſco. Vetererq; Anglo-Saxones pro ed, quando nos W 


p | di þ ſolebant con(cribere, 
ſolemus ut), figuram {i115 woe! ht ES v. ſrophec, 


non mult im differt ab ed, qua 
Smichus de re. & amend. L. A. Script. 


Terentian. 


dum verbum mchoet. 


| 


And before Diphrbongs ; as, Fay, joy, juice, having the 
force of the Hebrew (u) Fod, and = Italian (w) S 
(0) 


(x) Is pronounced with 2 round Mouth, the Tongue 
drawn back to the Root : and is a Letter of much 
change, and uncertain with us. 


In the long time it naturally ſoundeth ſharp, and high ; 
as in 
(3) cbiſen, bily, 


open, over, note. 
In the ſhore time more flat, and a-kin tou3 as, 
(z) mother, brother, [vve, prove. 
In che ok por me the 0 is founded; as, 
ought, ſought, nought, wrought, mow, (ow. 
Bur « ofcner _ in round. bon] bow, ger cow. 
In the laſt Sylables, before » and w, it frequently 
looſeth irs ſound ; as in 
perion, attion, willdw, billow. 
It keeps ig? found, and is ſharp, when ic ends the 
word, or Syllable; as in 
go, fro, [o, no. 
Except in To, the Prepoſition, Two, the numeral ; Dd, 
the Verb, and the compounds of ir; as undo : and the 
Derivatives; as Doing. 
Ie ſometimes variech the ſound in Syllables of the 
lame Charatter, and Proportion 3 as in 
: prove, ſtrove ; glove, grove. 
Which double found it hath trom the Latin 3 as 


(s) Volts, wultus, wults, wots. 


(b) Is founded with a narrower, and mean compals, 
and ſome depreflion of the middle of the Tongue, and 
is like our 53 a Letter of a double Power. As a Vowel 
ic ſoundeth thin and ſharp, as in ſez chick and flat, 
as in as, 

It never endeth any word for the nakednefs, bue 
yieldeth to the termination of the Diphthong ew, as in 
new, knew, &c, or the qualifying e, as 1n ſue, due, true, 
and the like. 

(©) When it followeth a ſounding Vowel in a Syllable, 
It 15 a Conſonant : as in ſave, give, prove, love, SC. 

Which double force is not the unſteadfaſtneſs of our 
Tongue, or incertainty of our Writing, but faln upon 
us from the Latin. 
When it begins a Word or Syllable (a Vowel following 
it) it always has the force of a Conſonant 3 as, 
Fade, Fove, Fudge, &c. 

W, 


(d) Is but the Y geminated in the full found, and 
though it have the Seatof a Conſonant with us, the power 
is always — even where it leads the Vowel in any 
Syllable: as, it you mark ir, pronounce the two au, 
like the Greek «, quick in paſſage, and theſe words, 

vine, ant, s-00d, _ aſt, [+ ng, be am 5 
Will found, ine, want, wood, waſt, ſwing, ſwam, 
So pur the aſpiration afore, and theſe words, 
bs at, beitch, beeel, by ether 3 
Will be bat, which, wheel, whether. 

In the Diphthongs there will be no doubt 3 as in draw. 
ftraw, ſow, know. 

Nor in Derrvatives 3 as knowing, (owing, drawing. 

Where the double w is of necetlity uſed, rather than 


the ſingle «, leſt ic might alter the ſound, and be pro- 
nounced knoving, ſoving, dravings: 
As in ſaving, baving. « 


Yr. 

Is alſo meer Yowelliſh in our Tongue, and hath only 
the Power of an z, even where ic obtains the Seat of a 
Conlonant, as in Tong, Townker. 

Which che Dutch, whoſe Primitive ic is, write lunk, 
Iunker. ; 
And fo might we write 

lowth, 1es, ioke, ionder, iard, telk. 


Youth, yes, yoke, yonder, yard, yelk. 
Rrere (f) Siquider 


Grammatica Anglicana. 


Jn 


Cf) Siquidem eandem pro v- 
quam i, _ in loco reddere debe 


fre” retinet : certe alium, 
at ſonum. 


B, 
: (gs) Nob cum Latinis communis. Smith. 
Nam muta jubet comprimi labella, 
Vocals at inths locus exitum miniſtrat. Terent. 
B, Labris per ſpiritus imperum recluſis edicimns. Mart. Cap. 
C 


(h) Liters Androgyne, naturd nec mas, nec femima, & 
utrumq eff neurrum. Monſtrum litere, non litera ; Ignoran- 
tie [pecimen, non artis. Smithus. 

Quomods nunc utimur wulgo, aut nullas, aut nimias babet 
wires : nam, modo k ſonat, modos. At fi litera takes 
diverſa, ſuum debet habere ſonum. Sed meſcio mon- 
ſtrum , aut Empulſa ſit, que modo mas, modo femina, 
mode ſerpens, modo cornix, appareat; & per ejuſmodi im- 
poſturas, pro ſuo arbitrio, tam $ —_ k exigat edibms, 
funds ſur : ut jure poſſint he due litere contendere cum C 
per edictum, unde vi : Neq, dubito quin, ubi fit Pretor equus 
Facile C cadet cauſſa. 

(i) apud Larinos C eandem babuit formam, & Chara- 
Gerem, quem Eiypus apud Gracos weteres. 

An bec fuit occaſio, quod ignorantia, confuſicq; eundem, 
apud impyerites, dederit ſonum mn S, nolo affirmare. 

(k) VetufRe illiws Anglo-Saxonice lmgue, & ſcriptionis 
peritiores contendunt, apud illos atavos noſtros Anglo-Saxo- 
nes C, Iiterom, maxime ante &e & i eum habuiſſe ſonum, 
auem, & pro tenub Te Chi, ſono agnoſcimms : & leali, maxi- 
me Hertruſci, ante & & i bod:e u/urpant. Idem ibidem. 

(1) C melaribus ſuper lingue extrema appulſis exprimitur, 

Mart. Cap. 
Terentianus. . 
C preſſixzs wroet; ſed, & binc, hincq, remittis, 


Quo wocw adberens ſonus explicetur ore. 
D Appulſu lingue circa dentes ſuperiores innaſcitur. 


Terenrtianus. 
(m) At portio dentes quotiens ſuprema lngue 
Pulſaverit tos, mndiceq; curva ſummas, 
Tune D ſunitum perſicit, explicatqy wocem. 


3 
(n) Litera & greca * recedit long, &* hebes ſonus. 
Idem. 

(o) Vau conſuna, Varrone & Dydimo reſtibus, womma- 
74 of ]. feura & Claudio «( #lare fatta etiom eft. Vis eqns, 
> poteſtas eff eadem, que Digamms Aeolici, ut oftendit 
Tercutianms m V con{ona. 

V, wade, weni, refer ; tencto onltum : 

Crewviſſe ſonum perſpicss, & cviſſe craſſum, 

Unde «Eolizs litera fingitur Drgammes. 
[, quaſi ww, contrarium F, que ſona! 3+ 


Bur that we chooſe 2, for diftinion ſake ; as we uſu- 
ally difference zo lye or feign, from to lie along, &c. 
n the Diphrbong it ſounds always 5; as in 
may, ſay, way, joy, toy, they. 
And in the ends of words; as in 
deny, repl , defy, ay}, : 
Which ſometimes are 6.5 os by 5, but qualified by e 
as, juſtifie, KC. 
ut where ewo # are ſounded, the firſt will be ever a 
yz; as in Derivatives : 
denying, replying, defying. 

(f) Only in the words received by us from the 
Greek, as Sylable, Tyrant, and the like, it keeps the ſound 
of the thin, and ſharp «, in ſome proportion. And this 
we had to ſay of the Vowel. 


CHAP. IV, 
of the Conſonants. 


Ath the fame found with us, as ic hath with the 
Latin, always one, and is utter d wich (g) cloſing 
of the Lips. 


C 
(b) Is a Letter, which our Fore-fathers might very 
well have ſpar'd in our Tongue : but fince it hath ob- 
tained Place, both in our Writing, and Language, we 
are not now to quarrel Orthegrapby, or Cuitom ; but to 
note the Powers. 
Before a, «, and o, it plainly founds &, Chi, or Kappa 3 


as in 
cable, cobble, cudgel. 
Or before the Liquids, /, andy; as in 


chod, cruſt. 
Or, when it ends a former Syllable before a Cen- 
ſonant ;, as in 
acquaintance, ac-knowledgment. 
In all which it ſounds ſtrong. 
(i) Before e and ; it hath a weak ſound, and hifſeth 
like 5s; as in 
certain, center, civil, citizen, whence, 
Or, before Dipbibongs, whole firſt Vowel is e or i; as in 
ceaſe, deceit, ceiling. 
(k) Among the Engliſh Saxons it obtain'd the weaker 
force of Chi, or the I[ralian C ; as in 
Capel, canc, cild, cyrce. 
Which were pronou 
Chapel, chance, child, church. 
(1) Ir is ſounded with the rop of the Tongue, ſtrik- 
ing the upper Teeth, and rebounding againſt the 
ate. 


D 

Hath the ſame found, both before and after a 
Vowel with us, as it hath with the Latins: and is pro- 
nounc'd ſoftly, (m) the Tongue a little affeRing the 
Teeth, but the nether Teeth moſt. 

F 

Is a Letter of ewo forces with us : and in them both 
ſounded with the nether-lip rounded, and a kind of 
blowing out: but gentler in the one, than the other. 

The more general found is the ſofteſt ; (n) and ex- 
preſſech the Greeks; asin Faith, field, fight, force. 

Where it. ſounds ef. 

(o) The other is iv, or vas, the Digamma of Claudims ; 
as in 

cleft, of cleave ; left, of leave. 

The difference will beſt be found in the word &f, 

which ag a Prepoſition ſounds 
of, ſpeaking of a Perſon or Thing. 
As the Adverb of Diſtance, 
off, tar off. 


G, (p) Spirits 


ks 
1C 


14 1 


G 
(p) Spirits cum palato, Mart. Cap. 

De ſono quidem bujus liters ſatis conſtat : ſed diſtinitio- 
me cauſ1d Charatltrem illi dederant aliqui bunc 3, ut ſecerna- 
twr 4 G, Nam ut Graci in ſecunds Conjugatione tres 
bent literas, %, 'y, % tenuem, me denſam ; Angli qua- 
twor habent, rat4 proportione ſibi re} es, ka, £2, ce, 
3e. Ile mplices, & aperte ; be ftridule, & compreſſe : 
ile medie lingue Officio ſenantar ; be ſumms ad 
mteriores illiſa , ſuperiorum dentians gingivas ur, 
Quodque eft ka ad ga: idem eſt Ce ad J. Smithus ibid. 

Voces tamen plereque, quas Meridionales Angli per bune 
ſonum 7 3; pronunciamus 1n or ay fs G proferunt : 
wt in voce Pons, nos briz : Ft, rig. . | rugeard, brec : 
ili brek. Maturam avem ad u—_— nos fli3: il; flig. 
ibid. 

Apud Latinos proximum ipfi C eft G. e Cneum, 
& Gneum, dicebant : Sic de Gurgulio- 
nem : appul;4 enim ad palatum lingud, modicello relitto in- 


tervallo, ſpirits tots pronunciatur. 
nw # Scal. de caufſ. L.L. 


Et — eridi 
Sic amurcs, wvetuſtt C [eribitur, 
= g ke Er rb plurims. 
ale boos, Grzca wox eft ; 1p origo preferat. 
Apud Germanos ſemper Pe Ye 


(q) Cum Kalendez NET... babebant didudronem & [o 
num, wnrm Gracam ſunt mutuati literam Romani, ut = 
exprimerent, Et, credo tamen, wn ea yr be ut, & 


Rod Retn _— fl Ko ne © 
Romanum ſtridulum quiddam, & molliis ſonat, quam K 


Gr e£cuaS. 
Eſt & hac liters Gals ur gen a 
u eff. Nam, qui, quz, q quid, mulls oo 

4 erentid, OC ke, kod, ki ft, 


ormatur. Capel. 
ws omani in ſud te ave dd 
L 


(r) «d, palatoque dulceſcit. M. Cap. 
Et fic Dionyſus yauuwreny, dulci liter am nommat. 
Qui neſcit, quid ſit eſſe Semi-vocalem, ex noſtra lingud 
| poterit diſcere : ipſa enim liters L quandam, quaſ! 
ocalem, in ſe videtwr continere, it# ut junite Mutz ſine 
Vocali ſonum faciat ; ut 
k _ ,abl, ftabl, fabl, Spotl 
os cum C, in fine, 0 
oy able, ſtable, oe _ 
Sed certt illud enon tam ſonat bic, quam fuſcum illud, & 
femmimum Francorum &: Nam nequicquam ſonat. 
Alii bac baud inconſultd pts. oy 
abil, ſtabil, fabul ; 
Tanquam 4 fontibus 
habilis, ſtabilis, fabula : — 
Sed nequicquan nt. Nam, conſideratins au 
tanti, —_— u ot. %ed tinnitus quidam, VOCalis naturam 
babens, que naturaliter bu —_— neſt, 


(s) Libr imprimitur. M. Capella. 
ME... it mties abditurn, ac caecum ſonum. Terent. 
ex ſons bujus litrre M. im extremi- 
he ittionum ſonat 3 ut templum : Apertum, in principio3 
we magnus : Mediocre, in medi ; ut umbra. Priſc. 


curum, = 


(t) 
Quarta ſonitus fogitar i ſub palato, 
Quo ſpiritus anceps coeat nars, & ori 
ark dentibus applaud collidit. Mart. Capella. 
Splend: c—— Wu ate. ic 


cipis » medioeri m medio. Jul 


erentian. 
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G 
(p) Is likewiſe of double force in our Tongue, and is 
-— ay with an impreflion made on the mid'ſt of the 
ate. 


Before a, o, and «, ſtrong ; as = theſe, 


Or, before the aa or, Liquids I, and r; asin 
ghoſt, glad, grant. 
Or in the ends of onde as in 
long, ſong, ring, (' » lug, dug. 
Excepe the qualifying e _ ker then the ſound 
is ever weak 3 as in 


—_ guide, pd Bs 

Where it ſoundeth like the ado And in 
don, languiſh, an 

Where it Heats he halion go. go 


Likewiſe, before e and z, the powers are confus'd ; 
and utter'd, now ſtrong, _ weak; as in 


get, ge 
Gutern, fre, Song. 


ener, = in, 
2ibe Longer, . ſocak: 
But this aſe a teach : the one found being war- 
ranted to our Letrer, from the Greek: the orher from 
the Latm throughour. 


We will leave mparoor 7 and come to 


(q) Which is a Letter FR Latins never acknowledged, 
bur only borrow'd in the word Kalende. They uſed 9» 
for ir. We ſound it as the Greek =; and as a 
Letter it precedes, and follows all Vowels with us. 
It goes before no Con/onants but » ; as in 

knave, knel, knot, &C. 
AndJ, with the quiet e after ; as in 

pickle, rickle, fickle. 
Which were berter written without the c, if chat 
which we have received for Orthography, would yer be 
contented to be altered. But that is an emendation, ra- 
ther co be wiſhed, than hoped for, after ſo long a 
reign of it cuſtom amongſt us. 
It followeth the s, in ſome words; as in 
Skirt, ikirmiſh. 

Which do better fo found, than if wricten with c. 


(r) Is a Letter balf- —_— which, chough the 

ſralians ( eſpecially the Florentines) abhor, we keep 

entire with the Letins, and ſo pronounce. 

Ir meer —_— _— and 1 . —__ _ a 
the Tongue ſtriking oot © genely 

es always Gubled, at the end of words of one Syl. 


lablez as in 
' And, even in theſe Cuſtom rather than 0- 


liges us to uſe a Double /. For the Conſonant ſhould ts 
doubled only for the ſake of an additional _—_— at the 
as” with a Vowel ; 


mming, begging, Swi 


{ (s) us Ns wit n found, as with the Latins, 
es with a hamming inward, the 
TE Orem and full in the beginning : chimes 
in the end : —_ the midſt. 


(:) Ringeth ſomewhat ns in the Lips and Noſe : the 
Tongue ſtriking back on the Palate, and hath a threefold 


found, ſbrill in the end, fb in the beginning, and flat in 
che midit. 


They are Letters near of kin, both with the Latins 


and us. 


Rrrr 3 (u) P Labrie 
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(u) P 
Labris ſpiritu erumpit. Mar. Cap. 
Pellit ſonutum de medizs forts labeilis. 
Ter. Maurus. 


EN. LEE 
(w) . 4 litera mendica, ſuppoſititia, were ſervilss, mane 
ca, & decrepita ; & ſine u, ranquim bacillo, nibil poteſt 


& cum 1 nibil valet amplins quam K. 
Qualis qualis eſt, hanc jam babemus, ſed ſemper cum 
precedente ſud u, ancilla ſuperb4. Smithus.— 
Namq; Q, premiſsd ſemper U, ſimu! mugit, ſibi, 
Syllabam non editura, ni comes ſit tertia 
Ouelibe vocalis, Ter. Mau. 
Diomedes ai Q eſſe compoeſitam ex C & u. 
Appulſu palati cre reſtriffo profer:ur. M. Cap. 


R 
(x) Vibrat tremuls idibus aridum ſonorem. Ter. M. 
—Sonat bic de nare canind 


Litera. Perſ. Sat. 1. 
R Spiritum, lingud criſpante, corradutur. 
M. Cap. 


Dionyſius % $40) Wie? 10016 UTP MLA, 
6 congeneribus genercſiſimam appellavit- 
Z 


(y) © promptus in ore, agiturq;, pene dentes, 
Sic lenis &* unum ciet auribus ſuſurrum. ; 
Buare nn ef merita, ut & Pindaro diceretur ZeruBd\gy- 
Dionylius queq; cum ipſum expellit, rejicitq, ad Serpentes, 
maluit canem irritatam imitari, quam arbcris naturales ſu- 
ſurrcs ſequi, Scal. 
E# Conſonantium prima, & fortiſſima bec litera, 
ut agnoſcit Terentianus. Ram. 
V;vida eſt hec inter omnes, atq, denſa litera. 
Sibilum facit dentibus werberatis. M. Cap. 
Queties litera media Vocalium longarum, wel ſubjeta 
longs efſet, geminabitur ut Cauſſa, Caſſus, Quints. 


(x) T gud ſuperis dentibus intima eſt origo 
Summa ſatis eſt ad ſonitum ferire lingud, 
cren. 
T appul'u lingue, dentibusque appu'ſis excudituy. 
M. Cap. 
Latine faQtio, atio, generatio, corruptio, vitium, 
otium, &c. * 


(y) X poteftatem habet cs, & gs; ut 
ex crux & frux, appareat. 
Ducrum obliqui ca/us ſunt 
Crucis & Frugis. 
Ram. in Gram. ex Varrone. 
X quicquid c & s formavit, cxſibilat. Capell. 


Neque Latini, neque Nos ia multhm utimur. 


Z 
(z) Z weri idcired Appius Claudius deteſtabatur ; quod 
dentes mortui, dum exprimitur, imitatur. M. Capel. 

7 Compendium duarum litcrarum eft od, im una notd, & 
compendium Orchographiz, non Proſodiz 3 quis bic in voce 
non una litera effertur, ſed due diſtinguuntur. Compendium 
ineleganter, & fallaciter imventum. Sonws enim, not id 
ſiemficatus, in unam Syllaham nn perpetus concluditur, ſed 
droiditur, aliquando. Ut in illo Plauri loco : Non Articif- 
ſat, fed Sicilillar, pro. dTmxiles, onanies, Gras, & whi 
initium facit, eff fs, nin w, ficuti {xs non vs, ſed bows. 
Ram. in lib. 2. 


ME , 


P 
(«) Breaketh ſoftly chrough the Lips; and is a Letter 
of the ſame force with us, as with the Latins. 


(w) Is a Letter we => Ba well ſpare in our 4t- 
phaber, if we would but uſe the ſerviceable &, as it 
ſhould be, and reſtore it to the right of Reputation it 
had with our Fore-Fathers. For, the Engliſh Saxons knew 
not this halting £Q, with her Waiting-woman « after her ; 
but expreſt 


quail, kuail. 
queſt, eſt. 
quick, Y  kuick. 
gull, kuil 


Till cufom, under the excuſe of exprefling enfran- 
chisd words with us, intreated her into our Lan- 


guage, in 
quality, quantity, 


quarel, mteſcence, CC. 
And hath now given her the beſt of X's poſſeſſions. 
R 

(x) Is the Dogs Letter, and hurreth in the ſound ; the 
Tongue ſtriking the inner Palate, with a trembling a- 
bout the Teeth. It is ſounded firm in the beginning of 
the Words, and more /iquid in the middle, and ends; 
as in 

rarer, riper. 


And fo in the Latin. 


$S 
(3) Is a moſt eafie, and gentle Letter, and ſoftly 
hiſleth againſt the Teeth in the prolation. It is called 
the Serpents Letter, and the chief of the Conſonants. 
It varieth the Powers much in our pronunciation, as in 
the beginning of words it hath the ſound of weak c. 
before Vowels, Diphthongs, or Conſonants ; as, 
ye” ſay, ſmall, [ll, 
ſhift, ſoft, 8c. 
Sometime it inclineth to z3 as in theſe, 
Muſe, uſe, roſe, noſe, wiſe, 
And the like : where the latter Vewel ſerves for the 
Mark or Accent of the former's production. 
So, after the Half-Vowels, or the obſcure e; as in 
Bells, gems, wens, burs, 
Chimes, Names, games. | 
Where the Vowel ſits hard, it is commonly doubled. 
- i 


(x) Is founded with the Tongue ſtriking the upper 
Teeth, and hath one conſtant Power, ſave where it 
preceedeth I; and that again followed by another 
Vowel; as in 

Fattion, atlion, generation, corruption. 

Where it hath the force of 5, or c. 

XxX 


(3) Is rather an abbreviation, or way of ſhort writing 
with us, than a Letter: For, it hath the found of «c 
and 53 or kand s. It begins no word with us, that 1 
know, but ends many 3 as, 

Ax, ſix, fox, box. 

Which ſound like theſe, 

Racks, knacks, knocks, locks, &c. 
Z 


(z) Is a Letter often heard amongſt us, but ſeldom 
ſeen : borrow'd of the Greeks at fuſt, being the ſame 
with 7; and foundeth, in the middle, as double £. tho' 
in the end of many Englih words (where 'tis only pro- 
perly uſed) it ſeems to found as s 3 as in maze, gaze ; 

And on the contrary, words writ with s found like 
% 3 as Muſe, noſe, boſe, as. 

Never in the beginning, fave with the Weſt- Country 
People, that have, zed, zay, 2, 20, Zome, 

And the like ; for Said, ſay, ſit, ſo, ſome. 

Or in the Body of Words indeniſon'd,j. e. derived from 
the Greek, and commonly us'd as Engliſh; as, 


ature, zeal, z:pbyre, Kc. 
(a) H. Nath 


TY 


0-8-3 
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(a H. 

Nats dubium eft , faucibus emicet quod ipſis 
H litera, ſro eff nota, que ſpiret anbelum. Ter. 
H, contrattts paulum faucibns, ventus exhalat. 

Mar. Cap. 

Vocalibus apre, ſed & antepoſita cunts : 
Haſtas, Hederas, qui loquor, Hiſter, Hoſpes, Hujus. 
Solim patity quatacr ante Conſonantes, 
Grecis quoties nominibus Latina forms eſt, | 
$i quando Choros Phillida, Rhamnes, Thima, 4ico. 

Ree quidem in bdc parte Graciſſant noſtri Walli. 

Smithus. 

H werd wr” Yo lu) aſpiratio vocatur. Eft enim variarum 
literarum ſpiritwoſiſima, vel ſpiritus potiies ipſe. Nalline, 
ant quim minimiom egens officis eorum, que modo nommati- 
mus inſtruments literarum formandarum. jy: 

H extrinſecus aſcribitur omnibus V ocalibus, ut minimum 
ſonet ; Confonantibus autem quibusdam intrinſecus. 


Ch. 


(b) Ommis liters, froe vox, plus ſonat ipſe ſeſe, cum poſt- 
- quam cum — Quod Vocalibus accidens 
eſe videtur : nec ſi tollatur ea, perit etidm vs ſignificationis : 
wt, fi dicam Erennius, 4bsq; oeations quamus Vitium Vi 
dear facere, intelle#us tamen integer permaner. Conlonan- 
tibus autem, /i coberet, ut eju/dem penitus ſubſtantia ſit, 
& fi auferainr, ſynifications 'vim minuat proriks : ut, ſt 
dicam pro Chremes. Unde b4c conſiderat4 ra- 
tione, Gracorum dedtiſſimi ſingulas fectrunt eas quoque Ii- 
teras, wt p79 , 

th. g. pro ph. 8, nf x» Ram. 


(c) Sonum illins g, querant, quibus its libet ſcribere : au- 


res profettd mea nunquam in bis vocibus ſonitum 74 g pore» 


rant baurire. 
Smithus de ref. & emend. 
Ph. & Rh. 


(d) Litera 9 apud hs + þ 4ſpirata. 


(e) Si quis error in liters ferendus eft, clum corrigs queat, 
nu/quam m ullo ſono tolerabilior eft, quam in boc, F criba- 
twr Sh; & in Þ, { [cribatur per th. Nam be due quandam 
wviolentiam grandiorem ſpiritus in proferendo requirunt, quam 
cetera litere. ibid. wa: 


(f) Hic liters ſove charaftere, quam ſpinam, id eft, 
porne, moſlri Proavi appellabant : Avi noftri, & qui proxt 
m? ante librorum impreſſionem vixerunt, ſunt abuſi, ad omnia 
ea ſcribenda, que nunc magno Magiſtrorum errore yer th. 
ſeribimus ; nt, 


þe, hou, þat, pew, yeſe, yick, 


Sed ubi mollior exyrimebatur ſonus, ſuperne. ſcribebant 
bj durior, in eodem ſulco : moliorem appello i 
Anglo Saxones per 5, —— Foy þ, anprimctons, 
Nem illud Saxonum > reſponder ills ſono, quem vulgaris 
Orzxca lingua facit, quando promenciamt ſuum Þ, aus Hilpa- 
ni d, literam ſnam molliorem, ut ciem veritatem, verdad ap 
pellanz. Spina awem illa þ, viderur referre prorius Graco- 
rum. At th ſonum 9 non refit dat. Nam ſi v non efſct 
alia deflexis voce, niſi aſpirations addite, que facile fuis 
Grzcis 7s 7 aſpirarionem adjungere, quam 76 þ. 


H, 

(a) Whether it be a Letter or ni, hath been much ex. 
amined by the Ancients, and by ſome of the Gr-et 
Party too much condemned, and thrown out of the 
<liphabet, as an Aſpirate meerly, and in requeſt only be- 
fore Vowel: in the beginning/ of words. The Wh - 
tain it ſtill after many Conſonants.” Buts bs it a Lecr, 
or Spirit, we have great uſe of it in our Tongue, borh 
before, and atter Vowels. And though I dare not ſay, 
ſhe is, (as I have heard one call het) the Dueen-mother of 
Conſonants : yer the is the life, and quickening of «, g, 
P,s, ft, ” > as _ 4 when derived from the aſpirate Greek 
3; as, at, 3 Alpbaber, , that, what, Rha h 
Of which more 1 "yy TRY 

What her Powers are before Vowels and Diphthong, 
will appear in -. . 
ball, heal, hill, bot, how, bew, heiday, 8c. 

In ſome it is written, but ſounded withour power : as 

boſt, honeſt ; 
a _ the Vowel is heard without the Aſpiration 3 as 
oft, oneſs, 

After the Vowel it ſounds; as in ab, and oh. 

Beſide, it is coupled with divers Conſonants, where 
the force varies, and is particularly tobe examin'd. 

We will begin with C6. 

Ch 


(5) Hath the force of the Greek %, Or « in many 
words derived from the Greek ; as in 

Charatt, Chriftian, Chronicle, Arch el, Monarch). 

In meer Engliſh words, or ferch'd from the Latin the 
force of the Irahas c. 


Chaplain, chaſt, cheft, chops, 
bin , yg har EY 


| Gb 
(c) Is only & piece of ill writing wich us: if wecould 
obtain of Cx/fom to mend it, it were not the worſe for 
our Language, or 1s: for the g ſounds juſt nothing in 

trough, cough, might, night, &C. 
Only, the writet was at leiſure, to add a ſuperfluous 
» as there are too many in our Pſeudography. 
. Ph & Rb 
(4 Are uſed only in Greek infranchis'd words 3 as 
Philip, Phyſick, Rherrich, Rhodes, &c. 
| S 


(e) Is meerly Engliſh ; and hath the force of ths He- 
ew yy ſhin, or the French Ch; as in 


ſhake, ſhed, ſhine, ſhow, 
ſbrink, ruſh, bluſh, 


Th > 
(7 Hath a double and doubtful found, which muſt be 


. 


| 


found out by uſe of ſpeaking ; ſometimes liks the Greek 
g; as in F 
thief, thing, ſtrengthen, loveth, &c. 
In — lik|cheis H, or the Spaniſh d. as 
| thu, that, then, thence, Q 
thoſe bathe, baqueath. 
And in this conſiſts che greateſt difficuley of our 
Alphabet, and true writing : fince we have loſt the Saxon 
Characters S and þ. that diſtinguiſhed 


Be. pick. 

Sou. in. 

Sine. Cf "Y red, 

So. prive. 
Wh 


Hath been inquir'd of in w. And this for the Ler- 
ters. | / 


$$ - 


” oa 


_—__ 
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CHAP. V. 
Of the Diphthongs. 
the Complexions, or Couplings of 
TY the ewo Letters fend forth a 
joint ſound, ſo as in one Syllable both ſounds be heard 3 | 
ny Ai, or Ay. 
Aid, maid, ſaid, 4 day, way. 
Au, or Aw. 


Audience, author, —_ law, ſaw, draw. 


Earl, Pearl, meat, ſeat, ſea, files. 
To which add yes, and plea; and you have at one 
view all our Words of this termination. 


Ei. 
ſleight, ſtreight, weight, theirs. 
W. 


or Qy. 
Point, fone, ſoil, cod, 
Joy, toy, boy. 
OO 


good, food, mood, brood, &Cc. 
Ou, or Ow. 
rout, ftout, how, 
Bow, , 
Vi, er Vy. 
iſſance, Or puyſſance ; juice, Of juyce. ; 
Theſe 6 all "6 would obſerve ; to mention 
more, were but to perplex the Reader. The Os, and 
Ee, will be better ſupplied in our Orthograpby. | 
Neither is the double ee to be thought on, but in Ders 
watives 3 as Trees, Sees, and the like, where it is as two 
Syllables. As for eo, it is found but in three Words in 


our Tongue, ; 
Yeoman, people, jeopardy. 
Which were truer written, | 
Teman, peple dy. 


» Jepar 
And thus much ſhall ſuffice for the 


Daphthongs. 

The Triphthong is of a Complexion rather to be fear'd 
than lov'd, and would fright the young Grammerien to 
ſee him: I thereforz let him paſs, and. make haſte co 
the Notion. 


CHAP. VL 
Of the Syllables. 


Syllable is a part of a Word that may of it {elf 
make a perfe&t ſound; and is ſometimes of one 
only Letter, which is always a Vowel: ſometimes of 
more. 
Of one, as in every firſt vowel in theſe Words : 
a. &-bated. 


u. *-ſurped. 

A Syllable of more Letters is made, exther of Vowel: 

only, or of Conſonants joined with Vowel. 
Of Vowel: only, 4. e. the Dipbrhongs, 
Ati, in Ai-dmg. 
Au, in Awſtere, Awdients. 
Ea, in Ea-fie, Ea-ting. 
Ez, in Ei-ry of Hawks: 
Ew, in Ew-er, &c. and in 
the Triphthong Yea. 

Of the Vowels mixt 3 ſometimes but with one Conſo- 
nant, as to 3 lometimes two, as try ; ſometimes three, as 
beſt 5 or tour, as neſts 3 or five, as ffumps ; other-while 
fix, as the latter Syllable in re-fraints : At the moſt they 
can have but cight, as frengrbs. 


1 


Some Syllables, as 
The, then, there, that, 
with, and, which, 
are often compendiouſly, and ſhortly wricten ; as 


cre 


FF 97 


th 


w O& 


z 
J 
«<> 


| Which, whoſo liſt may uſe ; but Orrbography commands 


it not: A Man may torbear it, without danger of fal- 
ling into Premunire. 

ere Order would require to ſpeak of the Quantity 
of Syllables, their ſpecial Prerogative among the Latins 
and Greeks z; whereof fo much as is conſtant, and deri- 
ved from Nature, hath been handled already. The othec 
which grows _—_ and placing of Letters, as yet 
(not through t of our Tongue, being able enough 
to receive it, but our own careleſneſs, being negligent to 
give it) 15 ruled by no Arr. The principal cauſe where- 
of feemeth to be this; becauſe our Verſes and Rhymes (as 
it is almoſt with all other People, whoſe Language is ſpo- 
ken at this day) are natural, and ſuch whereot Ariſtotle 


| ſpeaketh, & 7 dulegNecudmvy, that is, made of a natural, 


and voluntary compoſition, without regard to the Quan 
tity of Syllables. 

This would ask a larger Time and Field, than is here 
given, for the examination : but ſince 1 am affigned ro 
this Province, that it is the Lor of my Age, after thirty 
Years Converſation with Men, to be elementarims Senex ; 
I will promiſe, and obtain fo much of my ſelf, as to 
give, in the heel of the Book, ſome ſpur and incitemene 
mw. I fo _— ſeek. Lea ton em 

ve the vulpar, an is d way of making, aboliſh 
and Fi dencFy (beins both {weet and delightful, and 
much taking the Ear) but, to the end our Timgue may be 
made equal to thoſe of the renowned Countries, Tay 
and Greece, mary this Particular. And, as for the 
Difficuley, that never withdraw, or put me off from 
the Anempt: For, neither is any excellent thing done 
with eaſe, nor the compaſling of this any whie to be 
deſpaired 3 eſpecially when Qamtilian hath obſery'd to 
me, by this natural Rhyme, that we have the other artifi- 
cial, as it were by certain Marks and Foorings, firlt traced 
and found out. And the Grecians thernſelves before Ho- 
mer, as the Romans hikewife before Livins Andronicus, had 
no other Meters, Thus much cherefore ſhall ſerve ro 
have ſpoken concerning the Parts of a Word, in a Letter, 
and a Sy[lable. 

It followeth to ſpeak of the common Afed#iens, which 
unto the Latins, Greeks, and Hebrews, are two 3 the Ac+ 
cent, and Noration. And firſt, 


CHAP. VIL 
Of the Accent. 


He Accent _— unto them was a twning of the 
Voice, in lifring it up, or letting it down ) hath 
not yet obtained wich aus any Sign ; which notwith- 
ſtanding were moſt needful to be added ; not whereſo- 
ever the farce of an Accens lieth, but where, for want of 
one, the word is in danger to be wi/:twned; as in 
abiſed, exc berbited, 
obtdm, , Jurrinder, 

But the uſe of it will be ran much better by collati- 
an of Words, that according unto the divers place of 
their Accent, are diverſly unc'd, and have divers 
Significations. Such are the Words following, with theic 
like ; as 

differ, defer ; deſart, deſtrt ; priſem, preſent 
refuſe, refuſe ; objet?, obje&t ; incenſe, incenſe; 
convert, convert ; thrment, torment , Cc. 

In original Nowns, Adjetrve or Subtantive, derived 

according 
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according to the Rule of the Writer of Analogy, the 4c- 
cent is intreated to the firſt | as in 
fatberlineſs, mitherlineſs, 
peremptory, bdberdaſher. 
Likewiſe in the Adverss, 
brotherly, miſterly. 
All Nowns Diſyllabick, ſimple in the firſt ; as | 
belief, bonotr, credit, 
alver, mrety. 
All Nouns Triſyllabick, in the firſt : 
countenance, jcopardy, 8. 

All Nowns compounded in che firſt, of how many Sy 

lables foever they be ; as k 
Temny-court-keeper, Chi «ſweeper. 

Words fimple in png dung to the firſt, 

though they be of four Sylables; us, 
Soctable, tolerable. 

When they be compounded, they keep the ſame Ac- 
cent 3 as, 

Insociable, intolerable. 

Bur in the way of compariſon , it altereth thus: 
Some Men are 5ocrable, others inſociable ; fome tolerable, 
others intolerable : For the Accent fits on the Syllable that 
puts difference ; as, 

Sincerity, inſmcerity. 

Nouns ending in tn, or ſion, are accented in ante- 

timd ;, as, 
- Condition, infuſion, 8c. 

In ty, 4 Latin, m antepenultimd ; as, 

Verity, chirity, fomplicity. 

In ence, in antepenultimd ; as, 

peſtilence, dbſtimence, 
uſt enance, conſequence. 

All Verbs diſjylables ending in er, el, ry, and ib, accent 
m primd 1 as, ; 
Cover, cincel, chrry, bury, 
levy, riwviſh, SC. 

Verbs made of Nouns, tollow the Accent of the Nouns: 
as, 

to blanket, to bi/quet. 

All Verbs coming from the Latin, either of the Su- 
pine, or otherwiſe, hold the Accent as 1t 1s found in the 
firſt Perſon preſent of thoſe Latin Verbs 3 as from 

inimo, inmate 3 
celebro, fe 
Except Words compounded of facto ; as, 
Te henefieis, liquef ie. 
And of ffatuo; as, 
confiiutuo, conſtitute. : 

All Variations of Verbs hold the Accent in the fame 
place, as the Tome, 

I #nimare, thou Tmunateſt, 8c. 

And thus much ſhall ſerve ro have opened the Fourr 
tain of Orthography. Now let us come to the Notation 
of a Word. 


C MK A P. VIIL 
The Notation of a Word 


$ when the Original thereof is ſought our, and con- 
filtech in ewo things, the Kind, and the Figure. 
The Kind is to know whether the Word be a Prim; 
trve, or Derivative ; as, 
Man, love, 
are Primuroes : 
Manly, lower, 
are Derivatives. 
The Figure is to know whether the Word be ſimple, 
or compounded ; 2s, 
learned, ſay, 


are ſimple : 
are compounded. 


unlearned, gain ſay, 


In which kind of Compoſition, 
our Engliſh Tongue is above all 0- 
ther very hardy and happy, joining 
together , after a eloquent 
manner, ſundry Words of every 
kind of Speech; as, - 

Milt borſe, lip wiſe, ſelf-love, 
twy-light, there-about, 
not-with-ftanding, be-cauſe, 
cut-purſe, nevertheleſs. 
Theſe are the common Aﬀettions 
of a Word : The divers ſorts now 
tollow. A Word is of Number, or 
without Number, Of Number that 
Word is termed to be, which fig- 
_ a Number Simgular, or Plu- 
ral. 


Smgular , which expreſleth one 
only thing 3 as, 
Tree, book, teacher. 

Plural, when ir exprefſeth more 
things than one; as, 

Trees, books, teachers. 
Again, a Word of Number is Fi- 
nite Or Infinite. Finite, which vari- 
ech his Number with certain end- 
ings; as, 

Man, men ; run, runs 1 

borſe, horſes. 
Infimte, which varieth not ; as, 

rrue, ſtrong, &C. 

both in the $; and Plural. 
Moreover, a Word of Number 
is a Nown or a Verb. Bur here ic 
were fir we did firſt number our 
Words, or Parts of Speech, of 
which our Language conliſts. 


CHAP. IX 


C 10. 
Sepe DM _— 
tantur Nomina ; ut, 
A Foor-ball plaier, 

a Tenniscourt- 
keeper. 
Sepiſſime duo Sub- 
ſtamtrya ;, ut, 
Hand-ker-chict, 
Rain bow, Eye- 
fore, Table-na 
kin, Head ach, 
KigtAGA ji. 
Sub/tamtivum cum 
werboz ut, 
Woo-bind. 
Pronomen cum $ub- 
anirvo ;, ut, 
Se F love, grazie. 
ſelt-freedom , «s";- 
Vow re. 
Verbum cum Sub- 
ftamivo ; ut, 
A Puff-cheek, ov- 
ay123&, Draw- 
well, Draw-bridge. 
Agqjettryum cum 
Subſtantioo ut, 
New-ton, vaRaws. 
Handi-craft, ye4«- 
ovgia. 
Adwverbium cum 
Subſtantrvo, ut, 
Downfall. 
Adverbium cum 
Participio ; ut, 
Up-iting , down- 
lying. 


Of the Parts of Speech. 


is two fold 3 


N our Engliſh Speech we number the ſame Parts with 


the Latims. 
Nous, Adverhb, 
Pronoun, Conjunttion, 
Verb, Prepofirion, 
Participle, Interjettion. 


Oaly we add a Ninth, which is the Article : And that 


Finite, i. e. relating to both Numbers ; as, 7he. 
Infinite, relating only to the Smgular ; as, A. 


The Finite is fer betore Nowns 4 


Emphaſis fake; as, 
The only He 


The Infinite hath a 
uncertain, or infinite things 3 as, 


but Prepoſitroe 3 as, 


The Henry of Henries, 
of the Town. 
Where He ſtands for a Nown, and ſignifies Man. 


wer of declaring, and deſigning 


llatroues ; as, 


The Horle, the Horles 
The Tree, the Trees. 
Proper Names and Pronouns refule Articles , except for 


A man, A houſe: not 4 men, 4 houſes. 
This Article A anſwers to the German Ein, or the 
French or Italian Articles, deriv'd from ove, not Numereal, 


A Houſe, Ein Howſe. Ger. 


Una Caſs. Italian. 
Article, Der, die, das. 


Save that it admits no inflection. 


Un Maiſon. French. 


The is put to both Numbers, and anſwers to the Dutch 
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680 Grammatica 
CHAP. X. 
Of the Noun. 

Ll Nowns are Words of Number ; Singular, or Plural. 
Common, Subſtantroe 

They ares Proper, &And are all or, 
Perſonal, Adjettroe. 

Their Accidents are, 


Gender, Caſe, Declenfion. 
Of the Genders there are fix. rs 

' Maſculine. Aeaſculine, which comprehendeth es, 
Ns ens enters dla 
ſpecies * as 4 els, Men, Stars: and (by Proſopopeia)) the 
Months, Find, almoſt all the Planets. ; 

Second, The Feminine , which comprt- 
2. Feminine, fſeth Women, and Female ſpecies : 
Iſlands, Countries, Cities. 
and ſome Rivers with us 3 as, 
Severn, Avon, &c. 

Third, The Newter, or _ Gender : 
whoſe Notion conceives neither | 
der which are compriz'd all inanimate things ; a Ship 
excepted : of whom we ſay, She ſails well, though the 
Name be Hercules, or Henry, or the Prince. As Terence 
call'd his Comedy Ewnuchus, per wocabulum Arts. 

Fourth, The Promiſcuoms,or Epicene, which 
4. Epioene, underſtands both Kinds : eſpecially, when 
we cannot make the difference 3 as, when 
we call them Horſes, and Dogs, in the Maſculine, though 
there be Bitches and Mares amongſt them. So to Fowl;, 
for the moſt part, we uſe the Feminine 3 as of Eagles, 
. Hawks, we ſay, She flies well 3 and call them Geeſe, Ducks, 
and Dever, which they fly at, not diſtinguiſhing the Sex. 
Fifth, The Common, or rather Dowbtful 
5. Doubrful. Gender, we uſe often, and with elegance 3 
as in 
Couſin, Goſſip, Friend, —_—_ Enemy, 
Servant, Thief, &c. including both Sexes. 
The Sixth is, the Common of Three Gen- 
6, Common 1:3 by which a Noun is divided into Sab- 
' Mlantive and Adjeftive, For a Subſtantive 
is a Nown of one only Gender, or (at the moſt) of two: 
And an Adjeftive is a Newn of three Genders, bcing al- 
ways infinite. 


3+ Neuter. 


CHAP. AL 


Of the Diminution of Nouns, 


He common Aﬀection of Nowns is Dimination. A 
Diminutive is a Nown noting the diminution of his 
Primitive. 
The diminution of Subſtantives hath theſe four divers 
Terminations : 
El. Part, parcel ;, Cock, Cockerel. 
Er. Capon, Caponet ; Poke, Poket , Baron, Baronet. 
Ock. Hill, Hillock ; Bull, Bullock. 
Ing. Gooſe, Goſling 3; Duck, Duckling. 

So from the Adjetirve, Dear, Darling. 

Many Diminutives there are, which rather be abuſi- 
ons of Speech, than any proper Engliſh Words. And 
ſuch for the moſt part are Mens and Womens Names : 
Names which are ſpoken in a kind of flattery, eſpecial- 
ly among familiar Friends and Lovers ; as, 

Richard, Dick; William, Will ; 
Margery, Madge » Mary, Mal. 

Diminution of Adjettioues 15 in this one end, iſh 3 as, 
White, whitiſh ; green, greeniſh. 

After which manner certain AdjeHives of Likeneſs are 
allo tormed trom their Subtantives 3 as, 


Sex ; um |. 


Devil, deviliſh ; Thief, thieviſh 1 

Colt, coltiſh ; EIf, elwiſh. 
Some Nown: ſteal the form of Diminution, which nei- 
ther in ſignification ſhew it, nor can derive it from a 
Primitive ; as, 
Gibbet, Daublet, peetviſh, 


CHAP. XIL 
Of Compariſons. 


TR then are the Common Afﬀetions, both of Sub- 
ſtantives and Adjettives : there follow certain other, 
not general to them both, but proper and peculiar to 
each one. The Proper Afﬀe#ion therefore of Adje&iver 
is Compariſon ; of which, after the Poſirrve, there be two 
Degrees reckoned , namely , the Comparative, and the 
Superlative, 

© Comparative 15 a Degree declared by the Poſtive, 
with this Adverb more » as, 

Wiſer, or more wiſe. 

The Superlative is declared by che Poſitive, with this 
Adverb moſt ; as, 

Wiſeft, or moſt wiſe. 

Both which Degrees are formed of the Poſitive : the 
Comparative, by putting to er 3 the Superlative, by put- 
ting to eft 3 as in theſe Examples : 

Learned, learneder, learnedeſt. 
Simple, ſimpler, fimpleſt. 
True, truer, trueſt, 
Black, blacker, blackeſ. 
From this General Rule a few Special Words are ex- 


cepted 3 as, 
Good, better, beſt. 


Reverend, Puiſſant, 
V ittoriow, Renowned. 
Others have both Degrees, but lack the Poſitive 3 as, 
Former, foremoſt. 
Some are formed of Adverbsz as, 
4h wiſelier, wiſelieſt. 
Tuſftly, juſtlier, juſtlieſt. 
Certain Comparative: form out of themſelves ; as, 
Leſs, leſſer. ; 
Worſe, worſer. 


CHAP. XIIL 
Of the Firſt Declenſion. 


AE thus much concerning the Proper Afettion of 
Adjetives : The Proper Aﬀetion of Subſtantives 
followerh ; and that conſiſteth in Declining, 

A Declenſion # the varying of @ Noun Subſtantive into 
divers Terminations. Where, beſides the Abſolute, there is, 
as 1t Were, a Genitive Caſe, made in the Singular Num- 
ber, by putting to -. 

Of Declenſions there be two kinds : the firſt makech the 
Plural of the Singular, by adding thereto : ; as, 
ree, Trees. 
Thing, things. 
Steeple, nl 
So with 5, by reaſon of the near affinity of theſe two 
Letters, whereof we have ſpoken before : 
Park, Parks ;, Buck, Bucks , 
ry Dwarfs ; Path, Paths. 
' And in this Firſt Declenſion, the Genitive Plural is all 
one with the Plural abſolute 3 as, 
Singular. | ur jo Plur. _— 


General 
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General Exceptions. 


To the Genitive Caſes of all Newns denoting a Poſſeſſor, 
is added 's with an Apoſffropbe, thereby to avoid che 
groſs Syntax of the Pronown bu joining with a Now ; as, 
The Emperor's Court, The General"s Valour , not The Empe- 
EET he cocmtainne Suda take 

Mono s containing a , never 
s in the Plural Number, but only change their Diph- 
rhongs , retaining their laſt Conſonent , or one of like 


force 3 as, 
Mouſe, Mice ; Lowſe, Lice ; 
Gooſe, Geeſe, Foot, Feet ; 
Tooth, Teeth. 
Exception of Number. Some Nowns of the Fir De- 
clenſion lack the Plural, as, 
Reſt, Gold, Silver, Bread. 
Other the Singular 4 as, 
Kiches, Guods, Pg BE _—_— 
Many being in their principal ſignification Adjediver, 
are ry declined, and in the Plural ftand in itead of 
Sub/tantroes ; as, 
Other, others 3 One, ones ; 
Hundred, bundreds ; Thouſand, thouſands ; 
Neceſſary, neceſſaries : and ſuch like. 


CHAP. XIV. 
Of the Second Declenſion. 


He Second Declen/ion formeth the Plaral from the Sin- 

gular, by putting to »: which notwithſtanding it | 
have not ſo many Nos as hath the former, yet lacketh 
not his difficulty, by reaſon of ſundry Exceptions, chat 
cannot eaſily be reduced to one general Head. Of this 
former is, 

Ox, Oxen. 
ions. Man, and Women, by a contration make 

Men and Women, in ſtcad of Manen and Womenen. Cow 
makes Kine : Brother, for Bretheren, hath Brethren : Child 
formeth the Plural by adding r beſides the Roots for we 
ſay not Childen, which, according to che Rule given be- 
® fore, is the right formation; but Children, becauſe that 
ſound is more pleaſant to the Ears. 

Here the Genitive Plural (denoting the Poſſeſſory is made 
by adding ' unto the Abſolute z, as, 

, Child, P! Children, 
SIng. Cha, $ ul. ) Children's. 

Exceptions trom both Declenſions. Some Nowns (ac- 
cording to the different DialeRts of ſeveral Parts of the 
Country) have the Plural of both Declenſions ; as, 

Howſe, Houſes, and Howſen. 
Eye, Eyes, and Eyen. 
Shooe, Shooes, and Shooen, 


CH AP. XV. 
Of Pronouns. 


Few irregular Nowns, varying from the general 

Precepts, are commonly termed Pronouns : whereof 
the fiſt four, inſtead of the Genurive, have an Accu/etrve 
Caſc ; as, 


L, We. Thon, Tow, 
Plur. ; Plur. ) or 
Me, Us. Thee, Ie. 
He, She, That, all three make in the Plural, They, Them. 
Four Poſſeſſives : My, or Mine: Plural, Our, ours. Thy, 
Thine : Plural, Tour, Tours. 11s, Hers, both in che Plural 
making Their, Thears. 
The Demonſtratzwes : Thus : Plural, Theſe. That : Plu- 
ral, Thoſe. Ten, or yond:y fame. ' 
Three Interregatives, whereof one requiring both Ge- 


mtrve an Accuſative, and taken for a Subſtantive: Bhs ? 
Whoſe ? Whem ? The other two Infinite, and AdjeQtively 
uſed, What, Whether. 
Two Articles, in Gender and Number Infinite, which 
the Latins lack : A, The. 
One Relative, Which : One other ſignifying a Reci- 
procation, Self ; Plural, Selves. | 
Compolition of Pronowns is more common : 
My ſelf, ourſelves. 
Thy-ſelf, your-ſetves. 
Him-ſelf, 
Her ſelf, Plural, Them-/elves. 
I-ſlf, 
This ſame, that-ſame, you-ſame, youder ſame, [clf- ſama, 


CHA P. XVI. 
Of a Verb. 


Itherto we have declared the whole Etzmol:gy of 
Newns ;, which in ealinefs, and ſhortneſs, is much 
to be preferred before the Latins and the Grecians. 1: 
remainech with like brevity, it ic may be, co profectite 
the Erymology of a Verb. A Verbis a Word of Number, 
which hath both T:me and Perſon. Time is the difference 
of a Verb, by the preſent, paſt, and futare, or to come. 
A Verb finite theretore hath three only Times, and thoſe 
always imperfett. 
The firlt is the preſent ; as, 

Amo, Love. 
The ſecond is the Time paſt 3 as, 

Amabam, loved. 
The third is the fatare 3, as, 

Ama, amato : Love, love. 
The other 7T:mes both imperfet? 3 as, 

Amem, amarem, amabo. 
And alſo perfet ; as, 

Amavi, ameverim, ameV'ram, 

Amaviſſem, amavero, 
we uſe to expreſs by a Synrax, as ſhall be ſeen in the pro- 
per _ 

The fatwre is made of the preſent, and is the ſame al- 
ways with it, 

Of this fatwre ariſeth a Verb infinite, keeping the ſame 
Termination : as likewiſe of the preſent, and the Time 
pep, are formed the Participle preſent, by adding of ing 3 as 

Love, loving. 

The other is all one wich the Time paſt. 

- The Paſſive is expreſſed by a Syntax, like the Times go- 
ing before, as hereafter ſhall appear. 

A Perſon is the ſpecial difference of a verba! Number, 
whereof the preſent, and the Time paſt, have in every 
Number three. 

The ſecond and third Perſon Singukr of the P:eſenc 
are made of the firſt, by adding ef, and et 3 which laſt 
is commonly ſhortened to s. 

The Time paſt is varied, by adding in like manner in 
the ſecond Per/on Singular et, and making the third like 
unto the ficſt, 

The Future hath but only two Perſons, the ſecond and 
third, ending both alike. 

The Perſons Plural keep the Termination of the firſt, 
Perſon Singular. In former times, till about the Reign 
of King Henry the Eighth, they were wone to be formed 

by adding en; thus, 
Looen, ſayen, complainen: 
But now (whatſoever is the cauſe) ic hath quite grown 
our of ufc, and that other ſo generally prevailed, that I 
dare not preſume to ſet this afoot again : Albeit, (to tell 
you my opinion) I am perſuaded, that the lack hereof 
well contidered, will be found a great blemiſh to our 
Tongue. For, ſeeing Time and Perſon be, as it were, the 
Right and Left-band of a Verb, what can the maiming 
bring clſe, but a 1 —— - = whole Body ? 


And 
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And by reaſon of theſe two Differences, a Verb is di- 
vided two manner of ways. 
Firſt, In reſpe& of Perſons, it is called Perſonal, or Im- 
-] 
Perſonal, which is varied by three Perſons ; as, 
Love, loveſt, loveth, 
Imperſonal, which only hath the third Perſon ; as, 
Beboveth, irketh. 
Secondly, In conſideration of the Times, we term it 
Attrve, or Neuter. 
Ative, whoſe Participle paſt may be joined with the 
Verb am 3 as, 
I am loved, Thou art bated. 
Neuter, which cannot be ſo coupled 3 as, 
Pertain, Die, Lroe. 
This therefore is the general forming of a Verb, which 
mult co every ſpecial one hereafter be applied. 


CH AP. XVIL 
Of the Firſt Conjugation. 


| he varying of a Verb by Perſons and Times, both 
finite and _ is termed a Conjugation : Where- 
of there be two forts. The firſt fercherh the Tirge paſt 
from the preſent, by adding ed: and is thus varied. 

Pr. Love, loveſt, loverh. Pl. Love, love, love. 

Pa. Loved, loved'ſt, loved. Pl. Loved, loved, loved. 

Fu. Love, love. Pl. Love, love. 

Inf. Love. 
Part, pr. Loving. 
Parr. paſt. es 
Verbs are oft-times ſhortened ; as, 
Sayeſt, ſaiſt ; would, wow'd ; 
Pars ſhowd ; bolpe, bo'pe. 
But this is more common in the leaving out of e 3 as, 
Loved'ſt, for luvedeft ; 
Rubbed, rubb'd ; tookeſft, took't. 
Exception of the Time paſt, for ed, have d or t; as, 
Licked, lick'd 3 leaved, left ; 
Gaped, gay'd 3 bluſhed, bluſh'd. 

Some Verbs ending 1n d, for avoiding the concourſe of 

too many Conſonants, do caſt it away 3 as, 
Lend, lent ; ſpend, ſpent ; pgird, girt. 

Make, by a rare contraction, is here turned into made, 
Many Verbs in the time paſt vary not at all from the 
preſent : ſuch are 

Ca#t, burt, coſt, burſt, &c, 


CHAP, XVII. 
Of the Second Conjugation. 


' A Nd fo much for the Firſff Conjugation, being indeed 

the moſt uſual Forming of a Verb, and thereby 
alſo the common Inn to lodge way ſtrange and foreign 
Gueſt. That which followeth , tor any thing I can 
find, (though I have with ſome diligence ſearched after 
it) entertaineth none but natural and home-born Words, 
which though in number they be not many, a hundred 
and twenty, or thereabouts 3 yet in variation are fo di- 
vers and uncertain, that they need much the ſtamp of 
ſome good Logick, to beat them into proportion. We 
have [A down that, that in our Judgment agreeth beſt 
with Reaſon and good Order. Which, notwithſtanding, 
if it ſeem to any to be too rough-hewed, let him plane 
it out more ſmoothly, and I ſhall not only not envy it, 
but, in the behalf of my Country, moſt ily thank 
him for ſo great a Benefit ; hoping that I ſhall be choughe 
ſufficiently to have done my part, if in tolling this Bell, 
I may draw others to a deeper conſideration of the 
matter : For, touching my ſelf, I muſt needs confeſs, 
chat after much painful Churning, this only would come, 
which here we have deviſed. 


ard ftrick, drink, ſink, 


The Second Conjugation therefore turneth the preſert 
into the Tmme paſt, by the only change of his Letters, 
namely, of Vowel: alone, or Con/onant; allo. 

Verbs changing Vowel: only, have no certain Termi- 
nation of che ny paſt, but derive it as well from 
the preſent, as the Time paſt : and that other-while dif- 
fering from 


either, as the Examples following do declare. 
The change of Vowel is, either of ſample Vowels, or of 
Diphthongs ; whereof the firſt goeth by the order of 


Vowels, which we alſo will obſerve. 
An # is turned into 00. 
Pref. Shake, ſhakeſft, ſhakerb, Pl. Shake, ſhake, ſhake. 


Paſt. Shook, ſhookeſt, ſhook. Pl. Shook, k. 
Fut. Shake, ke P Pl. rom wag 
Inf. Shake. 

Parr. Shaking. 

Parr. pa. Shakes 


This form do the Verbs, rake, wake, forſake, and hang, 
follow ; but bayg in the Time peſt ma , not 


en. 
—_—_ the Verb am is a ſpecial Exception, being thus 
varied : | 

Pr. Am, art, w. Pl. Are, are, are ; or, Be, be, be, of the 
unuſed word, Be, bee#, beerh, in the Singular. 

Paſt. Was, waſt, was; or, Were, werr, were. Pl. Were, 

were, were. 

Fut. Be, be. Plur. Be, be. 

Int. Be. 

Part. pr. Being. 

Parr. paſt. Been 

Ea caſteth away #«, and maketh e ſhort : 

Pr. Lead, Paſt. Led. Part. pa. Led. 

The reſt of the Times and Perſons, both Singular atd 
Plural, in this and the other Yerb: that follow, becauſe 
they jump with the former Examples and Rules in every 
point, we have choſen rather to omit, than to thruſt in 
needleſs Words. 

Such are the Verbs, eat, beat, (both making Participles 


paſt ; beſides eet and ber, or eaten and beaten) ſpread, dread, 


ſwear, tread. 
Then &@, or o, indifferently 
Pr. Break. 
Paſt. Brake, or broke. 
Par. pa. Broke, or broken. 
Hither belong, ſpeak, ſwear, tear, cleave, wear, teal, 


bear, ſhear, weave. SO, get, and belp. 


into 6. 
Grove, 


Pa. 
So bid, and fir, 
And here ſometimes # is turned into « and « both. 
Pr, Win, 
Paſt. Wan, or Won, 


Of this fort an ing, fng f 
this are fling, ring, wring, s ſting, flick, 
ing, begin, ftink, ſorin ſwing, 


| Secondly, Verb: hat have ee, loſe one ; as, 
Pr. Feed. 
Paſt. Fed. 
Par . pa. F ed. 
Alſo meet, breed, bleed, ſpeed. 
Or change them into o ; as, 
Seeth, 
Paſt. - Sod. 
Par. pa. Sod, or ſodden. 
Laſtly, into aw ; as, 


Pr. See. 
Paſt. Saw. 
Par. pa. Seen. 


O hath 
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O hath #. 
Pr, Come. 
Paſt. Came. 
Par. pa. Come. 
And here it may beſides keep his proper Vowel. 
Pr. Run, 
Paſt. Ran, or Run. 
Par. pa. Run. 
oo maketh o, 
Pr. Chooſe. 


Paſt. Choſe. 
Par. pa. Choſen. 
And one more, $boor, ſhot; in the Participle paſt, Sha, 
or ſhotten. 
Some pronounce the Verbs by the Diphthong ew, Chewſe, 
ſhewt ; and that is Scottiſh like. 


CHAP. XIX 
Of the Third Conjugation. 


by” Change of Diphthongs is of ay, y, aw, and ow: 
All which are changed into ew. 
Pr. Slay. 
99 Paſt. Slew. 
Par. pa. Slain. 
Pr. Fly. 
”- Paſt. Flew. 


Pr. * Draw. 
aw. Paſt. Drew. 
Par. pa. Drawn. 
Pr. Know. 
Jet Knew. 
Par. pa. Known. 
This laſt Form cometh oftner than the three former ; 
as, ſnow, grow, throw, blow, crow. 
Secondly, Some Verbs in ite or ide, loſe e; as, 
Pr. Be. 
Joun Bit. 
Par. pa. Bit, or bitten. 
Likewiſe, hide, quite, make hid, quit. 
So, Shine, ſtrive, thrive, change z into 0 in the Time 
paſt ; as, Shone, ſtrove, throve. 
And, as + ſeverally trameth cicher e or 0; ſo may it 
jointly have chemgborh, 
Pr. Riſe. 
Paſt, RIfe, or roſe. 
Par. pa. Ki/e, or riſen 
To this kind pertain, Smite, write, bide, ride, climb, 
drive, hide, flride, = which make ſmit, writ, bid, 
rid, climb, drive, hid, firtd, {{14 y or ſmote, write, bode, 
rode, climb, drive, hid, frod, [(0d, 
Thirdly, # is ſometimes changed into the Diphrhongs 
ay and Ow ; 11s 
| Pr. Lie. 
oval Lay, 
Par. pa. Lien, or lam. 
Pr. Find. 
on. < Paſt. Found. 
Jval pa. Found, 
So, Bind, g1ind, wind, fight, make bound, ground, wound, 


feugbt. 
Laſt of all, aw and »w do both make e. 
| Pr. Fall. 
& < Paſt. Fell. 


Par. pa. Fallen. 
Such is the Verb, Franghtz which Chaucer in the Man 
of Law's Tale : | 
Thu Merchants have done, freight their Ships new. 
Pr. Hold. 
0. Paſt . H: Id. 
Par. pa. Held, or h:/den. 


VT — —— — —— ————_— 


Exceptions of the Time paſt. 
Some that are of the fir# Conjugation only, have in 


| the Participle paſt, beſides cheir own, the Form of the 


ſecond, and the third ; as, 
Hew, hewed, and bewn. 
Mow, mowed, and mowen. 


Load, loaded, and loaden. 


GHAMK x 
Of the Fourth Conjugation. 


fm that convey the Time paſt for the preſent, by 
the change both of Yowels and Con/onants, follow- 
ing the Terminations of the firſ# Cunjugation, end in d, 
OT 7. 
Pr. Stand. 
Pa. Stood. 
Such are theſe Words, 
Pr. Will, wilt, will. 
Pa. Would, wonldeſt, would. 
Fur. MWill, will. 
The Infinite Times are not uſed. 
Pr. Can, canſt, can. 
Pa. * Cold, or could. 


* Anold Engliſh word, 
F ur, Shall, lt 3 ſhall. 


for which now we 


Pa. Shoul commonly uſe ſhaT. 
. The other Twmes of either Verb are lacking. 

Pr. Hear. 
Pa. Heard. 
Pr. Sell. 
Pa. Sold. 

So tell, told. 

Ot che other ſort are theſe, and ſuch like ; 
Pr. Feel. 
Pa. Felt. 

So, creep, ſleep, weep, keep, ſweep, mean, 
Pr. each, 
Pa. Taught. 


To this Form belong, think, retch, ſeek, reach, catch, 
bring, work ; and buy and ewe, which make bought and 
oug bt. 

” Pr. Dare, dareſt, dare. 
Pa. Durſt, durſt, durſt. 
Pe. 4 mayſt, may. 
Pa Might, mug hteſt, might. 

Theſe ewo Verbs want the other Times. 

A general Exception from the former Conjugations. 
Certain Verb; have the Form of cicher Conjugation 3 as, 
Hang, hanged, and hung, 

So, cleave, ſhear, ſting, climb, catch, &c, 


CHAP. XXL 
Of Adverbs. 


Hus much ſhall ſuffice for the Etymology of Words 

that have Number, both in a Neown and a Verb: 
whereot the former is but ſhore and calie; the other 
longer, and wrapped with a great deal more difficulty. 
Let us now proceed to the Erymology of Words without 
Number. 

A Word without Number is that which without his 
principal Signiftication noteth not any Number. Where- 
of there be ewo kinds, an Adverb, and a Conjuntien. 

An Adverb is a Word without Number, that is joined 
to another Ward 3 as, 

Well-learned. 
He fighteth valiantly. 
He diſputeth wery tubtlely. 

So that an Adverh is as it were an Adjet;ve of Nowns, 
Verbs, yea, and Adverbs allo themſelves. 

Adverhbs are either of Quantity or Quality. Of Quantity > 


| as, Enough, too-much, altogether. 
S153 0 Adverts 
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Adwerbs of Quality be of divers forts : 

Firſt, Of Number 3 as, Once, twice, thrice. 

Secondly, Of Time 3 as, To day, yeſterday, then, 

By and by, ever, when. 

Thirdly, Of Place ; as, Here, there, where, yonder. 

Ld, In Affirmation, or Negation 3 as, 

I, yes, indeed, no, not, nay. 
Fifthly, In Wiſhing, Calling, and Exhorting : 
Wiſhing; as, O, if. 
Calling 3 as, Mo, Sirrah., 
Exhorting ; as, So, /o 3 there, there, 
Sixthly, In Similitude and Likenels ; as, 
$o, even (0, likewiſe, even as. 

To this place pertain all Adverb; of Quality whatſoe- 
ver, being formed from Nowns, for the moſt part, by ad- 
ding /y 3 as, 

Tuft, juſtly; True, truly 1 
Strong, ſtrongly; Name, namely. 

Here alſo Adje&ives, as well poſirrve as compared, ſtand 
for Adverbs : / 

When be leaſt thinketh, ſooneſt ſhall be fall. 

Interjettions, commonly ſo termed, are in right Ad- 
verbs, and therefore may juſtly lay title to this room. 
Such are theſe that follow, with their like ; as, 

Ah, alas, woe, fie, tuſh, ba, ha, be. 


CHAP. XXIL 
Of Conjuntl ions. 


A Cinjunttion is a Word without Number, knitting 
divers Speeches together ; and is declarmg, or rea- 
ſoning. Declaring, which uttereth the Parts of a Sen- 
rence: And that again is gathering, or ſeparating. Ga- 
thering, whereby the Parts are affirmed to be true toge- 
gether 3 which 1s coupling, or conditioning, Coupling, when 
the Parts are feverally affirmed ; as, 
And, alſo, neither, 
Conditioning, by which the Part following dependeth, 
as true, upon the Part going before; as, 
If, unleſs, except. 
A ſeparating Conjunttion is that whereby the Parts (as 
being not true together) are ſeparated ; and is 
Severing, 
or, 
Sundring. 
Severing, when the Parts are ſeparated only in a cer- 
tain reſpect or reaſon ; as, 
But, although, notwithſtanding. 
Sundring, when the Parts are ſeparated indeed, and 


f, a Note of Silence : Rr, that ſerveth to ſet | truly, fo as more than one cannot be true ; as, 


Dogs together by the Ears : Hrr, to chaſe away Birds. 
Prepoſitions are alſo a peculiar kind of Adwverbs,' and 
ought co be referred hither. Prepoſitions are ſeparable or 
inſeparable. 
Separable are for the moſt part of Time and Place ; as, 
Among, according, without, 
Afore, after, before, behind, 
Under, upon, beneath, over, 
Againſt, beſides, near. 


Inſeparable Prepoſitions are they which ſignifie nothing, | 
if they be not compounded with ſome other Word ; as, | 


Re, un, in Releaſe, unlearned. 


Either, whether, or. 
Reaſoning Conjunttions are thoſe which conclude one of 
the Parts by the other ; whereof ſome render a Reaſon 
and ſome do inter. ; ; 


Rendring are ſuch as yield the Cauſe of a Thing going 
before ; as, 
F " becauſe, 
erring, by which a Thing that cometh after, i 
ons by the former ; as, hs 7 
efore, wherefore, 
So that, inſomnch that. 
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CHAR KL 
Of Apottrophus. 


Parts thereof. Let us come to the conliderati- 
on of the Synrax. 
Syntax is the ſecond Part of Grammar, that 
The Latins teachetch the Conſtrution of Words ; where- 
HR unto ApoFtrophus, an affeftion of words coup- 
ve none. 1,4, and joyned together, doth belong. 
Apoſtrophas is the rejecting of a Vowel from the be- 
ginning, or ending of a Word. The note whereof, tho” 
it many times, through the negligence of Writers and 
Printers, is quite omicred, yet by righe ſhould, and of 
the learneder ſort hath his Sign and Mark, which is ſuch 
a Semi-circle (*) placed in the to 
In the end a Vowel may becaſt away, when the word 
next following beginnech with another : as 
Th outward Man decayeth : 
So ih inward Man getteth ſtrength. 
If utter ſuch words of pure love and friendſhip, 
What then may we look for, if y once begin to bate 
Gower lib. 1. de confefl. Amant. 
IF thou *rt of bis company, tell forth, my Son, 
It is time awake from ſleep. 


Vowels ſuffer alſo this Apoſtrophws before rhe Conlu- 
nant 6. 


\ S yet we have handled Etymology, and all the 


Chaucer in the 3. Book of Tro:lus. 


Far of Fortunes ſharp adverſity, 

The worſt kind of infortune 1s this : 
4 Man t' have been in proſperity, 
ind it to remember when it paſſed «. 

The firſt kind then is common with the Greeks ; but 
thac which followerh, is proper to us, which though it 
be not of any, that I know, eicher in Writing, or Print- 
ing, uſually exprels'd: Yet confidering that in our com- 
mon Speech, nothing is more familiar, (upon the which 
all Precepts are grounded, and to the which they ought 
to be reterred) who can juſtly blame me, if, as near as 
1 can, I tollow Nature's call. 

This r<jecting therefore, is both in Vowels and Con- 
ſonants going betore, . 

Gower, lib. 4. There is no Fire, there is no Spark, 

There w no Dore, which may chark. 


Who anſwered, that he was not privy to it, and in 
excuſe ſezm'd to be very toe diſplealed with the Mar: 
ter, that his Men of War had done i without his Com- 


CHAM 35 
Of the Syntax of one Noun with another. 


Imax appertaineth, both' to words of number, and 

without number, where the want, and ſuperfluity of 
any Part of Speech are ewo general and common Ex- 
ceptions. Of the former kind of Syntax is that of a 
Noun ; and Verb. 


The Symrax of a Noun, with a Noun, is in Number 
and Gender ; as 


Eſau could not obtain bis Fathers bleſſin , though he 
ſought it with Tears: OY 


Jelabel was s wicked woman, for ſhe flew the Lord's 
Prophets. 


An Idol 1s no God, for it s made with hands. 


In all theſe Examples you ſee Eſau, and be ; Fezabe! 
and ſhe ; Idol, and it, do agree in the ſingular aumber. 
The firſt Example alſo in ghe Maſculine Gender : the ſe- 


| cond in the Feminine : the third in the Neuter. And in 


this Conſtrution (as alſo throughout the whole Engliſh 
Syntax) order, and the placing of words is one ſpecial 
| thing to be obſerved. So that when a Subſtantive and 
an Adjettive, are immediately joined together, the Ad- 
jective mult go before ; as 


Plato ſhur Poets out of his Common-wealth, as effemi- 
nate }/1iters, unprofitable Members, and Ene- 
mies to Vertue. 


| When two Subſtantives come together, whereof one 
is the name of a Poſſe or, the other of a thing poſſeſſed, 
then hath the Name of a Poſſor the former Place, and 
that in the Genitive : 


All Man's righteouſneſs is like a defiled Cloth, 


Gower, lib. 1. 
An Owl flieth by night, 
Out of all other Birds figbr. 
But if the thing poſſe/#'d go before, then doth the Pre 
polition of come berween : 
[gnorance xs the Muther of Errour. 
Gower, lib. 


Ss that it proveth well therefore 
The ftrength of Man &« ſone lore. 


poſſeſſed, being in the Genitove, 


mandment or Con{ens. 


Which Prepolition may be coupled with the thing 


Norte. 
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Norrt. in Arſan. 
A road made into Scanderbech's Country by the Duke 
of Mytia's Men : for, the Men of the Duke of Mylia. 
Here the abſolute ſerveth ſometimes inſtead of a Ge- 
vive : 
All trouble «s light, which & endured for righteouſneſs 
ſakes 5. e. for theſake oft Righteouſneſs. 
Otherwiſe, two Subſtantives are joyned together by 
appoſition ; Sir Thomas More in King Richard's Story : 
George Duke of Clarence, was a Prince at all Pomts fortw 
nate. Where if both be the Names of Peoſſeſſors, the 
latter ſhall be in the Genitiwe. 
Fox # the 2 Volume of Ats and Monuments : 
King Henry the Eighth, married with the Lady Bar 
therine his Brother, Prince Arthur's, Wife. 
The general Exceptions : 
The Subſtantive is often lacking : Sir Thomas More» 

Semetime without ſmall things, greater cannot ſtand : 

1. e, Greater things, &c. 
The Verb is allo often wanting : 
Chaucer. For ſome Folk woll be won for Riches, 

And ſome Folk for Strokes, and ſome Folk for Gentle- 
neſs : Where, woll be won once exprels'd, ſerves 
tor the three Parts of the Sentence. 

Likewiſe the Adjefive : 

It x hard i proſperity to preſerve true Religion, true 

Godlineſs, and true Humility. 
Lidzate, lib. $. ſpeaking of Conſtantine, 

That whilome had the divination 

As chief Monarch, chief Prince, and chief Preſident 

Over all the World, from Eaſt to Occident. 

In Greek, Bur the more notable lack of the Adjettives 
and Latm jz in the want of the relative 3 


—__ In the things, which we leaſt miſtruſt, the 
beenbche greateſt danger doth often lurk, 

Hebrews Gower, lib. 2. 

notwith- For thy the wiſe-men ne demen 

_— The things after that their they ſemen. 


But, after that, which they know, and find. 

Pal. 118. 22, The fone, the builders refuſed: for, which 

the builders refuſed. 

And here, belides the common wanting of a Sub- 
ſtantive, whereof we ſpake before; there is another 
more ſpecial, and proper to the Abſolute, and the Ger 
mtv, 

Chancer in the 3. Book of Fame, 

Thu « the Mother of Tydings, 
Ar the Sea u Mother of Wells, and is Mother of Springs. 
Rebecca cloathed Jacob with Garments of bis Brothers, 

Superfluity allo of Nouns is much uſed : 

Sir Tho, More, whoſe death King Edward (although 
be commanded it) when he wiſt it was done, pitiouſly 
bewailed it, and ſorrowfully repented it. 


Ciaucer un bis Prologue to the Man of Law's tale, 


Such Law, as a Man yevetb another wight, 
He ſhould himſelf uſen it by right. 
Gower, lib. 1. Fur, whoſo woll another blame, 
He ſeeketh oft has own ſhame. 

Special Exceptions, and firlt of Number. Two Sin- 
gulars are put tor one Plural : 

All Authority, and Cuſtom of men, exalted againſt the 
word of God, muſt yicld themſelves Priſoners. 

Gower. In thine aſpett are all alich, 

The poor Man, and eke the rich. 

The ſecond Perſon plural is for reverence ſake to one 
ſingular thing : 

Gower, lib. 1. O good Father dear, 

Why make ye thi beavy chear. 

Where alſo after a Verb plural, the ſingular of the 
Noun is retained ; I know you are @ diſcreet, and faithful 
Man, and therefore am come to ask your advice. 

Exceptions of Genders. 

The Articles he, and it, are uſed in each others Gend:r. 


Sir Tho. More. The ſouth Wind ſometime ſwelleth of 
himſelt before a Tempeſt, 
Gower of the Earth. 
And for thy Men it delve, and ditch, 
Hnd earen it, with ſtrength of Plough : 
Where it hath of bimſelf enough, 
So that his need is lea#t. 
It, allo followeth for the Feminine : Gower, lib. 4. 
He ſwore it ſhould nougbt be let, 
That, if ſhe have a Daughter bore, 
That it ne ſhowld be forlore. 


CHAP. I 


Of the Syntax of @ Pronoun with a Noun, 


He Articles a, and the, are joined to: Subſtantives 
common, never to proper Names of Men : |Will;am 
Lambert 1n the Perambulation of Kent. 
'The cauſe only, and not the death maketh a Martyr. 

Yer, with a proper name uſed by a Metaphor, or bore 
rowed manner of Speech, both Articles may be coup- 
led : 

Who ſo gvoucheth the manifeſt and known truth, ought 
net therefore to be called a Goliab, that us @ Monſter, 
an4 impudent fellow, as be was. 

Jewel agamſt Harding. 

You have adventured your ſelf to be the noble David 
to conquer this Giant, 

Norrt. in Arſan. And if ever it were neceſſary, new it «, 
when many an Athanaſius, many an Atticus, many a 
noble Prince, and godly Perſonage lyath proſtrate at your 
Feet fpr ſuccour, 

Wherezthis Metapber is expounded. So, when the 
proper Name is uſed to note ones Parentage, whick kind 
of Nouns the Grammarians call Patronymicks : Nort, in 
Gabriel's Oration to Scanderbech. 

For you know well enough the wiles of the Ottomans. 
Perkin Warbeck, a ſtranger born, feigned bimſelf tobe 
a Plantaginet, 
When a Subltantive, and an Adje&ive are joined 
together, theſe Articles are put before the Adjetive : 
A good Conſcience is a continual Feaſt. 
Gower, lib. 1, For falſe ſemblant bath evermore 
Of bu counſell in Company, 
he dark wnitrue Hypecrife, 

Which Conſtruction in the Article, 4, notwithſtand- 
ing lome Adjectives will not admia : 

Sir Tho, More, Such a _ « ambition, and deſire of 


Vain- 
Chaucer. Under a Shepherd falſe, and negligent, 
The Wolf bath many a Sheep, and Lamb to rent. 


Moreover, both theſe Articles are joined to any 

Caſes of the Latins, the Vocative only excepted ; as 
A Map ſaith. The Hrength of a Man. 
IT ſent toa Man. I burt a Mas. 
I was ſued by a Man. 

Likewiſe, the Apoſtle reſtifieth : The zeal of the Apoſtle ; 
Give ear to the Apoſtle : Follow the Apoſtle : Depart not from 
the Apoſtle. 

So that in theſe two Pronouns, the whole ConſtruRi- 
on almoſt of the Latins is contained. The, agreeth to 
any Number: A, only to the Singular, fave when it is 
joyned with thoſe Adjeftives, which do of neceflity re- 
quire a Plural : 

The Conſcience # a thoaſaud Witneſſes. 

Lidgate, lib. 1. 

Though for a ſeaſon they ſit im high Chears, 
Their Fame ſhall fade within a few years. 

A, goeth before Words beginning with Conſo- 
nants; and before all Vowels, ( Diphthongs, whoſe 
firſt Letter is yz. or w. excepted) it is turn'd into 
An : 


Sir 
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$ir Tho. More: 
For Men muſe to write an evil turn in marble Stone ; but 
a good turn they write in the Duſt, 
Gower, lib. 1. 
For all (hall dye ; and all ſhall jaſs 
As well a Lyon, as an Aſs. 
So may it be alſo before 5. 
Sir Tho. More. What miſchief worketh the proud enter- 
ize of an bigh Heart ? 
A, hath alſo the force of governing before a Noun : 
$:r Tho. More: 
And the Proteflor had layd to ber for manner ſake, that 
ſhe was a Council with the Lord Haſtings to de- 


ftroy bim. 
Chaucer, 2. Book of Troilas : 
fnd on hu way faſt bomeward he ſped, 
And Troylus he found alone in Bed. 


Likewiſe, before the Participle preſent, 4, 4» have the 
force of a Gerund,. 
Nort. in Arfan. 
But there w ſome great tempeſt a brewing towards us. 
Lidgate, lib. 9. 
The King was ſlain, and ye did aſſent, 
In s Forreſt an hunting, als that he went. 
The Article, The, joined with the Adjective of a 
Noun proper may follow after the Subſtantive : 
Chaucer. —— Their Chaunticleer the fair 
Was wont, and eke bis Wives to repair. 
Otherwiſe it varieth from the common Rule. Again, 
this Article by a Synecdoche doth reſtrain a general, and 
common Name to ſome certain and ſpecial one : 
Gower in his Prologue : 
The Apoſtle writeth unto we all, 
And [aith, that wpon ws # fall 
Th' end of the World: for Paul. 
So by the Philoſopher, Ariſtotle. By the Poet, among 
the Grecians, Homer : with the Latins, Virgil, is under- 


ſtood. 
This, and that, being Demonſtratives 3 and what, the 
Interrogative, are taken for Subſtantives : 
Sir Fobn Cheek, in his (_ ” the rok PW 
Ne riſe for Religion : What Religion taught you that 
MM... in the Reves Tale : 
nd this « w yy a1] you tell, 
Aſcham, in his Diſcourſe of the Aﬀairs of 
'A wonderful folly in a great Man himſelf, and ſome piece of 
miſery in @ whole Common wealth, where Fools chiefly, and 
Flattererr, may ſpeak freely what they will ; and Men 
ſhall commonty be ſhent, if they ſpeak what they ſhould, 
What, allo for an Adverb oft Partition : 
Lambert. But now, in our Memory, what by 
In th' other decay of the Haven, and what by overthrow o 
Tongues,quid, Religions Houſe, and loſs of Galice, it is browght 


% _= "we in a manner to miſerable nakedne(s and decay. 
of ray nar Chaucer, 3. Book of Treilus : 
nv ve, Then wot I well, ſhe might never fail 
of a Relative, For to been holpen, OG Inſt ance ? 
What at your other Friends Governance. 


That, is uſed for a Relative : 

Sir fobn Cheek. Sedition is an Apoſteam, which, when 
it breaketh imwardly, puttech the State in great danger of 
Recovery; and corrupteth the whole Common-wealth, with 
the rotten fury, that it bath patrefied with. For, with which. 

- They, ind thoſe, are ſometimes taken, as it were, for 
Articles : 

Fox, 2. Volume of As, &c. 

That no kind of diſquietneſs ſhould be procured againſt 
them of Bern and Zarick. 

Gower, lib. 2. 

My Brother hath us all ſold 
To thein of Rome.—— 

The Pronoun, Theſe, hath a rare uſe being taken for an 
Adje&ive of ſimilitude : Ir #, neither tbe part of an honeſt 
Man to tell theſe Tales : nor of & wiſe Manto receive them. 


_——— 


Lidgate,lib. 5. Lo, how theſe Princes proud, and retchleſs, 
Have ſrameful ends, which cannot live mm peace. 

Him, and Them, be uſed reciprocally for the Com- 
pounds, himſelf, themſelves : 

Fox. Thr Garriſcn deſired, that they might depart with 

Bag and Baggage. 
Chaucer in the Squires tale : 
So deep in Grain be dyed his Colours, 
Right as a Serpent bideth him under Flowtrs. 

His, their, and theirs, have alſo a ſtrange uſe ; that is 
to lay, being Poſſeſſives, they ſerve in ſtead of Primi- 
rives : 

Chaucer : And ſhurtly (o far forth this thing went, 

: That my will, was his wills Inſtrument. 

Which in Latin were a Soleciſm 3 for there we ſhould 
not ſay, ſue volumtatis, but woluntatis ipfeus. 

Pronouns have not the Articles @, and rhe, going before 
the Relatives, which, ſelf, and ſame, only excepted : 
The ſame lewd cancred Carle, prattiſeth nothing, but how 
be may overcome, and oppreſs the Faith of Christ, for the 
which, you, as yow know, have determined to labuur and 
travel cnnnelh 

The Poſſeſſives, My, thy, our, your, and their, go before 
words : as, my Land : thy Goods, and o in the reſt - 
Mine, thine, ours, yours, bers, and theirs, follow, as ic 
were, in the Genitive Cale : as theſe Lands are mine, 
thine, &c. 

Hw, doth indifferently go before, or follow after : as 
his Howſe.u 4 fair one ; and, this Hoſe his. 


CHAP. IV, 
Of the Syntax of Adjectives. 


oo ng of Quality are coupled with Proneuns Ac- 
cuſative Cafes : 

Chaucer. And he was wiſe, bardy, ſecret, and rich, 

Of theſe three Points, was none bim [yeb. 

Certain AdjeRives include a Partition : From the Head 
doth Life and Motion flow to the reſÞ of the Members, 

The Comparative agreeth to the Parts 
compared, by adding this Prepoſition, than : ow _ 


| adi an Ablativez their Superlative a Genitive plural. The 
y, both Comparative, and Superlative hath a Genirive 3 but in 


, | neicher Tongue is a Sign going berween, 


Chaucer, 3, Book of Fame, 
What did thit Xolus, but be 
Took out bir black trump of Braſs, 
That blacker than the Divel wat. 
The Superlative is joyned to the Parts compared by 
this Prepofition, of : 
Gower, lib. 1, Pride « of every miſt the prick: 
Pride « the worſt vice of all wick. 
Jewel. The Friendſhip of truth s beſt of all. 
Oftentimes both Degrees are expreſſed by theſe rwo 
Adverbs, more, and moſt : as more excellent, mo#t excellent. 
Whereof che latter ſeemeth to have his proper Place in 
thoſe that are ſpoken in a certain kind of excellency, 
but yet without Compariſon : Hetor was s moſt valiant 
Man ; that is, inter fortiſſimos. | 
Furthermore, theſe Adverbs, more, and mof, are added 
to the Comparative, and Superlative Degre:s themſelves, 
which ſhould be betore the Poſitive. 


Sir Tho. More, Foraſmach as ſhe ſaw the Cardinal more 
reader to depart then the Remnant ;, For, not only the 
bigh dignity of the Ciuil Magiſtrate, bug the moſt baſefl 
Handicrafts are holy, when they are diretted to the Hi- 
nour of God. 

And, this is a certain kind of Eng/iſh Atticiſm, or 
eloquent Phraſe of Speech, imitating the manner of the 
molt ancienceſt, and fineſt Grecians, — more em- 
phaſir, and vehzmencics fake uſed fato ſpeak. 


Popti we; 
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Poſitives are allo joined with the Prepolition, of, like 
the Superlative : 
Elias was the only Man of all the Prophets | 
that was left alrve. , 
Gower, lib. 4. The fo ſt point of ſlowth I ca 
Lacheſs, and is the chief of all. | 


CHAP. V. 
Of the Syntax of a Verb with a Noun. 


Itherto we have declared the Syntax of a Nown : 
The Symax of a Verb tolloweth, being either ot a | 
Verb with a Nown ; or, of one Verb with another. 

The Syntax of a Verb with a Noun is in Number and 

Perſon ;, as 
I am content. Tia are miſ inform d. 

Chaucer 2. Book of Fame. 

For, ai Flame u but lighted Smoke 
Right ſo # ſound ayr ybroke. 

I my ſelf, and your ſelves, agree unto the firſt Perſon : 
Yow, thou, it, thy ſelf, your ſelves, to the ſecond : All 
other Nouns and Pronouns (that are of any Perſon) to 
the third : Again, I, we, thou, he, ſhe, they, who, do 
ever govern: unleſs it b2 in the Verb, am, that requireth 
the like Caſe after it, as is before it, Me, mw, the, ber, 
them, bim, whom, are govern'd of the Verb, The reſt, 
which are Abſolucc, may either govern, or be go- 
verncd. 

A Verb imperſonal in Latin is here expreſſed by an Eng- 
liſh imperſonal, with this Article, it, going before : as 
oporter, it behoveth : decet, it becomech. General Ex- 
Ceprions : 

The Perſon governing is oft underſtood by that went 
before : True Religion glorifieth them that honour it ; and « 
a Target unto them that are a Buckler unto it. 


Chaucer. Womens Counſels broug bt us firſt to woe, 
And made Adam from Paradiſe to go. 


Bur this is more notable, and alſo more common in 
the future ; wherein for the moſt Part we never expreſs 
any Perſon, not ſo maxh as ac the ficlt : 

Fear God, Honour the: King. 

Likewiſe the Yerb is underſtood by ſome other going 
before : 

Norte. in Arſan. 

When the danger is moſt great, natural ſtrength 
moſt feeble, and divine aid moſt needfu). 

Certain Pronouns, governed of the Verb, do here as 
bound. Sir Thomas More. And this, 1 ſay, although they 
were nct abuſed, as now they be, and ſo long bave been, 
that I fear me ever they will be. 

Chaucer, 3. Book of Fame : 

And as I wondred me, ywis 
Upon thu Howſe. 


Idem in Thishe : 
one. rilt her up with a full dreary Heart : 
ind iu Cave with dreadful fate ſhe ſtart. 


Special Exceptions. 
Nouns fignitying a multitude, though they be of the 
Singular Number, require a Verb plural. 
Lidgate, lib. 2. And wiſe Men rebearſen in ſentence 
Where Folk be drunken, there is no reſiſtance. 
This exception is in other Nouns alſo very common ; 
eſpecially when the Verb is joined to an Adverb or Con- 
junRion : It is prepoſterous ro execute a Man, before he have 
been conlenneÞ 
Gower, lib. 1. 
Alth,ugh a Man be wiſe himſeloe, 
Yet us ihe wiſdem more of twelve. 
Naucer : 
Therefore I read you this counſel take, 
Fer/akte Sin, ere Sin you forſake. 


In this Exception of Number, the Verb ſometime a- 
greeth not with the governing Koun of the plural num: 
ber, as it ſhould, bur with the Noun governed : as, 
Riches 1s @ thing oft-times more hurtful, than prefitable to 


the Owners, Atcer which manner the Latins allo ſpeak: 
omnia pontus erat. The other ſpecial * Exception is 
not in ule, 


* Which notwichſtanding the Hebrews uſe very ſtrangely, Kiudllain 
taxubu uboxna, Job 19, 10, All they return ye and come iow. 


CHAP. VL 
Of rhe Syntax of a Verb, with s Verb. 


Wn ewo Verbs meet together, whereof ane is go- 
verned by the other, the latter is put in the In- 
fiaite, and that with this Sign ro, coming between ; as 
Good Men ought to joyn together im good things, 

But, will, do, may, can, ſhall, dare, (when it is in 
Tranlitive) muſt and let, when it ſignitieth a ſufferance, 
receive not the Sign : 

Gower, To God no Man may be fellow. 

This Sign ſet before an Infinite, not govern'd of a 
Verb, changeth it inco the Nature of a Noun. 

Nort. in Arſan. To win « the benefit of Fortune : but to 

keep us the power of Wiſdom. 

General Exceptions. 

The Verb grrerning is underſtood : Nort. in Ar/en. 
For if the Head, which us the Life, and ftay of the Body, be- 
tray the Members, muſt mot the Members alſo needs ' 
one another ; and ſo the whole Body and Head go altogether to 
witer wreck and deſtruttion ? 

The other general Exception is * wanting, 


* So in the Greek and Latin, but in Hebrew this Exception is of- 
ten Eſai. 6. 9. which Hebraiſm the New Teſtament is wont to rerain 
by rurning the Hebrew infinite, either into a verbah, & x07 dxhvrw% 
Matth, 13. 14, Or a Participle. idvy &dby. AP. 5. 34. 


The Special Exception. Two Verbs, have, and am, 
require always a Participle od without any Sign : as, [ 
am pleaſed. Thou art bated. Save when they import a 
neceflity or convenigncy of doing any thing : In which 
caſe they are very * eloquently joined to 
the Infimre, the Sign coming between : By * A Ptyaſe 


the example of Herod, all Princes are ro take Proper unto 
beed bow they groe ear to Flatterers. —_ -*- 


-— "gray tn have the former. Job 20. 23. When be is to fl bus 
Beily. 


Lidgate, lib. r. 


Truth, and falſneſs in what they have done, 
May no thhile aſſemble in one Perſon. 

And here thoſe Times, which in Erymology we remem- 
bred to be wanting, are ſet forth by the Symax of 
Verbs joined together. The Symiax of imperfet Times 
in this manner ; 

The Preſents by the Infinize, and the Verb, may, or 
can; as for Amem Amarem; I may love, I might love. 
And again; I can love, I could love. 

The futures are declared by the infinite, and the Verb, 
ſhall, or will : as Amabo : I ſhall, or, will love. 

Amavero addeth thereunto, have, raking the Nature 
of ewo divers Times ; that is, of the future, and the Time 


paſt. 
I ſhall have lwved : or, 
I will have loved. 
The perfe# Times are expreſied by the Verb, beve ; as, 
Ama, Amaveram. 
I have loved, I had loved. 
Amaverim, and Amaviſſem add might unto the former 
Verb : as, 
I might bave loved. 


The 
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» The infinite paſt, is alſo made by adding, have ; as, 
Amaviſſe, to have loved. 

Verbs Paſſive are made of the Participle paſt, and am, 
the Verb : Amor, and Amabar, by the only putting to of 
the Verb 3 as, 

Amor, 1 am loved. 
Amabar, I was loved. 

Amer, and Amarer, have it governed of the Verb 
may, Or can; as, 

Amer, I may be loved : or, I can be loved. 
Amarer, I might be loved; or, 1 could be loved. 
In Amabor, it is governed of ſhall, or, will ; as, 
I ſhall, or, will be loved. 


CHAP. VIL 
Of the Syntax of Adverds. 


T7 therefore is the Syntax of words, having Num- 
. ber, there remaineth chat of words withouw: Num- 
ber, which ſtandeth in Adwerbs or Conjunttions. Adwverbs 
are taken one for the other ; that is to ſay, Adverbs of 
likeneſs, for Adverbs of Time. As be ſpake thoſe words, 
be gave up the Ghoſt. 

Gower, lib. 1. 


Anone, as he was meek, and tame, 
He found towards his God the ſame. 


The like is to be ſeen in Adverbs of Time, and Places 
uſed in each others ſtead, as among the Latins, and the 
Grectans. 

Nort. in Arſan. 

Let ms not be aſhamed to follow the Counſel and Ex- 
ample of our Enemies, where it may do ms good. 
Adverbs ſtand inſtead of Relatives : 


Lidgate, lib. r. 


And lutle worth « fairneſs in certain 
In a Perſon, where no Vertue is ſeen. 


Nort. to the Northern Rebels. 
Few Women ftorm againſt the marriage of Prieſts, 
but ſuch as have been Prieſts Harlots, or fain 
would be. 


Chaucer in his Ballad. 


But great God diſpoſeth, 

And maketh caſual by bis Providence 

Such things as frail Man purpoſeth. For, thoſe 
things, which. 

Certain Adverbs in the Syntax of a Subſtantive, and 
an Adje&ive meeting together, cauſe, «, the Article, 
to follow the Adjective. 

Sir John Cheek: O ! with what ſpite was ſundred ſo No- 

ble a Body,. from ſo Godly a Mind. 

Jewell. UI 7s 100 light a labour to trive for Names. 


Chaucer. Thou art at eale, and bold thee well therem. 
As great a praiſe is to keep well, as win. 


Adje&ioes * compared, when they are uſed Adverbially, 
may have the Article the going betore. 


* The Greek Article is ſet before the Poſitive alſo : Thevcrit. ud. 
y- 77) Wir 79 nghgs pron 


Jewell. The more inlarged is your liberty, the leſs cauſe 
bave you to complain. 

Adverbs are wanting. Sir Tho. More. And bow far 
be they off that would belp, as God ſend grace, they hurt 
not 3 for, that they burt net. 

Oftentimes they are uſed without any neceſlity, for 
greater vehemency ſake ; as, Thenratterward, again, 


Once more. 
Gower. He ſaw alſo the Bowes ſpread 
Above all Earth, m which were 


The kind of all Birds there. 


Prepoſitions are joined with the * Acculative Caſes of 
Pronouns : 


* In Greet, and in Latin, they are coupled ; ſome, wich one oh- 
lick Caſe ; ſome with another. _ y 


Sir Thomas More. I exhort, and require you, for the love 
that you have born to me ; and, for the love that [ 
have born to you ; and tor the love, that onr Lord 
beareth to ws all. 


Gower, lib. 12 Fr Lucifer, with them that fell, 
Bare Pride with him into Hell, 


They may alſo be coupled with the Poſu/ives : Mine, 
thine, ours, yours, hu, bers, theirs. Nort. to the Rebels. 
Think you, Majeſty, and the wiſeſt of the Realm, have 
no care ef their cwn Souls, that have charge both of their 
own, and yours ? 

Theſe * Prepoſitions follow ſometimes the * The tie- 
Nouns they are coupled with : God bath made #ews (er 
Princes their Subjetts Guides, to direft them in + oe. 
the way, which they bave to walk m. : 

But, ward or wards; and, toward, or, towards, have 
the ſame Syntax, that wer/ms, and adverſns, have with the 
Lats : that is, the latter coming after the Noun, which 
it governeth, and the other contrarily : Nore. in Paul 
Angel's Oration to Scanderbech. For, his Heart being un- 
clean to God-ward, and ſpiteful towards Men, doth always 
imagine miſchief. 


Lidgate, lib. 7. 


And ſouth-ward runneth to Caucaſus, 
And folk of Scythy, that been laborious, 


Now, as before in two Articles, «, and tbe, the whole 
conſtruction of the Latins, was contain'd : fo their 
whole rection is by Prepoſitions near-hand declared : 
where the Prepoſitzon of, hath the force of che Genitive 3 
to, of the Dative; from, of, in, by, and ſuch like of the 
Ablative : as, the praiſe of God. Be thankful to God. Take 
the Cock ot the Hoop. I was ſaved from you, by you, in 
your Houſe. 

Prepoſitions matched with the * Participle * The like 
preſent, ſupply the place of Gerunds : as, In nature in 


loving, of low: by lovin ith lovins, Greek, and 
*——_— ng, by g, wit '', 
from loving, &c. ore Als 


matched with the infinite, as 3s Td dzamzy, 
Prepoſitions do alſo govern * Adverbs. 


* This in Hebrew 1s very common: from mw, that is, from this time 
whence proceed thoſe Hebraiſms in the New Teſtament ; &=3 Tims 
«70 Tv Yor, Oc. " 


Lidgate, lib. 9. Sent from above, as (he did wunder- 
and 


General Exceptions : Divers Prepeſfitions are very of- 
ten wanting, whereof ir ſhall be ſufficient to give a taſte 
in thoſe, that above the reſt, are moſt worthy to be 
nored. 

Of, in an AdjeRtive of Partition : 

Lidgate, lib. 5. 

His Lieges eche one being Of one aſſent 
To live, and dye with him in bs intent. 

The Prepoſition, touching, concerning, or ſome ſuch 
like doth often want, after the manner of the Hebrew 
Lamed : 


Gower. The privities of Mans Heart 
They [peaken, and ſound in bis Ear, 
As though they loud Winds were. 
Riches, and Inheritance, they be given by God's Providence, 
to whom of bs Wiſdom be thinketh good : For, touching 
Riches and Inheritance; or ſome fuch like Prepo- 
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d 7 is ſomewhat ſtrangely lacking : 


Nort. in Arſan. | 
Unwiſe are they, that end their Matters with, Had I wiſt. 


Lidgate, lib. 1. For, ne were not this prudent Ordinance, 
Some, to obey, and above to gye 
Deſtroyed were all worldly Policy. 


The ſuperfluity of Prepoſitions is more rare : Jewel 
The whole Univerſity, and City of Oxford. 


Gower. So that my Lord touchend of this, 
I bave an{[wered, how, that it s. 


CHAP. VIIL 
Of the Syntax of Conjunctions. 


He Syntax of Conjunttions is in order only ; Meither, 

and, either, are placed in the beginning of Words: 

Nur, and or, coming after. Sir Thomas More : He can be 

1 Santtuary-man, that hath neither diſcretion to deſire it, 
nor malice to deſerve it. 

Sir John Cheeks, Either by ambition you ſeck Lord!i 
we/r, much unfit for you ; or by covetou/neſs, ye be unſatiable, 
a thing /tk.ly enough in you : or elſe by folly, ye be not con- 
tent with y.ur Efate, a Fancy to be plucks out of you. 

Lidgate, lib. 2. Wrmg, clyming up of ſtates and degrees, 

Licher by murder, or by falſe Treaſons 
Athith a fall, for their final guerdons. 

Her, for nor in the latrer Member, »e is ſometime 
uſed : Lambert. But the Archbiſhop ſet himſelf agam#t it, 
affi 1.ing plainly, that be neither could, ne would ſuffer 
{0 

The like Syntax is alſo to be marked in ſo, and as, 
uſed compa: atively : for, when the compariſon is in quan- 
ty, then /» goeth before, and as followeth. Aſcham. 
He bateth him{elf, and haſteth his own hurt, that u content 
to bear none 1o gladly, as either a Fool or a Flatterer. 


Gower, lib. 1. Men wiſt in thilk time none 
So fair a wight, as ſhe was one. 


Sometime for /o, as cometh in. 


Chaucer, lib. 5. Troil. 
And ſaid, I am, albeit to you no joy, 
As gentle a Man, as any wight in Troy. 

But if the Compariſon be in quality, then it is contrary : 
Gower 3 
For, as the Fiſh; if it be dry 
Mute in default of Water dye : 


Right fo, without Air, or live, 
No Man, ne Beaſt, wight thrive. 


And, in the beginning of a ſentence, ſerveth in- 
ſtead of an Admiration: And, what & notable Sign of pa- 
tience was it in Job, nit t» murmur ageinſt the Lord ! 


Chaucer, 3. Book of Fame. 
What, quoth ſhe, and be ye Wood ! 
And, wene ye for to do good, 
And, fer to bave of that na Fame ! 


Conjunf1ons of divers ſorts are taken one for another : 
a5, But, a ſevering Conjuntticn, for a conditioning : 
Chaucer in the Man of Law's tale. 
Bur it were with the ilk eyen of his Mind, 
With which Men ſeen” after they been blind. 


S;r Thomas More. IWhich neither can they bave, but you 
give it : neither can you give it, if ye agree not. 

The ſelf-iame Symrax is in 4nd, the coupling Comjuntti- 
ez 3 The Lord Berners in the Preface to his Iranflation 
of Freiſars : What knowledge ſhould we bave of ancient 
thives paſt, and H:ffory were not. 

Sr John Cheek. YT have wax:d greedy now upon Cities, 
and bave attempted mighty ſpoils to glut up, and you could, 


gour weſting bunger. 


_ On the other ſide, for, a Cauſe-renderer, hath ſome» 
time the force of a ſevering one. 
Lidgate, lib. 3. But it may fa! a Drewry in bu right, 
To ontrage a Giant for all bu great might. 


Here the two general Exceptions are termed, A/ynde- 
ton, and Poly/yndetomn. Aſyndeton, when th: Conjunttion 
wanteth : The Univerſities of Chriſtendom are the Eyes, 
= as the Leaven, the Salt, the ſeaſoning of the 

rid. 


Gower. To whom her Heart cannot heal, 


Turn it to woe, twn it to weal. 


Here the ſundrins Conjuntion, or, is lacking ; and in 
the former Example, and, the coupler. 
Poly/yndeton is in doubling the Conjun#ion more than it 
need to be: 
Gower, lib. 4. $», whether that he frieze, or ſweat, 
Or *tte be m, or *tte be ont, 
He will be idle all about. 4 


CHAP. I 
Of the Diſtinftion of Sentences. 


7 he the Parts of Syntax have already been decla. 
red. There reſtech one general Aﬀection of the 
whole, diſperſed thorow every Member thereof, as the 
Blood is thorow the Body ; and conliſteth in the 
breathing, when we pronounce any Sentence, For, 
whercas our breath is by nature fo ſhort, that we can- 
not continue without a ſtay to ſpeak long together; it 
was thought neceſſary, as well for the Speakers caſe, as 
tor the plainer deliverance of the things ſpoken, to in- 
vent this means, whereby Men pauling a pretty while, 
od whole Speech might never the worle be under- 
Theſe Diſtin&ions are, cicher of a perfe#, or imperfe&# 
Sentence. The diſtin&ions of an imperfet Sentence 
are two, a Comma, and a Semicolon, 

| A Comma is a mean breathing, when the word ſerveth 
indifferently, both to the parts of the Sentence going 
before, and tollowing atter, and is marked thus (,). 

A Semitolen is a diſtintion of an imperfett Sentence, 
wherein! with ſomewhat a longer Breath, the Sentence 
following is included ; and is noted thus (;). 

Hither pertaineth a *Parentbefs, wherein two Comma's 
include a Sentence : 


* The Hebrews have no peculiar Note to diſcern this Parentheſis by, 
nor the Interrogation, and Admiration following. 


Jewell. Certain falſhoods (by mean of good utterance) 
Py ſometime more likely-bood of truth, them Truth it 

elf, 

Gower, lib. 1. Div;/fion, (the Goſpel ſaith) 

One Houſe upon another laith. 

Chaucer, 3. Book of Fame. 

For time, yloſt (this know ye) 
Ky no way may recovered be. 

Theſe imperfe& diſtin&tions in the Syxtax of a Sub- 
ſtantive, and an Adjective give the former place to 
the Subſtantive : Aſcham. Thus the poor Gentleman ſuffe- 
red Grief ; great for the pain; but greater for the ſpite. 


Gower, lib. 2, Speaking of the envious Perſon : 
Though he a Man ſee Vertuons, 
And full of good Condition, 
Thereof maketh he no menticn. 


The DiſtinRion of a perfed? Sentence hath a more full 
ſtay, and doth reſt the Spirit, which is a Paw/e or a Pried. 

A Pauſe is a Diſtinction of a Sentence, though perfect 
in it felt, yet joined to another, being marked with ewo 
Pricks. (:) 


A 
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A Period is the Diſtin&tion of a Sentence, in all re- 
ſpe&s perfe#, and is marked with one full Prick, over 
againſt che lower of” the laſt Lezrer, thus (.) : 

If a Seatcnce be with an Interrogation, we Uſe this 
Note (!) 

Sir John Cheekgs, 1/b6 can perſwade, where Treaſon u 
above Reaſon ; and Might ruleth Right ; and it is bad for 
Lawful, whatſoever w Luſtful ; be. ommotioners are bet- 
ter than Commiſſioners ;, and common Woe us named Common- 
wealth ? 


Chaucer, 2. Book of Fame. 
Loe, us it not a great miſchance, 
Tolet a Fool bave governance 


Of things, that be canngt demain ? 


Lidgate, lib. r. 
For, if Wives be found variable, 
Where ſhall Huzbands find other ſtable? 


If it be pronounced with an Admiratien, then 


thus (:) Sir Tho. More. "_s 
O Lord God, the blindneſs of our mortal Nature ! 


Cleer, 1. Baok of Fame. 


bas | what barm doth apparence, 
1s When it & falſe ts exiſtence ! 


Theſe Diſtin&ions, _as they beſt agtee with Na- 
ture 3 ſo come they neareſt to the ancient ſtays of Sen- 
tences among the Romans, and the Grecians. An Ex- 
ample of all four co make the Matter plain, let us 
take, out of that excellent Oration of Sir Fobn Cheeke , 
againſt the Rebels, whereof before we have made fo 
otren mention : When common Order of the Law can 
take no place in unruly and diſobedient Subjetts ; and all 
Men will of wilfulneſs refiſ® with rage, and think their 
own vidlence, to be the beſt: Fuſtice : then be wiſe Magi 
ffrates "tompelled by Neceſſity, to ſeek an extreme om. « 
where mean Salves belp not, (and bring in the Martial Law, 
where none other Law ſerveth. 
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TIMBER: 
DISCOVERIES. 


MADE UPON 


Men and Matter : 


As they have flow'd out of his daily Readings ; or had their Reflux to 
his Peculiar Notion of the Times. 


By Ben. Jonnso x. 


Tecum habita, ut noris quam fit tibi curta ſupellex. 
; Perl. Sat. 4. 


Dd I LT A 


Erum, & ſententiarum, quaſi "Y»n difta 4 multiplici materia, & varietate, in iis con- 

tenta, (uemadmodum enim vulgd ſolemus infinitam arborum naſcentium indiſcriminatim 

multitudmem Sylvam dicere : Ita etiam libros ſuos in quibus varie, & diverſ& materia opuſcula 
temere congeſta erant, Sylvas appellabant Antiqui : Timber-trees, 


EXPLO- 


: 
: 
- 


mM 
la 


Fortina, 


Caſs. 


Confilia, 


477 Patric. 


EXPLORAT A: 


O 


R, 


DISCOVERIES. 


Ll Fortune never cruſhe that Man, whom 
Fortune deceived not. I there- 
ore have counſelled my Friends, ne- 
ver to truſt to her fairer hde, though 
ſhe ſeem'd to make peace with them: Bur co 
place all things ſhe gave them fo,as ſhe mighe 
ask them again without their trouble ; ſhe 
might take them from them, not pull them : 
to keep always a diſtance between her, and 
themſelves. He knows not his own ſtrength, 
that hath not mer Adverſity. Heaven pre- 
res good Men with croſſes; but no ill can 
ppen to a goed Man. Contraries are not 
mixed, Yet, that which ha to any 
Man, may to every Man. Burt it is in 
his reaſon what he accounts it, and will 
make it. a 

Change into extremity is very uent, 
_ As when a Begpgar ſaddenly 
grows rich, he commonly becomes a Prodi- 
gal; for to obſcure his former obſcurity, he 
puts on riot and exceſs. 

No Man is fo fooliſh, but may gire another 
good counſel ſometimes ; and no Man is ſo 
wiſe, but may eaſily err, if he will take no 
others counſel, but his own. But very few 
Men are wiſe by their own counſel ; or 
learned by their own teaching. For he 
that was only taught by himſelf, had a fool 
to his Maſter. 

A Fame that is wounded to the World, 
would be better cured by anothers Apology, 
than its own: For few can apply Medicines 
well themſelves. Beſides, the 
once bared, both his goed, and his evil deeds 
opprels him. He is not eaſily emergent. 

great Affairs it is a work of difficulty 
to pleaſe all. And oft-times we loſe che 
occaſion of carrying a buſineſs well, and 
choroughly, by our too much haſte. For 
Paſfiows are ſpiritual Rebels, and raiſe ſedition 
againſt the underſtanding. 

There is a _— all Men ſhould love 
their Country : He that profeſſerh the con- 
trary, may be delighted with his words, but 
his heart is there. 

Natures that are hardned to evil, you ſhall 
fooner break, than make ſtraight ; they are 
like Poles that are crooked, and dry : there 
is no attempting them, 

We praiſe the things we hear, with much 
more willingne(s,than thoſe we fee : becauſe 
we envy the preſent, and reverence the paſt; 


an that is 


: 


never arriving at the underſtanding, there 
to obtain the tinRure of Reaſon. We la- 
bour wich it more than Truth. There is 
much more holds us, than prefleth us. An :I! 
tad is one thing, an ill tortune is another : 
Yet both often times ſway us alike, by the 
error of our thinking. 


Many Men believe not themſelves, what IMfura. 


they would perſwade others; aid lefs do 
the things, which they would impoſe on 
others : but leaſt of all, know what they 
themſelves moſt confidently boaſt. Only 
they ſer the ſign of the Croſs over their 
outer Doors, and ſacrifice to their Gut, and 
their Groin in their inner Cloſees. 


What a deal of cold buſinefs doth a Man 74#wa rite. 


miſ-ſpend the better part of lite in ! in ſcar- 
tering Complements, tendring Viſas, gathering 
and venting News , following Fea//s and 
Plays, making a little winter-love in a dark 
corner. 


propria perſpicacie, qud ſibi videtur, cum pancis 
m Ecclefid digmatibus, errores quoſdam animad- 
wvertiſſe., de ſtatu ments deturbavit : unde [a- 
cr0 furore percitus, pbrentice pugnat contra Ma- 
giftratns, ſic rats obedientiam praſtare Dec. 


Puritanus Hypocrita e& Hereticus, quem opinio Hiperits, 


Learning needs reft : Sovereignty gives it. tua auxilia. 


Sovereignty needs counſel : Learning affords 
ie. There is ſuch a Confociation of Offi- 
ces, berween the Prince, and whom his fa- 
vour breeds, that they may help to ſuſtaia 
his Power, as he their Knowledge. Ir is 
the greateſt part of his Liberality, his Fa- 
your :; And trom whom doth he hear diſci- 
pline more willingly, or the Arts diſcours'd 
more gladly, than from thoſe, whom his 
own bounty, and benefies have made able 
and faichful ? 


In being able to counſel others, a Man Crznt- an 


muſt be furniſh'd with an univerſal Rtore in **-+ 


himſelf , to the knowledge of all Nature : 
That is the matter, and ſced-plot ; "There are 
the feats of all Argument, and Invention. 
Bue eſpecially, you muſt be cunning in che 
nature of Man: There is the varicty of 
things, which are as the Elements, and Ler- 
ters, which his art and wiſdom muſt rank, 
and order to the preſent occaſion. For we 
{ce not all Letrers in ſingle words; nor all 

laces in particular diſcourſes. That caulz 
leldom happens, wherein a Man will ule all 
Arguments. 
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thinking our ſelves inſtructed by the one, | The ewo chief things chat give a Min re- Cohn 
and over-laid by che other, putation in Counſel, are the Opinion of his aj 

Opinicw is a light, vain, crude, and imper- | H meffy ; and th: Opinion of his 14/4.» : ſapjentis 
fect thing, fetcled in the Imagination ; but ' The Authority of choſe ewo will per fwade, 


Whit) 


Diſcoveries. 


Vita rea. 


Obſequentia. 
Humanit 95, 
Sollicttud). 


Modeſt. 
P arrheſia. 


Plutarch. in 
vita Alex. 


Perſpicuit 44. 
Elegantia. 


Natura nin 


effer a. 


Non nimium 
credendum 
antiquit att. 


Diſſer tire li 


when the ſame Counſcls utter'd by other 
Perſons leſs qualified, are of no efficacy, of 
working. 

Wiſdcm without Heneſty is meer craft, and 
cozenage. And thereto:e the reputation of 


Henefty muſt firſt be gotten ; which cannot | 


be, but by living well. A good lite is a 
main Argument. 

Next a good life, to beget love in the Per: 
Tons we counſel, by diſſembl'ng our know- 
ledge of ability in our ſelves, and avoiding 
all ſufpicion of arrogance, aſcribing all wo 
their inſtruction, as an Ambaſſador to his 


Maſter, or a Subjett to his Sovereign; fcalon- 


ing all with humanity and ſweetneſs, only | 


[ look up at, and admire: let me not there- 
lore hear preſently of ingratitude, and Rath- 
neſs. For I thank thoſe that have taught me, 
and will ever: but yet dare not think the 5:4 cumra- 


ſcope of their labour, and enquiry, was to en- time. 


vy their poſterity, what they allo could add, 
and find our. 

It I err, pardon me: Nulla ars ſimul & in- Non mibi 
vents eſt, &- abſolmta, 1 do not delire to be ©*dendum: 
equal to thoſe that wene before; but to have 
my reaſon examin'd with theirs, and ſo much 
taith to be given them, or me, as thole ſhall 
evict. I am neither Auther, or Fautcr of any 
>eR. I will have no Man addict himſelf to 
me; butit I have any thing right, detend ir 


exprefling care and follicituce. And not | 45 Truth's, not mine (fave as it conducerh to 
to counſ:l raſhly, or on the ſuddain, bur | 3 common good.) Ir profirs not me to have 
with advice and meditation : ( Dat ox con- | NY man tence,or hight for me, to flouriſh, or = 
filium. ) For many fooliſh things fall from |take a ſide. Stand for Truth, and *ris enough. Sed veritati, 


wile Men, if they ſpcak in haſte, or be ex 
temporal. It therefore behoves the giver of 
counſel to be circumſpect 3 cſpecially to be- 
ware of thoſe, with whom he is not through 
ly acquainted, leſt any ſpice ot raſhnels, tol- 
ly, or ſclt-love appear, which will be mark*d 
by new Perſons, and Mzn ot experience in 
Aﬀairs. 

And to the Prince, or his Saperiour, to be- 
have himſelf modeſtly , and wich reſpe. 
Yet free from Flattery, or Empire. Not with 


inſolence , or precepet; but as the Prince | 


were already furniſhed with the parts he 
ſhould have, eſpecially in affairs of State. 
For in other things they will more eaſfil 

fluffer themſelves to be taught, or norcken 
ed; They will nor willingly contend, Bur 
hear (with Alexander) the antwer the Muſician 
gave him, Abſir, 6 Rex, ut tw meliks bac ſcias, 
quam cg 0. 

A Man ſhould fo deliver himſelf to the na: 
ture of che ſubject, whereot he _ that his 
hearer may take knowledge of his diſcipline 
with ſome delight: and fo apparel fair, and 
good matter, that the ſtudious of Elcgancy 
be not delrauded; redeem Arts from their 
rough, and braky ſeats, where they lay hid, 
and over-grown witch Thorns, to a pure,open, 
2nd flowry light: where they may take the 
Eye, and be taken by the Hand. 

[ cannot think Nature is ſo ſpent and de- 
cay'd, that ſhe can bring forth nothing worth 
her former years. She is always the ſame, 
like her ſelf: And when ſhe colleas her 
ſt.engrh, is abler ſtill. Mcn are decry'd, 
and fudies : She is nor. 

I kaow Nothing can conduce more to Let- 
ters, than toexamine the Writings of the 4n- 
cients, and not to reſt in their lule Authori- 
ty, Or take all upon erult from them z pro 
vided the plagues of Judging, and Pronouncimg 
againſt chem, be away ; ſuch as are envy, bit 
terne/s, precip 7aiton , ampudence, and ſeurnile 
ſceffing. Tor to all the obſervations of the 
Amcrents, WE Nave our own Experience : 
which, if we will uiz, and apply, we have 
hetter means © Pronovnce. i: is true they 
open'd the Gaces, and made the way that 
went bctore us; but as Guides, not Com- 
manders : Non D.mm noſtri, ſed Duces futre. 
Truth Ves op2n to all; it's no mans ſeveral, 
Patt emmibus Vrritus > noundum eſt occupta. 
Ala! wn ex la, etiam ſuturs relicta eft. 

It in fone things I ditient trom others, 


Arts that reſpe&t the mind, were ever re- Scientie 
puted nobler than thoſe that ſerve the body : {iberales. 
though we leſs can be without them. As 
Tillage, Spinning, Weaving, Building, &Cc. with- 


; Out Which, we could ſcarce ſuſtain lite a day. 


But theſe were the works of every Hand ; 
the other of the Brain only, and thoſe che 
moſt generous, and exalted wits, and ſpirits 
that cannor reſt, or acquieſce. The mind of 
man is ſtill ted with labour : Opcre paſcitur. 

There is a more ſecret Cauſe : and the Non wilgi ſunt. 

power of liberal ſtudics lies more hid, than 
that it can be wrought out by profane wits. 
Ir 1s not every mans way to hie They are 
men (1 conteſs ) that ſet the Carad, and Vas 
lue upon things, as they love them ; but Sci 
ence 1s not every mans Miſtris, It is as great 
a ſpite to be praiſed in the wrong place, 
and by a wrong Perſon, as can be done to 
a noble nature. 

It divers Men fzck Fame, or Honour, by di- Hineſta 
vers ways; ſo both be honeſt, neither Ambitio. 
is to be blamd: But they that ſeck Immoerte- 
lity,are not only worthy of leave,bur of praiſe. 

He hath a delicate Wite, a fair fortune; maritus 
and family to go to be welcoine; yet he had improbia. 
rather be drunk with mine Holſt, and the 
Fidlers of ſuch a Town, than go home. 

Affiittion teacheth a wicked Perſon ſome- Afiiio pie * 
cime to pray : Proſperity never. Magiftra, 

Many might go to Heaven with half the peprary 
labour they go to Hell, if they would ven: facili deſeen- 
ture their induſtry the righe way : But /* Averni. 
the Devil cake all (quoth he) that was The Devil 
choak'd i the Mill-dam, wich his four laſt ,c an. 
words. 

A Criple in the way out-travels a Foot- Aegidius 
man, or a Poſt out of the way. curſu ſuperat, 

Bags of Money to a prodigal Perſon, are, 
the tame that Cherry-itones are with ſome mi navci. 
Boys, and fo thrown away. | 

A Woman, the more curious ſhe is about Munda 0 for- 
her Face, is commonly the more careleſs a- 4id«. 
bout her Houſe. 

Of this ſpils Water, there is a little to be Debirum de- * 
gathered up : it is a deſperate debr. Ploratum, 

The Thief * chat had a longing at the Gal- ad 
lows to commit one Robbery more, betore% ,;+ . 
he was hang'd. great belly. 

And like the German-Lord, when he wene 
out of New-gare into the Cart, took order to 
have his Arms fer up in his laſt Herborough : 

{aid he was taken,and commirted upon fulpi- 
cion of Treaſon; no witneſs appearing againſt 


Wile Ht, intz;r;, Diligence, and Judgment 


him: but the Judges entertain'd him moſt 
civilly, 


Diſcoveries. 


Com. de ſchor- 


tenhien Calum- 


nie fruttus. 


Impertinens. 


civilly diſcours'd with him, offer'd him the 
courtelie of the Rack ; bur he conlcl- 
ſed, &c. 

I am beholden to Calumny, that ſhe hath 
ſo endeavour'd, and taken pains to bely me. 
Ic ſhall make me fer a furer Guard on my 
ſelf, and keep a better watch upon my 
Att ions. 

A tediows Perſon is one a Man would leap 
a Steeple trom, gallop down any ſteep Hill to 
avoid him ; forſake his Meat, Sleep, Nature 
ie felf, with all her benefits ro ſhun him. A 
meer Impertinent : onz that toucht neither 
Heaven nor Earth in his Diſcourſe. He 
open'd an entry into a fair Room, but ſhut 
it a again preſently. I ſpake to him of Gar- 
lick, he anſwered Aſparagms : conſulted him 
ot Marriage, he tells me of hanging ; as it 
they went »y one and the ſame Deſtiny. 


Be-Uum ſcriben- What a ſight it is, to ſ22 Writers commit- 


Hun. 


Differentia 
inter 


Door &f 
Sciolos, 


Impoſtorum 


fucus. 


Ieunculorum 
motto. 


Principes, (&F 
Adminiſtr:, 


Scitum Hiſpa- 


nIcum. 


Non novs res 
krvor. 


ted rogether by the Ears tor Ceremonies, Syl- 
lables, Ports, Colon's, Comma $, Hyphens, and 
the like ? fighting, as for their Fires, and 
their Altars 3 and angry that none are fright- 
ed at their noiſes, and loud brayings under 
their Alles Skins. 

Thee is hope of getting a Fortune withone 
digging in thele Quarries Sed mcliore (m 
cmme) ingenmo, animoqy quam fortuna , ſum 
Us. 


Pingue ſolum laſſat ; ſed jwoat ipſe lavor, 


Wits made out their ſeveral expeditions 
then, for the diſcovery of Truth, to find out 
reat and profitable Knowledges, had their 
everal Inſtruments for the diſquiſition ol 
Arts. Now there are certain Sc:ol; or ou 
terers, that are bulic in the Skirts, and out 
fides of Learning, and have ſcarce any 


'thing of ſolid Literature to commend them. 


They may have ſome edging or trimming 
of a Scholar, a Welt, or fo : but it is no 
more. ; 

Impofture is a ſpecious thing : yet never 
worſe, than when it feigns to be beſt, and to 
none diſcover'd ſooner, than the ſimpleſt. 
For Truth and Goodneſs arc plain and open 
but Impoſture isever aſham'd of the light. 

A Puppet play mult be ſhadow'd, and ſeen 
in the dark : For draw the Curtain, Er [order 
geſt iculatio. ; 

There is a great difference in the under- 
ſtanding of ſome Princes, as in the quality 
of their Miniſters about them. Some would 
dreſs their Maſters in Gold, Pearl, and all 
true Jewels of Majeſty : Others furniſh them 
with Feathers, Bells, and Ribbands ; and are 
therefore eſteemed the firrer Servants. Bur 
chey are ever good men, that muſt make 
good the times - if che men be naught, the 
times will be fuch. Fins expeitandus eft in 
KN0quogz bominum ; animals, ad matationem 

om ' 
£ Ie mY uick ſaying with the Spaniard: : 
Artes inter heredes non dividi. Y et theſe have 
inhericed their Father's lying, and they brag 
of it. He is a narrow-minded Man, chat 
affes a Triumph in any glorious Study : 
but co triumph in a Lye, and a Lye them- 
ſelves have torg'd, is frontlels. Folly often 


| 


ly inour times. The Ages paſt have broughe 
it torth, and the coming Ages will. So long 
as there are Men fit for it, quorum odium wir- 
tute relitld placet, it will never be wanting. 
Ic is a barbarous Envy, to take from thoſe 
mens Vertues ; which becauſe thou canſt 
not arrive at, thou impotently defpairſt to 
imitate. Is it a Crime in me that I know 
that, which others had not yer known, but 
from me? or that I am the Author of many 
things, which never would have come in thy 
thought, bur that I taught them? Ir is a 
new, bur a fooliſh way you have found our, 
that whom you cannot equal, or come near 
in doing, you would deſtroy, or ruin with 
evil ſpeaking : As if you had bound both 
your Wits, and natures Prentices to ſlander, 
and then came forth the beſt Artificers, when 
you could torm the fouleſt Calumnies. 


Indeed, nothing is of more credit, or re- xil gratiz pre- 
queſt now, than a petulant Paper, or ſcof terv1ib. 


fing Verſes; and it is but convenient to the 
Times and Manners we live with, to have 
then the worſt Writings and Studies flouriſh, 
when the beſt begin to be deſpis'd; 1 Arts 
begin where good end. 

The time was, when Men would learn 


had them. Then Men were had in price 
tor Learning : now Letters only make Men 
vile. He is upbraidingly call'd a Peer, as if 
it were a contemptible N:ck-wame. But the 
Profeſſors (indeed) have made the Learning 
cheap. Railing and tinkling Khimers, whole 
Writings the vulgar more greedily read ; as 
being taken with the ſcurrility, and petu- 
lancy of ſuch Wires. He ſhall not have a 
Reader now, unleſs he jeer and lye. 


times | Gallants cannot fleep elſe. The 
Writer muſt lye, and the gentle Reader reſts 
happy, to hear the worthieſt works miſ-in- 
ecrpreted, the cleare't ations obſcured, the 
innocenr'ſt life traduc'd : And in ſuch a li- 
cenle of lying, a field fo fruictul of Slanders, 
how can there be matter wanting to his 
laughter ? Hence comes the Epidemical In- 
tection. For how can they eſcape the con- 
eagion of the Writings, whom the vi- 
rulency of the Calumaies hath not fſtav'd 
off trom reading. 


7am liters 


and ſtudy good Things, not envy thoſe chat fardene. 


* Paſlic hodier, 
lr is Ingen, 
- | the food of mens natures : the dice of the 


Nothing doth more invite a greedy Rea- $:4 ſeculi 


der, than an unlook'd for ſubje&#. 
what more unlook'd for, than to ſee a per- 
ſon of an unblam'd life, made ridiculous, or 
odious, by the Arrtifice of lying ? bur ic is the 
Ciſcaſe of the Age: And no wonder if che 
world, growing old , in to be infirm : 
Old age it ſelf is a diſeaſe. Ir is long fince 
the ſick world began to doat and talk idly : 
Would ſhe had bur doated till ; but her do- 
tage is now broke forth into a madneſs, and 
become a meer Frenzy. 

This Alaſter, who hath lefe nothing un- 
ſearch'd, or unaflaild, by his impudent and 
licentious lying in his aguiſh Writings (tor 
he was in his cold quaking fic all the while :) 
what hath he done more, than a troublelom 
baſe Cur ? bark'd, and made a noiſe atar 
off : had a Fool or ewo to fpit in his Mouth, 
and cheriſh him with a muſty Bone ? Bur 


goes beyond her bounds 3 but Impudence | they are rather Enemies of niy Fame than 


knows none. 
Envy is no new thing, nor was # born on- 


me, thele Barkers. 


I 


And morbus. 


Alaftoris mas 


Diſcoveries. 


6g6 


Mali choragi 
faeres 


It is an Art to have ſo much Judgment, 
as to apparel a Lye well, to give itag 
drefling ; that though the nakednefs would 
ſhow deform'd and odious, the ſuiting of it 


Dum tacet indet{ mr, poterit cerdatme haberi ; Vid, Zeuxidis 


I: murbos anim nam); tacendo tegit, pitt, form, ad 
Megabirum 


Plutarch, 


Hear-ſay 
news, 


Lingua ſapi- 
entis, 


might draw their Readers. Some love any 
Strumpet (be ſhe never ſo ſhop-like or mert- 
tricious) in good Cloths, But theſe nature 
could not have form'd them better, to de- 
ſtroy their own teſtimony, and overthrow 
their wrong = 

That an Elephant, 630, came hither Am- 
baſſador from the great Megull, ( who could 
both write and read) and was every day 
allow'd twelve caſt of Bread, ewenty Quarts 
of Canary Sack ; beſides Nuts and Almonds 
the Citizens Wives ſent him. That he had 
a Spaniſh Boy to his Interpreter, and his 
chict Negotiation was, to confer or practiſe 
with Archy, the principal Fool of State, a- 
bout ſtealing hence Wwmd/or Caſtle, and car- 
rying it away on his back it he can. 

A wiſe Tongue ſhould not be licentious and 
wandring 3 but mov'd, and (as it were, go- 
vern'd with certain reins from the Heart,and 


Nor is that worthy Speech of Zo the 
Philoſopher to be paſt over, without the note 
of ignorance: who being invited to a Feaſt 
in Athens, where a great Princes Ambaſladors 
were entcrtain'd, and was the only perſon 
had ſaid nothing at the Table 3 one of them 
with courtelic asked him, What ſhall we re- 
turn from thee, Zemo, to the Prince our 
Maſter, it he ask us ot thee ? Nothing, he re- 
plyed, more, but that you found an old man 
in Athens, that knew to be filent amongſt his 
Cups. It was near a Miracle to fee an old 
man filent, ſince talking is the diſeaſe of 
Age : but amongſt Cups makes it fully a 
Wonder. 


It was wittily ſaid upon one that was ta- Argure diffum. 


ken for a great and grave Man, folong as he 
held his Peace : This Man might have been 
a Counſellor of State till he ſpoke : Bur ha- 
ving ſpoken, not the Beadle of the Ward, 


'Exeuolie, Pythag. quam laudabilis © 220008 Vide Apuleinem, 
a9 o% ame xpdTu, ficls ywowuerce. Linguam c0- * Juvenal, 
bibe, pre alis omnibus, ad Deorum exemplum, Acuins cer 
* Digito compeſce labellum. no wane ans. 


bottom of the Breaſt : and it was excel- 
lently ſaid of that Philoſopher, That there 
was a Wall or Parapet of Iceth ſet in our 


Mouth , to reſtrain the petulancy of our quam virtates, 


Pots quam 
loquentts, 


Op: anda. 


Words : that the raſhnelſs of talking ſhould 
not only be retarded by the guard, and 
watch of our Heart, but be fenced in, and 
defended by certain ſtrengths, placed in the 
Mouth it ſelf, and within the Lips. But you 
ſhall ſee ſome ſo abound with words without 
any ſeaſoning or taſte of matter, in ſo pro- 
found a ſecurity, as while they are ſpeaking, 
for the moſt part, they confeſs to ſpeak they 
know not what. 

Of the Two (if cither were to be wiſh'd) 
I would rather have a plain downright 
Wiſdom, than a fooliſh and affeted Elo- 
quence. For what is ſo furious, and Ber'lem 
like, as a vain ſound of choſen and excellent 
Words, without any ſubjet of Sentence or 
Science mix'd ? 

Whom the diſeaſe of talking ſtill once 
poſleſſerh, he can never hold his peace. Nay, 
rather than he will not diſcourſe, he will 


1here is almoſt no man but he ſees clear- 
lier and ſharper, the Vices in a Speaker, than 
the Vertues, And there are many, that with 
more eaſe, will find fault with what is ſpo- 
ken fooliſhly, than that can give allowance 
to that wherein you are wiſe ſilently. The 
Treaſure of a Fool is always in his Tongue 


not in any thing more than in that Nation ; 
whereot one when he had got the inheri- 


the Vertues of it. Nothing ever thriv'd on it 
(faith he.) No Owner of it ever dy'd in his 
Bed ; ſome hung, ſome drown'd themſelves 
ſome were baniſht, ſome ſtarv'd ; the Trees 
were all blaſted 3 the Swine dy'd of the Mea- 
ſiesche Cattle of the Murrain,the Sheep of the 
Rot ; they that ſtood were ragg'd, bare, and 
bald as your hand ; nothing was ever rear*'d 


(laid the witty comick Poet) and it appears Plautxs, 


tance of an unlucky old Grange, would needs Trin. AF. 2, 
ſell it; and to draw buyers, proclaim'd the Sn. 6. 


there, not a Duckling, or a Gooſe. Hoſpiti- Sim. Mer. 
um fucrat calamitats., Was not this man like tb. 1. ep. $5. 
to fell it 2 

Expettation of the Vulgar is more drawn pul expefta- 
and held with newneſs than goodneſs ; we ing " 


hire Men to hear him. And ſo heard, nor 
hearkned unto, he comes off moſt times like 
a M.untebhank, that when he hath prais'd his 
Med'cines, finds none will take them, or 


Jherſres truſt him. He is like Homer's Therfites, 


Hiomert. 


Saluft. 


He: ſie-'ms. 


HmertUbſſs. 


Pirdaii Fra- 


minend, 


Demacatiu 
Platareh1, 


"AurTp+:1s 'Axgrripoles : ſpeaking without 
judgment or mcalfure. 


Lequax magis, quam facundus. 

Satu loquentia, ſapientie parum. 

Ta&cous Tu In-aupes <&y arigumumy dpi os 

PYUd: ding The gn N 3a4pis named ws TÞHY Lov T1g. 

Optimms eſt bomini linguz theſaurus, & 
mgens 

Gratia, que parcu men[nrat ſingula verbs. 


Ulyſſes in Homer, is made a long thinking 
man, betore he ſpeaks: and Epaminondas 1s 
celebrated by P:nder, to be a man, that 
though he knew much, yet he ſpoke bur lie- 
tle, Demacarr, when on the Bench he was 
long ſilent, and ſaid nothing 3 one aſking 
him, it it were lolly in him or want of 


ſee it in Fencers, in Players, in Poets, in Preach- 
ers, in all, where Fame promilſeth any thing; 
lo it be new, though never ſo naught and 
depraved, they run to it, and are taken. 
Which ſhews, that the only decay, or hurc 
ot the beſt mens Reputation with the people, 
is, their Wits bave our-liv'd the peoples Pa- 
lates. They have been too much, or too 
long a Feaſt. 


they ſtand too near one another. The 
ſhadow kills the growth ; ſo much, that we 
{ee the Grandchild come more, and oftner to 
be the Heir of the firf, than doth the ſecond: 
He dies bereween, the Poſleflion is the thirds, 


Nor did ſhe yet ever favour any man fo 


Language ? he anſ{wer'd : A Fool could never, much as to become wholly his, He is hap- 


hid by peaces 
the lad:;ce of a Fool, 


For too much talking isever| 
| Grace, 


degree of her 
oO prove them- 
ſolvss 


py that can arrive to = 
Yet there are, wh 


Greatneſs of name in the Father, oft-times Claritas Pa- 
helps not forth, bur o'erwhelms the Son : tris. 


Eloquence is a great and diverſe thing : g/aquentia, 
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ſelves Maſters of her, and abſolute Lords : Salary of the ot her, never ariſwer the value of 


Amarty dium. 


Inuria. 


Beneficia- 


Valoy revum- 


but 1 believe, they may miſtake their evi-; 
dence : For it is one _ to be eloquent in 
the Schools, or in the Hall; another at the 
Bar, or in the Pulpit, There is a difference 
berwcen Mooting, and Pleading ; between 
Fencing and Fightmg. To make Arguments 
in my Study , and confute them is eaſie ; 
where I anſwer my elf, not an Adverſary. 
So, I can ſee whole Volumes diſpatch'd by the 
umbratical Do&ors on all ſides: But draw 


theſe forth into the juſt Liſts; let chem ap- 
pear /ub dio, and they are chang'd with the 
place, like Bodies bred in the Shade ; they 
cannot ſuffer the Sun or a Shower ; nor bear 
the open Air : they ſcarce can find them- 
ſelves, that they were wont to domineer ſo 
among their Auditors : but indeed I would 
no more chuſe a Rhetoricion, for reigning in 
a School, than I would a P:{ot for rowing in 
a Pond. 

Love that is ignorant, and Hatred have al- 
moſt the ſame ends : many tooliſh Lovers 
wiſh the ſame to their Friends, which their 
Enemies would : As to wiſh a Friend banyſbr, 
that they might accompany him in exile : or 
ſome great want, that they mighe relieve 
him : or a Diſeaſe, that they might fit 
by him. They make a Caw/way to their 
Country by Injury ; as if it were not hone- 
ſter to do nothing, than to ſeek a way to do 
good by a Miſchief. 

Injuries do not extinguiſh courteſies : they 
only ſuffer them not to appear fair. For a 
Man that doth me an Injury after a Courte- 
fie, takes not away the Courteſie , but de- 
faces it : As he that writes other Verſes up- 
on my Verſes, takes not away the firſt Ler- 
ters, but hides them. 

Nothing is a Courteſie, unleſs it be meant 
us 3 and that friendly and lovingly. We 
owe no thanks to Ryvers, that they carry 
our Boats; or Winds, that they be favouring 
and fill our Sails; or Meats, that they be 
nouriſhing. For theſe are what they are ne- 
ceſlarily. Horſes carry us, Trees thade us, 
but they know it not. Itis true, ſome Man 
may receive a Courteſie, and not know it | 
but never any Man received it from him 
that knew it not. Many Men have been ' 
cur'd of Diſeaſeas by Accidents ? bur t 
were not Remedies. I my felt have known 
one help'd of an Ague by falling into a 
Water » another whipp'd out of a Fea 
wer : but no Man would ever uſe theſe for 
Med'cines. Itis the mind, and not the e- 
vent that diſtinguiſheth the courteſie trom 
wrong. My Adverſary may offend the 
Judge with his Pride, and Impertinences, and 
1 win my Cauſe ; but he meant it not me 
as a Courteſie. I ſcap'd Pirars by being 
Ship-wrack'd, Was the Wrack a benefic 
therefore ? No : the doing of Courreſies aright, 
is the mixing of the reſpects for his own ſake, 
and for mine. He that doth them meerly for 
his own fake, is like one that feeds his Cattle 
ro fell them : he hath his Horſe well dreſt 
for Smithfield. 

The price of many things is far above 
what they are bought and fold for. Life and 
Health, which are both ineſtimable, we have 
of the Phyſician : As Learning and Knowledge, 
the true Tillage of the Mind, trom our 
$choolmaſters. But the Fecs of the one, or the 


what we received z but ſerv'd to gratific 
their labours, 


Memory of all the power: of the mind, is the Memuia. 


moſt delicate, andfrail: it is the firſt of our 
Faculties that Age invades. Seneca, the Father, 
the Rhetorician, confeſleth of himſelf, he had 
a miraculous onez not only to receive, but 
to hold. I my ſelf could in my Youth, have 
repeated all that ever I had made, and fo 
continu'd till I was paſt Forty: ſince itis much 
decay'd in me. Yet I can repeat whole Books 
chat I have read, and Poems of ſome ſelected 
Friends, which I have lik'd to charge m; 
memory with. Ir was wont to be faichtul 
to me, but ſhaken with Age now, and 
Sheath (which weakens the ſtrongeſt abilities 
it may perform ſomewhat, but cannor promi 
much. By exerciſe it is to be made better, 
and ſerviceable. Whatſoever I pawn'd with 
it while I was young and a Boy, it offers me 
readily, and withour ſtops : but what I cruſt 
to it now, or have doneof later years, it lays 
up more negligently, and oftentimes loſes ; 
ſo that I receive mine own (though frequent] 
call'd for) as if it were new and borrow'd. 
Nor dol always find preſently from it what 
I do ſeek ; but while 1 am doing another 
thing, that I labour'd for will come : And 
what I ſought with trouble, will offer ic ſelf 
when I am quiet. Now in ſome Men I have 
found it as happy as nature, who, whatſoe- 
ver they read or pen, they can ſay without 
book preſently 3 as if they did then write in 
their mind. And it is more a wonder in 
ſuch as have a ſwitc Stile, for their Memo- 
ries are commonly ſloweſt ; ſuch as torture 
their Writings, and go into Council for every 
Word, muſt needs fix ſomewhat, and make 
it their own at laſt, though but chrough their 
own Vexation. 


Suffrages in Parliament are numbred, not Comit. Suffra- 
weigh'd : nor can it be otherwiſe in thoſe &i«- 


publick Cowtcils, where nothing is ſo uncqual 
as the equality : for there, how odd foever 
mens Brains or Wiſdoms are, their power is 
always even and the ſame. 

Some Actions,be 


miſ-conſtrufions, either out of envy, or ill 


hey | nature, that judgeth of others, as of it ſelf. 


Nay, the times are ſo wholly grown, to be 
either partial or malicious z that if he be a 
friend all firs well about him ; his very Vices 
ſhall be Vertues : if an Enemy, or of the 
contrary Fation; nothing is good or tolera- 
ble in him : infomuch that we care not to 
diſcredit and ſhame our Judgments, co ſooth 
our Paſſions. 


Man is read in his Face : God in his Crea- r... ; 
tures; but not as the Ph:loſopher,the creature of = CRE: 


Glory,reads him: but,as the D*vinetheſervanc 
of bumility: yet even he muſt take care, not 
to be too curious. For to utter Truth of God 
(but as he thinks only) may be dangerous ; 
who is beſt known by our notknowing. Some 


chings of him, ſo much as he hath revealed, 5 | 


commanded, it isnot only lawful but necefſa- 


ry for us to know: for therein our _ — 
was the firſt cauſe of our wickedne 


Truth is mans proper good 4 and the only ,, 


immortal thing was given to our mortalic 
to uſe, No good Chriſtian of Ethnick, if he 
be honeſt can miſs ic ; No Statermaen, 

AGE. or 


never fo beautiful and 2 nerti- 
generous, are often obſcur'd by baſe and vile my Tt 
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Nllum wvittum ; 
fine patrocinis. without his Patronage, that, ( when wg 


Dy wore Argu-» 


or Patriot ſhould. For without truth all the 
ARions of Man-kind, are Craft, Malice, 
or what you will, rather then Wiſdom. 
Homer ſays, he bates him worle than Hell- 
mouth , that utters one thing with his 
Tongue, and keeps another in his Breaſt. 
Which high Expreflion was grounded on 
divine Reaſon. For a lying Mouth 1s a 
ſtinking Pit, and murthers with the Con- 
tagion it venteth. Beſide, nothing is laſting 
that is feign'd ; it will have anocher Face 
than it had, ere long. As Euripides ſaith: 
No lje ever grows old. 

It is ſtrange, there ſhould be no Vice 


have no other excuſe) we will ſay, we love 
it 3 we cannot forſake it. As it that made 
it not more a tault. We cannot, becauſe we 
think we cannot, and we love it be- 
cauſe we will defend it. We will rather 
excule ic, chan be rid of it. 'That we can- 
not, is pretended ; but that we will not, 1s 
the true reaſon. How many have I known, 
that would not have their Vices hid ? Nay, 
and to be noted, live like Antipodes, to 0- 
thers in the ſame Cty ; never (ee che Sun riſe 
or ſet, in ſo many years ; but be as they were 
watching a Corps by Torch-light z would 
not fin the common way ; but held that a 
kind of Rafticity ; they would do it new, or 
contrary, for the infamy ? They were am- 
bitious of living backward ; and at laſt ar- 
rived at that, as they would love nothing 
but the Vices; not the vitious Cuſtoms, 
Ie was impoſlible to reform cheſe Natures 
they were dry'd, and hardned in their ill, 
They may fay, they deſir'd co leave it 3 
but do not all them : and they may think 
they deſir'd it, but they may lye for all 
that; they are a little angry with their 
Follies, now and then; marry they come 
into grace with them again quickly. They 
will conteſs, they are offended, with their 
manner of livirg : like enough, who is 
not ? Whon they can put me in ſecurity, that 
they are more than offended, that they hate 
it: thea I'll harken to them ; and, perhaps, 
helicve them : But many now a days, love 
and ha: their ill cogether, 

[ do car them ſay often ; Some Men are 
not witty ; becauſe = are not every 
where witty ; than which nothing is more 
fooliſh. If an Eye or a Noſe be an excel- 
Jent Part in the Face, therefore be all Eye 
or Nole ? I think the Eye-brow, the Fore- 
head, the Cheek, Chin, Lip, or any part 
elſe, are as neceſlary, and natural in the 
Place But now nothing is good that is 
natural ; Riglit and natural Language ſeem 
to have leaſt of the Wir in its that which 
is writh'd and tortur'd, i: counted the more 
exquiſite. Cloath of Bodkin, or Tifſlue, 
muſt be imbroidered ; as if no Face were 
fair, that were not pouldred, or painted ? 
No Beauty to be had, but in wreſting, and 
writhing our own Tongue ? Nothing is fa- 
ſhionable, ill it 2 deform'd ; and this is to 
write like a Gentleman. All muſt be as at 
feed , and prepoſterous as our Gallants 
 Cloaths, ſweet Bags, and Night-dreflings : 
: in which you would think our Men lay-in, 
like Ladies, it is fo curious. 

Nething in our Age, I have obſerv'd, is 
- More pieo0fterous, than the rung Tudg- 


ments upon Poetry and Poets ; when we ſhall 
hear thoſe things commended, and cry'd up 
for the beſt Wricings, which a Man would 
ſcarce vouchſafe, to wrap any wholſom 
Drug in ; he would never light his Tabaco 
with them. And thoſe Men almoſt nam'd 
for Miracles, who yet are 1o vile, that if a 
Man ſhould go about, to examine, and cor- 
ret them, he muſt make all they have 
done, bur one blot. Their good is ſo intan- 
gled with their bad, as forcibly one muſt 
draw on the others death with it. A Sponge 
dipt in Ink will do all : 


Comitetur panice librum 
Spong1s. 
Er pauld poſt, 


Non poſſunt multe, una litura poteſt. 


Yet their Vices have not hurt them : Nay, 
a great many they have profited ; for they 
have been lov'd tor nothing elſe. And this 
falſe Opinion grows ſtrong againſt the beſt 
Men : if once it take Root with the ene 
rant, Ceſtines in his time, was preferr” 


learn'd him without Book, and had him ot- 
ten in their Mouths : But a Man cannot 
imagine that thing fo fooliſh, or rude, bur 
will tind, and enjoy an Admirer ; at leaſt, a 
Reader, or Spettator. The Puppets are ſeen 
now in deſpight of the Players 
pigrams, and the Skuller's Poems have their 
Applauſe. There are never wanting, that 
dare prefer the worſt Preachcrs, che worlt 
Pleaders, the worlt Poets : not that the better 
have lefe to write, or ſpeak better, but that 
they that hear them judge worſe; Non ill; 
pejus dicunt, ſed bi corruptius judicant. Nay, 
it it were put to the queſtion of the Water- 


but they would tind more Suffrages'; becauſe 
the moſt favour common Vices, out of a 
Prerogative the vulgar have, to loſe their 
Judgments ; and like that which is naught. 
Poetry in this latter Age, hath prov'd but a 
mean Miſtris, to ſuch as have wholly addict- 
ed themſelves to her ; or given their Names 
up to her Family. They who have bur 
ſaluted her on the by; and now and then 
tendred their Viſits, ſhe hath done much 
for, and advanced in the way of their own 
Profeſſions (both the Law, and the Goſpel) 
beyond all they could have hoped, or done 
for themſelves, without her favour. Wherein 
ſhe doth emulate the judicious, but prepo- 
ſterous Bounty of the Times Grande: : 
who accumulate all they can upon the Para- 
ſite, or Freſh man in their Friendſhip ; but 
think an old Client, or honeſt Servant, 
bound by his Place to write and ſtarve. 
Indeed, the multitude commend Writers, 
as they do Fencers; or Wraſtlers; who it 
they come in robuſtiouſly, and put for it, 
with a deal of violence, are received for 
the Braver-fellows: when many times their 
own rudeneſs is a Cauſe of their diſgrace ; 
and a flight rouch of their Adverſary, 
gives all that boiſterous Force the foil. Buc 
in theſe things, the unskilful are naturally 
deceiv'd, and judging wholly by the Bulk, 
think rude things greater than poliſh'd 3 and 
ſcatter'd more numerous, than compos'd : 
Nor think this only to be true in the fordid 
Mulcitude 


I  me————ee 


ro Ceſtias, 
Cicero ; 1o far, as the Ignorant durſt, They Cir 


: Heath's F- Heath, 


rimers Works, againſt Spencer's ; I doubt not, Spencer, 
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Multitude but the nearer fort of our Gal- | unevennefs. Theſe Men err not by chance, 
lants : for all are the Multitude ; only they | but knowingly and willingly ; they are 
differ in Cloaths, not in Judgment or Un- like Men that affe&t a Faſhion by them- 


derſtanding. ſelves, have ſome ſingularicy in a Ruff, 
De Shakeſpexre [ remember,the Players have often mention- + Cloak, or Hat-band ; or their Beards, ſpe- 
noſtrat. ed it as an honour to Shakeſpeare, that in his cially cut to provoke btholders, and ſer a 


Writing,(whatſoever he penn'd )he never blort- | Mark upon themſelves, They would be 
ted out a Line. My anfwer hath been, Would ' reprehended , while they are look'd - on. 
he had bloxed a thouſand. Which they | And this Vice, one that is in Authority with 
thought a malevolent Speech. I had not the reſt, loving, delivers over to them to be 
told Pofterity this, but tor their ignorance, imitated : fo that oft-cimes the Faules which 
who choſe that Circumſtance to commend - he fell into, the others ſeek tor : This is the 
their Friend by, wherein he moſt faulted. ; danger, when Vice becomes a Precedent. 
And to juſtific mine own Candor, (for Ii Others there are, that have no compoſiti- x. 5. 
lov'd the Man, and do honour his Memo- | on at all; bur a kind of tuneing, and thy m- 

ry (on this lide [dolatry) as much as any.) | ing fall, in what they write. It runs and 

He was (indeed) honeſt, and of an open ! flides, and only makes a found. Womens 

and -fiee Nature : had an excellent Phantfie; } Poets they are call'd, as you have Womens-' 
brave Notions, and gentle Expreflions : | Taylors, 

wherein he flow'd wich that facilicy, that 

ſometime it was neceſſary he fhould bs They write a Verſe, as ſmooth, as ſoft, as Cream 1 

ſtop'd : Suffaminandms erat ; as Auguſtus laid | In which there u no Terrent, nor [carce Stream. 

of Haterims. His Wit was in his own Power 
would the Rule of ic had been fo roo. Ma- 
ny times he fell into thoſe chings, could nor 
eſcape laughter : As when he faid in the 
Perſon of Ceſar, one ſpeaking to him; 


Anguftis in 
Hat, 


You may ſound theſe Wies, and find che 'Y | 
depth of them, with your middle Finger. all 
They are Cream- bowl, or but Puddle deep. 

Seme that turn over all Books, and are Nr. <, 


a 
Not. t- 


Ingeniorum diſ- 


* A wit-ſtand. 


Net. 7. 


Wot, 4 
Martial. lib. 
Its eng. Jl. 


Ceſar thou doſt me wrong. He reply'd 3 Ceſar 
did never wrong, but with juſt Cauſe : and 
fluch like; which were ridiculous. 
redeemed his Vices with his Verrues. There 
was ever more in him to be praiſed, chan 
to be pardoned, 

In the difference of Wits, I have obſerv'd ; 


there are many Notes : And it is a little Mar 
ſtry to know them : to dilcern, what every 
Nature, every Diſpoſition will bear : For, 


before we ſow our Land, we ſhould plough 
it, There are no fewer Forms of Minds, 
than of Bodies amongſt us. The variety is 
incredible 3 and therefore we mult ſearch. 
Some are fit to make Divines ; fome Poets 1 
ſome Lawyers ; ſome Phyſicians : Some to be 
ſent to the Plough, and Trades. 

There is no Doctrine will do good, where 
Nature is wanting, Some Wits are ſwelling, 
and high ; others low and ſtill : Some hor 
and fiery, others cold and dull : One muſt 
have a Bridle, the other a Spur, 

There be ſome that are forward, and bold ; 


and theſe will do every little thing cally ; 


I mean that is hard by, and next them, which 
they will utter, unretarded without any 
ſhamefaſtnels. Theſe never perform much, 


bue quickly. They are, what they are on 


the ſudden 3 they ſhew preſently like Gramm, 
that, ſcatter'd on the top of the Ground, 
ſhoots up, but takes no Root; has a yellow 
Blade, but the Ear empty. "They are Wits 
of good promiſe at firſt, but there is an 
* Ingeni-(titium : They ſtand ſtill at Sixteen, 
they get no higher. 

You have others, that labour only to 
Oſtentation ; and are ever more bulie a- 
bout the Colours and Surface of a Work, 
than in the Matter and Foundation : For 
that is hid, the other is ſeen. 

Others, that in compoſition are nothing, 
bur what is rough, and broken : Que per 
ſalebras, altaque ſaxa cadumt, And if it 
would come gently, they trouble it of pur- 

They would not have it run without 


rubs, as if chat ſtile were more ſtrong and: 


Bur he; 


equally ſearching in all Papers, chat writs 
our of what they preſently find or meer, 
without choice; by which means it happens, 
that whar they have diſcredited, and impug- 
ned in one work, they have before, or after 
extolled the ſame in another. Such are all 


the Eſſayiſts, even their Maſter Montaigne. Mir, de Mans 
Theſe in all chey writs, confets (till what taigre. 
Books they have read laſt; and there- 

in their own folly, ſo much, that they 

bring it to the Stake raw and undigeſted : 

not that the Place did need it neither ; bur 

that they thought themſelves furniſhed, and 

would vent ir. | 

Some again, who (after they have got y, -. 
Authority, or, which is leſs, Opinion, by 
their Writings, to have read much) dare 
preſently to teign whole Books and Auchors, 
and lye ſafely, For what never was, will 
not ealily be found 3 not by the moſt Cu» 
rionw. 

And ſome, by a cunning proteſtation a+ yy, 8. 
gainſt all reading, and falſe venditation of 
their own Naturals, think to divert the /a- 
gacity of their Readers trom themlelves, 
and cool the ſcene of their own Fox /:ke 
Thefts ; when yet they are fo rank, as a 
Man may tind whole Pages together uſurp'd 
trom one Auchor. Their Neceflities com- 
pelling them to read for preſent uſe, which 
could not be in many Books ; and fo come 
torch more ridiculouſly, and palpably guil- 
ry than thoſe ; who becauſe they cannoc 
crace, they yet would ſlander their indultry. 

But the Wretcheder are the obſtinace con- yer. 5. 
remners & all helps and Arts : fuch as pre- 
fuming on their own Naturals ( which 
perhap3 are excellent) dare deride all dili- 
gence, and {:em to mock at the Terms, when 
they underſtand not the things; thinking 
that way to get off wittily, with their 1pg- 
norance. Theſe are imitated often by fuch 
as are their Peers in negligence, though they 
cannot be in Nature: And they urcer all chey 
canthink, with a kind of violence, and md:/pc- 
fitionz, unexamin'd, without relation, either co 


manly; that ſtroke the Ear with a kind of Perſon,Place,or any tirnefs cle; and chemore 
wiltul, 
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wilful and ſtubborn they are in it, the more 
learned they are eſteem'd of the Multitude, 
through their excellent Vice of Judgment : 
Who think thoſe things the ſtronger, that 
have no Art; as if to break, were better 
than to open; or to rent aſunder, gentler 
than to looſe. 

It cannot but come to paſs, that theſe Men, 
who commonly ſeek to do more than 
enough , may ſometimes happen on ſome 
thing that is good and great 3 but very fel 
dom : And when ie comes, it doth not re- 
compence the reſt of their ill. For their 
Jeſts, and their Sentences, (which they only, 
and ambitiouſly ſeek for) ſtick our, and are 
more eminent; becauſe all is fordid, and 
vile about them; as Lights are more di- 
feern'd in a thick Darkneſs, than a faint 
Shadow. Now becauſe they ſpeak all they 
can (however unficly) they are thought to 
have the greater Copy ; Where the Learned 
uſe ever Election, and a Mean ; they look 
back to what they intended at firſt , and 
make all an even and proportion'd Body. 
The true Artificer will not run away from 
Nature, as he were afraid of her ; or depart 
from Life, and the likeneſs of Truth ; bur 
ſpeak to the Capacity of his Hearers. And 
though his Language differ from the Vulgar 
ſomewhat, it ſhall not fly from all Humani- 
ty, with the Tamerlanes, and Tamer-Chams 
of the late Age, which had nothing in them 
but the ſcenical ſtrutting, and furious voci- 
feration, to warrant them to the ignorant 
Gapers. He knows it is his only Art, ſo to 
carry it, as none but Artificers perceive it. 
In the mean time,perhaps,he is called barren, 
dull,lean,a poorWriter,(or by what contume- 
lious Word can come in their Cheeks) by 
theſe Men, who without Labour , Judg- 
ment, Knowledge, or almoſt Senſe, are re- 
ceived or preferr'd before him. He gratu- 
lates them, and their Fortune. Another 
Age, or juſter Men, will acknowledge the 
Vertnes of his Studies, his Wiſdom in divi- 
ding, his Subtilty in arguing, with what 
ſtrength he doth inſpire his Readers, with 
what ſweetneſs he ſtrokes them 3 in inveigh- 
ing, what ſharpneſs; in jeſt, what urbanity 
he uſes : How he doth reign in Mens Aﬀe- 
ctions; how invade, and break in upon 
them; and makes their Minds like the 
thing he writes. Then in his Elocution, to 
behold, what Word is proper, which hath 
Ornaments, which Height, what is beauti- 
tully tranſlated, where Figures are fit, which 
gentle, which ſtrong to ſhew the Compoſi- 
tion Manly : And how he hath avoided faint, 
obſcure, obſcene, fordid, humble, improper, 
or effeminate Phraſe ; which is not only 
praisd of the moſt, but commended (which 
is worſe )eſpecially tor that it is naught. 

I know no Dilcale of the Soul, but Tenc- 
rence ; not of tlie Arts and Sciences, but of 
it ſzIf: Yet relating to thoſe, it is a pernici- 
ous Evil, the Darkner of Mans Lite, the Di- 
ſticber of his Rea/on, and common Con- 
tounder of Truth; wich which a Man goes 
groping in the dark, no otherwiſe than it he 
were blind. Great Underſtandings are moſt 
wrack'd and troubled with it: Nay, fome- 
rimes they will rather chuſe to die, than not 
ro know the things they ſtudy for. Think 
then what an Evil it is, and what Good the 
Contrary. 


NO CO EE e—_—————_—_—— 


perfe& without the Senſes, as having the 
Seeds of all Science and Verrae in it felt 3 but 
not without the ſervice of the Senſes ; by 
thoſe Organs the Seu! works : She is a perpe- 
tual Agent, prompt and ſubrile 3 bur often 
flexible, and erring, intangling her ſelf like 
a Silk-worm : Bur her Reaſon is a Weapon 
with ewo E.'\ges, and curs through. In her 
Indagations ott-rimes new Scents put her by, 
and (be rakes in Errours into her, by the ſame 
Conduits ſhe doth Truths, 


Eaſe and Relaxation are profitable to all rium, 


Studies. The Mind is like a Bow, the ſtronger 
by being unbenet. But the Temper in Spirics 
is all, when to command a Mans Wit, when 
to favour it. I have known a Man vechement 


on both tides, that knew no mean, either to 


intermit his Studies, or call upon them again. 


Knowledge is the Adion of the Soul, and is Scientta. 


When he hath fee himſelf co writing, he Studiorum, 


would join Night to Day, preſs upon him- 
ſelt without releaſe, not minding it, till he 
fainted 3 and when he left off, rcfolve him- 
{elf into all Sports, and Looſneſs again, that 
it was almoſt a Deſpair co draw him to his 
Book : But once got to it, he grew ſtronger, 
and more earneſt by the Eaſe. His whole 
Powers were renewd 3 he would work out 
of himſclf what he defircd ; but wich fuch 
excels, as his Study could not be rul'd; he 
knew not how to diſpoſe his own Abilities, 
or husband them, he was of that immode- 
rate Power againſt himſelf. Nor was he 
only a ſtrong, but an abſolute Speaker, and 
IWriter ; but his Subtilty did not ſhew it felt; 
his Judgment thought that a Vice : For the 


Ambuſh hurts more that is hid. He never x: fiti emi- 


forc'd his Language, nor went out of the nentia. 


High-way of Speaking , but for ſome great 
neceflicy, or apparent profit : For he denied 
Figures to be invented tor ornament, but for 
aid 3 and ſtill chought ir an extreme madneſs 
to bend or wreſt that which ought to be 
righe. 

It is no Wonder, Mens Eminence appears 


but in their own way. Vergil's Felicity left Virgil. 
him in Proſe, as Tully's forfook him in Verſe. Tab. 


Saluſt's Orations are read in the Honour of 
Story 3 yer the moſt eloquent Plato's Speech, 
which he made for Socrates, is neither wor- 
thy of the Patron, or the Perſon defended. 
Nay, in the ſame kind of Oratory, and where 


the Matter is one, you ſhall have him that 


reaſons ſtrongly, open negligently 3 another 
that prepares well, not fit ſo well: and this 
happens not only to Brains, but to Bodies. 
One can wraſtle well ; another run well; a 
third leap, or throw the Bar 3 a fourth lifr, 
or ſtopa Cart going : Each hath his way of 
ſtrength. So inother Creaturesz ſome Dogs 
are for the Deer, ſome for the Wild Boar, 
ſome ace Fox-hounds, ſome Otter-hounds. 
Nor are all Horſes for the Coach, or Saddle 3 
{ome are for the Cart, and Paniers. 


of their Hearers ; who upon ſtudy and pre- 
meditation have been fortaken by their own 
Wits, and no way anſwered their Fame : 
Their Eloquence was greater than their 
Reading 3 and the things they uttered, bet- 
ter chan thoſe they knew : Their Fortune 
deſerved better of them, than their Care. 


For Men of preſent Spirits, and of greater 
Wits 


I bave known many excellent Men, that pe claris 0r4- 
would ſpeak ſuddenly , to the Admiration roribus. 
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Wits than Study,do pleaſe more in the things 
they invent, than in thoſe they bring. And 
I have heard ſome of them compell'd to 
ſpeak, our of neceflity, that have fo infinite- 
ly exceeded themlelves, as it was better, both 
tor them and their Auditory, that they 
were fo ſurpriz'd, not prepar'd. Nor was it 
flafe then to crols them, tor their Adverſary, 
their Anger made them more eloquent. Yet 
cheſe Men 1 could not but love and admire, 
that they recturn'd to their Studies. They left 
not Diligence (as many do ) when their 
Raſhneſs proſpered ; For Diligence is a great 
Aid, even to an indifferent Wit 3 when we 
are not contented with the Examples of our 
own Age, but would know the Face of the 
former. Indeed, the more we confer with, 
the more we profit by, it the Perſons be 
choſen. 

One, though he be excellent, and the chief, 
is not to be imitated alone : For never no 
Imitator ever grew up to his Author ; Like- 

Daminus Verw- Els is always on this ſide Truth. Yet there 
lamims, haphed in my time one noble Speaker, who 
was full of gravity in his ſpeaking. His Lan- 
uage, (where he could ſpare, or paſs by a 
Ft) was nobly cenſoriow, No Man ever 
ipake more _ , moce preſtly, more 
weightily , or ſuffter'd leſs emptineſs , lels 
idleneſs, in what he utter'd. No Member 
of his Speech, but confſted of his own Gra- 
CCS. His Hearers could not cough, or look 
aſide from him, without loſs. He command- 
ed where he ſpoke 3 and had his Judges an- 
gry and pleaſed at his devotion. No Man 
had their Aﬀections more in his power. The 
fear of every Man that heard him, was, leſt 
he ſhould make an end. 

Cicero is ſaid to be the only Wit, that the 

People of Rome had equall'd to their Empire. 
Scriptorum C- Ingenium par imperio. We have had many, 


raloge. and in their ſeveral Ages, (to take in bur the 
Sir Thomas Former Seculum) Sir Thomas Moore, the elder 
Moore. Wiat, Henry Earl of Surrey, Chaloner, Smith, 
Lp Cliot, B. Gardiner, were tor their times ad- 
Henry Earl of Mirable ; and the more, becauſe they began 
Surrey, Eloquence with us. Sir Nico. Bacon was fin- 
Sir Thims gular, and almoſt alone, in the beginning 
_— of Queen Elizabeth's time. Sir _ Sid- 
ob ney, and Mr. Hooker, (in different Matrer) 
Sir Thomas grew great Maſters of Wit and Language, 
Cliot. and in whom all vigour of Invention, and 


B, Gardiner- {}rength of Judgment mer. The Earl of 
S _— _ Eſſex, noble and high 3 and Sir Walter Raw- 
Sir Philip Sid- {e;gh, not ro be concemn'd, either for Judg- 
ney. ment, or Style. Sir Henry Savile, grave, and 
M. Richard truly letrer'd 3 Sir Edwin Sands, excellent 
_— of in both 3 Lord Egerten, the Chancellor, a 
Eſfx. grave and great Orator ; and beſt, when he 


Sir Walter was provok'd. But his learned and able 
Rawleigh. (though unfortunate) Succeſſor, is he who 
= HemyS4- hath fill'd up all Numbers, and perform'd 
S Edwin that in our Tongue, which may be com- 


Sands, par'd, or preferr'd, either to infolent Greece, 
Sir Thumas or haughty Rome. In ſhort, within his view, 
Egerton Ly Ge and abour his times, were all che Wits born, 
Bal.C that could honour a Language, or help Stu- 
De Augments dy. Now things daily fall : Wits grow 
Scienttaram. downward, and Eloquence grows backward : 
So that he may be nam'd, and ſtand as the 

mark and «xws of our Language. 
I have ever obferv'd it ro have been the 
Othce of a wile Patriot, among the greateſt 


_——— — —— —— — — 


affairs of the State,to take care of the Common- 

wealth of Learning. For Schools, they are 

the Seminaries of State; and nothing is wor» 

thier the Study of a Stateſman, than that 

part of the Republick, which we call the 44- 

vancement of Letters. Wicnels the Care of 

-Julizs Ceſar, who in the heat of the Civil J«liu Coſar, 
ar writ his Books of Analogy, and dedica- 

red chem to Tally. This made the late Lord Lord s. 4t- 

Sr. Albane entitle his Work, Nownum Organum : bane. 

Which though by che moſt of ſuperficial | 

Men , who cannot get beyond the Tile 

ot Nominal:s, it is not penetrated, nor under- 

ſtood; it really openeth all Defects of Learn- 

ing whatſoever, and is a Book 


Qs longum noto ſcriptori porriget avum, Horat. de Art. 


Poetica. 

My conceit of his Perſon was never in- Ow "__ 
creaſed roward him by his Place, or Ho- 
nours: But I have, and do reverence him, 
tor the Greatneſs that was only proper to 
himſelf, in that he ſeem'd to me ever, by his 
Work, one of the greateſt Men, and moſt 
worthy of admiration, that had been in ma- 
ny Ages. In his adverſity I ever prayed, 
that God would give him Strength; for 
Greatne(s he could not want. Neither could 
I condole in a Word or Syllable tor him ; as 
knowing no Accident could do harm to 
—— but rather help to make it mani- 
eſt, 

There cannot be one colour of the Mind, 

another of the Wit. If the Mind be ftaid, 
grave, and compos'd, the Wir is fo ; that 
vitiated, the other is blown and deflowr'd. 
Do we not fee, if the Mind languiſh, the 
Members are dull ? Look upon an cffemi- 
nate Perſon ; his very Gate confeſſech him. 
If a Man be fiery, his Motion is fo if an- 
gry, 'tis troubled and violent. So that we 
may conclude, Whereſoever Manners and 
Faſhions are corrupted, Language is. Ic imi- 
rates the publick Riot. The excels of Feaſts 
and Apparel, are the Notes of a lick State ; 
and the wantonneſs of Language, of a ſick 
Mind. 

If we would conſider what our Aﬀairs are ne rebus mun- 
indeed, not what they are call'd, we ſhould dans. 
find more Evils belong to us, than happen 
to us. How often doth that, which was 
call'd a Calamity, prove the beginning and 
cauſe of a Man's Happineſs? And, on the 
contrary , that which hapned or came to 
another with great gratulation and applauſe, 
how it hath lifted him but a ſtep higher to 
his Ruine ! As, if he ſtood before, where he 
might fall ſafely. 

The Vulgar are commonly ill natur'd, and Vulgi mov's: 
always grudging againſt their Governors : 
which makes, that a Prince has more Buti- 
neſs and Trouble wich them, than ever 
Hercules had with the Bull , or any other 
Beaſt ; by how much they have more Heac's 
than will be rein'd with one Bridle. There 
was not that variety of Beaſts in the Ark, 
as is of Beaſtly Natures in the Multicude ; 
eſpecially when they come to that iniquity, 
ro cenſure their Severeign's Aﬀtions. "Then Mirbus Comi- 
all the Counſels are made good, or bad, by tals. 
the Events : And it fallech our, that the ſame 
Facts receive trom them the Names, now 
of Diligence 3 now, of Vanity; now, of 


Majeſty 
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Majeſty ; now, of Fury 3 where they ought 
wholly to hang on his Mouth ; as he to 
conſiſt of himſelff, and not others Coun- 
ſels. 

After God, nothing is to be lov'd of Man 
like the Prince: He violates Nature, that 
doth it not with his whole heart. For when 
he hath put on the Care of the Publick 
Good, and Common Safety ; I am a Wretch, 
and pur off Man, if I do not reverence 
and honour him, in whoſe charge all chings 
Divine and Humane are plac'd. Do bur ask 
of Nature, why all living Creatures are leſs 
delighted with Meat and Drink that ſuſtains 
them, than with Venery that waſtes chem ? 
And ſhe will cell chee, the fiſt reſpe&ts but 
a Private, the other, a Common Good, Pro- 
pagation. 

He is the Arbiter of Life and Death : 
when he finds no other Subject for his Mer- 
Cy, he (bould ſpare himſelf. All his Puniſh- 
ments are rather to correct, than to deſtroy. 
Orpheus hymn. Why are Prayers with Orphexs ſaid to be 
the Daughters of Jupiter 3 but that Princes 
are thereby admoniſhed , chat the Petitions 
of the wretched ought co have more weight 
with them, than the Laws themſelves. 

it was a great Accumulation to His Ma- 


Princeps. 


De eodem, 


De opt. Rege i . : 

Jacobs, jeſty's deſerved Praiſe, that men might 0- 
penly vilit and pity thoſe, whom his great- 
eſt Priſons had at any time received, or his 
Laws condemned. 

De Princ. at- Wide, is rather the Attribute of a Prince, 

junts, than Learned, or Good. The Learned Man 

1 ro _ rofits others, rather than himſelf; the Good 

comrins poſſi an, rather himſelf than others : Bur the 


Princeps, iſs, Prince commands others, and doth himſelf. 
— ſimul & by The wiſe Lycurgws gave no Law, bur what 
uy. himſelf kept. Sylla and Lyſander did not 
1 wa ſ> : the one living extreamly diffolute him- 
Lyſander, ſelf, inforced Frugality by the Laws ; the 

other permitted thoſe Licences to others, 


to the Philoſopher ; or of Peetry to' the D+- 
vine ; or of State to the Politick. But that 
he which can feign a Commonwealth (which 
is the Poet ) can gown it with Counſels, 
ſtrengthen it with Laws, corre it with 
Fudgments , inform it with Religion; and 
Morals, is all theſe. We do not require in 
him meer Elocution, or an excellent Faculty 
in Verſe, but the exat Knowledge of all 
Vertues, and their Contraries ; with ability 
to render the one lov'd, the other hatred, 
by his proper embatceling them. The Phi- 
loſophers did infolently, co challenge only 
to themſelves that which the greatelt Gene- 
rals, and graveſt Counſellors never durſt, For 
\uch had rather do, than promiſe the beſt 
ehings. 

Some Controverters in Divinity are like 
Swaggerers in a Tavern, that catch that 
which ſtands next them, the Candleſtick, 
or Pots ; turn every thing into a Weapon ; 
oft-rimes they fight blind-fold , and both 
beat the Air. The one milks a He-goat, 
the other holds under a Sieve. Their Argu- 
ments are as fluxive as Liquor ſpilt upon a 
Table, which with your Finger you may 
drain as you will. Such Controverſies, or 
Diſputations, ( carried with more Labour 
than Profit) are odious; where moſt times 
the Truth is loſt in the midſt, or left un- 
touch'd. And the Fruit of their Fight is, 
that they ſpit one upon another , and are 
both defhil'd. Theſe Fencers in Religion I 
like not. 

The Body hath certain Diſeaſes, that are 
with leſs evil colerated, than removed. As 
it to cure a Leproſie, a Man ſhould bath 
| himſelf with the warm Blood of a mur- 
thered Child : So in the Church, ſome Er- 
' rors may be diflimuled with lefs inconveni- 
- ence, than can be diſcovered. 

Men that talk of their own Benefits, are 


Controverſ, 
Scriptores, 


More Andaba» 
tarum, qui 
clauſis oculis 


pugnant. 


Morbi. 


Tallantia in- 


which himſelf abſtained from. But the | not believ'd to talk of them, becauſe they 7empeſtive, 


Princes's Prudence is his chief Art and Safety. 
In his Counſels and Deliberations he fore- 
ſees the future Times : In the equity of his 
Judgment , he hath remembrance of the 
palt, and knowl:dge of what is to be done, 
or avoided for the preſent. Hence the Per- 
ſians gave out their Cyrus to have been 
nurs'd by a Bitch, a Creature to encounter 
it, as of ſagacity to ſeek out Good 3 ſhew- 
ing, that Wiſdom may accompany Fortitude, 
or it leaves to be, and puts on the name of 
RK aſhmeſs. 

There be ſome Men are born only to ſuck 
out the Poyſon of Books : Habent venenum 
pro viitu: imo, pro deliciis, And ſuch are 


Crs 


De malign, 
fludentium, 


have done them 3 but to have done them, 

' becauſe they might talk of them. That 
! which had been great, if another had re- 
' ported it of chem, vaniſheth , and is no- 
' thing, if he that did it ſpeak of it. For 
Men, when they cannot deſtroy the Deed, 
will yet be glad to take advantage of the 
Boaſting, and leflen i. 

I have ſeen, that Poverty makes men do 
unfr things z but honeſt men ſhould not 
do them ; they ſhould gain otherwiſe. 
; Though a man be hungry, he ſhould nor 
' play the Paraſite. That Hour wherein I 
; would repent me to be honeſt, there were 
' ways enow open for me to be rich. But 


they that only relliſh the obſcene and foul | Flattery is a fine Pick-lock of tender Ears 3 


things in Poers ; which makes the Profeftion 
taxed, But by whom ? Men that watch 
for it; and (had they not had this hint) 
are ſo unjuſt Valuers of Letters, as they 
think no Learning good, but what brings 
in Gain. It ſhews, they themſelves would 
never have been of the Proteflions they 
are, bur for the Profics and Fees, Bur, if 
another Learning , well uſed, can inſtruct 
ro Good Lite, inform Manners, no leſs per- 
ſuade and lead Men, than they threaten 
and compel , and have no Reward; is ic 
theretore the worle Study ? I could never 
thiak the Study of Wi/dom contind only 


| eſpecially of thoſe whom Fortune hath born 
high upon their Wings, that ſubmit their 
Dignity and Authority to it, by a ſoothing 
of themſelves. For indeed Men could ne- 
ver be taken, in that abundance, wich the 
Springes of others Flattery , if they began 
not there ; if they did bur remember, how 
much more profitable the bitterneſs of Trurh 
were, than all che Honey diſtilling from a 
whoriſh Voice, which 1s not Praiſe, but 
Poiſon. But now it is come to that extream 
Folly, or rather Madnelſs, with ſome; that 
he that flatters them modeſtly, or ſparingly, 
is thought to malign them. If cheir Friend 


Adulatio. 


conlent - 
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De vita huma- 
nd 


De pin Oy pro- 
bs. 


Mayes Aulici. 


Impiorum que- 
rela. 


Auguſtine 
Varus. 
Tiberius. 


Nobilium In- 
genia. 


—_” 


conſent not to their Vices, thongh he do 


of the Diſh, and of the Sp:r, that wait 
their Turns, as my Lord has his Feaſts, and 
Guelts. 

I bave confidered, our whole Life is like 


a Play: Wherein every Man torgerful of 


There is a great variation berween him, Principum va- 
not contradict them ; he is neverthelets an | that is rais'd to the Soweraignty, by the fa- 
Enemy. When they doall things the worſt | vour of his Peers; and him that comes to 
way, even then they look for praiſ:. Nay, : it by the ſuffrage of the People. The firſt 5afs jur bore- 
they will hire Fellows to flatter chem with holds wich more difficuley 3 becauſe he hath dirarium Prins 
Suirs, and Suppers, and to proſticure their | to do with many, that think themſelves his 4#7— | 
Judgments. They have Livery-friends, Friends | Equals; and rais'd him for their own great- 


i nef6, and oppreſſion of the reſt. The later 
| hach no Upbraiders z but was raisd by 
' them, that ſought to be defended from Op- 


; prethion : whole end is both the eafier, and 


the honeſter to fſacisfie. Beſide, while he 


himſelf, is in travail with expreflion of an- | hath che People to friend, who are a Mul- 


other, 
thers, as we cannot (when irc is necellary) 
return co our 1:1ves : like Children, that 
imitate the Vices of Stammerers 1o long,till at 
laſt they become fuch ; and make the ha- 
bic eo another Nature, as it is never forgortren. 

Good men are the Stars, the Planets of the 
Aves wherein they live, and illuſtrate the 
Times. God did never let them be wanting 
to the World : As Abel, for an Example of 
Innocency ; Enoch of Purityz Noah of 
Truſt in God's Mercies; Abraham of Faith, 
and fo of the reſt. Theſe fenfual Men 
thought mad, becauſe they would not be 
Partakers or Praciſers of their madnels. 
But chey plac'd high on the top of all Ver- 
tue, look'd down on the Stage of the 
World, and contemned the Play of For- 
tune. For though the moſt be Players, 
ſome muſt be Spetaters. 

I have diſcovered, that a feign'd famili- 
arity in great ones, is a note of certain u- 
ſurpation on the leſs, For great and popu- 
lar Men, feign themſelves to be Servants to 
others, to make choſe Slaves to them. So 
the Fiſher provides Baits for the Trowee, 
Roch, Dace, &c. that they may be Food to 
him. 

The Complaint of Caligula, was moſt wick- 
ed, of the Condition of his Times: when 
he ſaid; They were not famous by any 
publick Calamity, as the Reign of uguſtx 
was, by the defeat of Varw, and the Legr 
ons; and that of Tiberim, by the falling of 
the Theatre at lidene : whilſt his oblivion 
was Eminent, through the proſperity of his 
Aﬀairs. As that other Voice of his, was 
worthier a Headſ{-man, than a Head ; 
when he wiſhed the People of Rome had 
but one Neck. But he tound ( when he 
fell) they had many Hands. A Tyrant, 
how great and mighty ſoever he may ſeem 
to Coweards and Sluggards, is but one Crea- 
ture, one Animal. 

I have mark'd among the Nobility, fome 
are {o addicted to the Service of the Prince, 
and Common-wealth, as they look not for 
Spoil ; ſuch are to be honour'd and lov'd. 
There are others, which no Obligation 
will faſten on 3 and they are of ewo forts. 
The firſt are ſuch as love their own caſe : 
or, out of Vice, of Nature, or Selt-directi- 
on, avoid Buſineſs and Care. Yer, theſe 
che Prince may uſe with ſafety. The 
other remove themſelves upon Craft and 
Deſign (as the Architets lay) with a preme- 
dicated Thought to their own, rather than 
their Prince's Profit. Such ler the Prince take 
heed of, and not doubt to reckon in the Liſt 
of his open Enenues. 


Nay, we 1o inſiſt in imitating o- } titude, he hath the leſs fear of the Nobility, 
' who are but few. Nor let the common 
; Proverb of (He that builds on the People, 


builds on the Dirt) diſcredit my Opinion : 
For that hath only Place, where an ambitci- 
ous, and private Perſon, for ſome popular 
End, truſts in them againſt che publick Ju- 
ſtice and Magiſtrate. There they will leave 
him. But when a Prince governs them, fo 
as they have ſtill need of his Adminiſtrati- 
on (tor that is his Art) he ſhall ever make, 
and hold chem faichful. 


by himſelf, bur by his Miniſters : ſo he may 
ſave himſelf, and his dignity with his Peo- 
ple, by facrificing thole , when he liſt, 
faith the great Dodtor of State, Macchiavell. 
Bur I fay, he puts off Man, and goes into 
a Beaſt, that is Cruel. No Vertue is a Prin- 
ce's own, or becomes him more, than this 
Clemency: And no Glory is greater, than 
to be able to fave with his Power. Many 
puniſhments ſometimes, and in ſome Calſcs 
as much diſcredit a Prince, as many Fune- 
rals a Phyſician. The ſtate of things is fe- 
cur'd by Clemency ; Severity repreſleth a 
tew, bur it irritates more. * The lopping of 
Trees makes the Boughs ſhoot out thicker ; 
And the taking away of fome kind of Ene- 


gracious in a Prince to Pardon, when many 
about him would make . him Cruelz to 
think then, how much he can fave, when 
others tell him how much he can deſtroy: 
not to conſider, what the imporence of 0- 
thets hach demoliſh'd ; but what his own 
| mrs can ſuſtain. Theſe are a Prince's 
ertues ; And they that give him other 
Countels, are but the Hangman's Factors. 
He that is cruel co halts, ( faith che ſaid 
St. Nicolas) loſeth no lefs the Opportunity 
of his Cruelty, than of his Benefits : For 
chen to uſe his Cruelty, is too late ; and to 
uſe his Favours will be interprered Fear and 
Neceflity ; and fo he loferh che Thanks. 
Still the Counſel is Cruelty. But Princes by 
harkning to cruel Counſels, become in time 
obnoxious to the Authors, their Flatterers, 
and Miniſters; and are brought to char, 
that when they would, chey dare not change 
them : they muſt go on, and detend Cruct 
ty with Cruelty : they cannot alter the Habit. 
It is then grown neceſlary, they muſt be as 
ill, as thule have made them : And in the 
end they will grow more hateful co cthem- 
ſelves than to their Subjzcts. Whereas, on 
the contrary, the Merciful Prince is fate in 
Love, not i1 Fear. He nceds no Emilla- 
ries, Spies, Intcelligencers, to intrap true 
Subjects. He tears no Libels, no Treafons. 


A Prince ſhould exerciſe his Cruelty, not Clementie. 


pe, ubi lemtay, 


mies, increaſeth che number. Ie is then moſt plus pollear in 


. 
H:s 
- 


rid. 
—Firmiſſima 
wer omnium 


Macchiavel, 


* Haud infins 


ars in Princt- 
ubi ſeveritas-- 


commune bq- 
num callere., 


Clementia tus 
telat opima. 
St. Nicolas, * 
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Religio. Palla- 
dium Homer1. 


Scranus, 


Wir erat 4 
Prenceps. 


His People ſpeak what they think; and 
talk openly what they do in ſecret. They 
have nothing in their Breaſts, that they need 
a Cipher for. He is guarded with his own 
Benefics. 5 
The ſtrength of Empire is in Religion. 
What elſe is the Palladium, (with Homer) 
that kept Troy ſo long from ſacking? Nothing 
more commends the Soveraign to the Sub- 
je, than it. For he that is Religious, muſt 
be Merciful and Juſt neceſſarily. And they 
are too ſtrong ties upon Mankind. Juſtice 
is the Vertue that Innocence rejoiceth in. 
Yet even that is not always fo ſafe ; but it 
may love to ſtand in the ſight of Mercy. 
For ſometimes Misfortune is made a Crime, 
and then Innocence is ſuccour'd no lefs than 
Vertue. Nay , oftentimes Vertue is made 
Capital: and through the Condition of the 
times, it may happen, that that may be pu- 
niſh'd with our praiſe. Let no Man there- 
fore murmur at the Actions of the Prince, 
who is plac'd fo far above him. It he offend, 
he hath his Diſcoverer. God hath a height 
beyond him. But where the Prince is good, 
Euripides ſaith : God is a Gueſt im a buman Body. 
bere is nothing with ſome Princes ſacred 
above their Majeſty; or prophane, but 
what violates their Scepters. But a Prince 
with ſuch Counſel, is like the God Terminas, 
of Stone, his own Land-mark ; or (as it 
is in the Fable) a crowned Lyon. It is 
dangerous offending ſuch an one ; who be- 
ing angry, knows not how to forgive. That 
cares not to do any thing, for maintaining, 
or inlarging of Empire; kills not Men, or 
Subjets ; but deſtroyeth whole Countries, 
Armies, Mankind, Male and Female; 
Guilty or not Guilty ; Holy or Prophane : 
Yea, ſome that have not ſeen —_— 'All 
is under the Law of their Spoil and Licence. 
But Princes that negle& their proper Office 
thus, their Fortune is often times to draw a 
Scianws, to be near about him 3 who will at 
laſt affe& to get above him, and put them 
in a worthy fear, of rooting both them 
out and their Family. For no Men hate an 
evil Prince more, than they that help'd to 
make him ſuch. And none more boaſting- 
ly weep his ruine, than they, that pro- 
curd and practis'd it. The ſame Path leads 
to Ruine, which did to Rule, when Men 
profeſs a Licence in Governing. A good King 
15 a publick Servant. 

A Prince without Letters, is a Pilot with- 
out Eyes. All his Government is groping, 
In m——_—_— it is a moſt happy thing, not 
to be compelled ; but fo it is the molt milſe- 
rable not to be counſell'd. And how can 
he be counſell'd that cannot ſee to read the 
beſt Counſellors (which are Books.) For they 
neither flatter us, nor hide from us ? He may 
hear, you will ſay. But how ſhall he always 
be ſure to hear Truth ? or be counſell'd the 
beſt chings, not the ſweeteſt ? They ſay 
Princes learn no Art truly, but the Art of 
Hor/e manſhip. The reaſon is, the brave Beaſt 
is no flattercr, He will throw a Prince as ſoon 
as his Groom. Which is an Argument, that 
the good Counſzllors to Princes are the belt 
inſtruments of a good Age. For though the 
Pr:ce himiclt be of molt prompe inclination 
to all Vertue: Yet the belt Pilots have nced 


of Mariners, beſide Sails, Anchor, and other 


Tackle. 

If Men did know, what ſhining Ferters, Charafer 
gilded Miſerics, and painted Happinefs, FTInciyes. 
Thrones and Scepters weie, there would 
not be ſo frequent ſtrife about the getting or 
holding of them : There would be more 
Principalities than Princes. For a Irince is the 
Paſtor of the People» He ought to ſheer, 
not to flea his Sheep 3 to take their Fleeces, 
not their Fells. Who were his Enemies be- 
fore, being a private Man, become his Chil- 
dren now he is publick. He is the Soul 
of the Common-wealth ; and ought to che- 
riſh it. as his own Body. Alexander the Alexander 
Great was wont to ſay : He hated that Gardi- © 
ner, that pluck'd bis Herbs, or Flowers up by 
the Roots, A Man may milk a Beaſt till che 
Blood come : Churn Milk, and it yieldeth 
Butter z but wring the Noſe and the Blood 
followeth. He is an ill Prizce that fo pulls 
his Subjects Feathers, as he would not have 
them grow again : that makeshis Exchequer a 
Receipt for the Spoils of thoſe he Governs. 
No, let him keep his own, not affe& hs 
Subjects : ſtrive rather to be calld Juſt chan 
Powerful. Not, like the Romans Tyrans, 
affeft the Surnames that grows by human 
llaughters: Neither to ſeek War in Peace, 
or Peace in War : but to obſerve Faith given, 
though to an Enemy. Study Piety toward 
the Subjed : Shew care to defend him. Be 
ſlow to puniſh in diverſe Caſes ; bur be a 
ſharp and ſevere Revenger of open Crimes. 
Break no Decreces, or ditlolve no Orders, to 
flacken the ſtrength of Laws. Chooſe neither 
Magiſtrates Ciwvii or Eccleſiaſtick, by Favour 
or Price : but with long diſquiſition, and re- 
port of their worth, by all Suffrages. Sell 
no Honours, nor give them haſtily ; but be- 
ſtow them with nſel, and for Reward ; 
if he do acknowledge it, (though late) and 
mend it. For Princes are eaſie to be deceiv'd. 
And what Wiſdom can eſcape it ; where ſo 
many Court-Arts are ſtudied ? But above all, 
the Prince is to remember, that when the 
great Day of Account comes, which nei- 
ther Magiſtrate nor Prince can ſhun, there 
will be requir'd of him a Reckoning for 
thoſe whom he hath ceruſted ; as for himſelf, 
which he muſt = And if Piety be 
wanting in the Prieſts, Equity in the Judges, 
or the Magiſtrate be rated at a Price ; 
what Juſtice or Religion is to be RN ? 
whichare the only two Attributes make Kings 
a-kin to Gods; and is the Delpbick Sword, both 
to kill Sacrifices, and to chaſtiſe Offenders. 

When a Vertuous Man is rais'd, it brings De Gratio/s. 
gladneſs to his Friends ; grief to his Enemies, 

and Glory to his Poſtericy. Nay his Ho- 

nours are a great part of the Honour of the 

Times : when by this means he is grown to 

Active Men an Example z to the Sloathful a 

Spur; to the Envious a Puniſhment. 

He, which is ſole Heir to many Rich Men, Dives. 
having (beſide his Father's, and Uncle's) che 
Eſtates of diverſe his Kindred come to him 
by acceſſion ; muſt needs be richer chan 
Father or Grand-father : So they which are 
left Heirs ex Aſe, of all their Anceſtors Heredes ex 
Vices; and by their good husbandry im- Ae 
prove the old, and daily purchaſe new; 
muſt needs be Wedlthier in Vice, and 

have 
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Fures Publici, The 


Iewis x1. 


Dc Innocentid. 


have a greater revenue, or ſtock of ill to 
ſpend on. 

eat Thieves of a State are lightly 
the Officers of the Crown ; they hang the 
leſs ſtill; play the Pikes in the Pond ; eat 
whom they liſt. The Net was never ſpread 
tor the Hawk or Buzzard that hure us, but 
che harmleſs Birds, they are good Mear. 


Dat veniam corvis, vexat cenſura columbas. 
Non rete Accipitri tenditur, neque mil. 


But they are not always fate, though 
eſpecially, when chey meer with wiſe Ma- 
ſters. They can take down all the huff, and 
fivelling of their Looks; and like dexterous 
Auditors, place the Counter, where he ſhall 
value nothing. Lee them bue remember 
Lews the Eleventh, who to a Clerk of the 
Excbebuer, that came to be Lord Treaſurer, 
and had (for his Device) repreſented him- 
ſelf fitting upon Fortunes Wheel : told him, 
he might do well to faſten is with a good 
ſtrong Nail, leſt curning abour, it might bring 
him, where he was again. As indeed it did. 

A good Man will avoid the ſpot of an 
Sin. The very aſperſion is grievous : whic 
makes him chooſe his way in his Lite, as he 
would in his Journey. The Ii-man rides 
through all confidently 3 he is coated and 
booted for it. The oftner he offends, the 
more openly ; and the fouler, the fitter in 
faſhion. His modeſty like a riding Coar, 
the more it is worn, is the lefs car'd for. It 
is good cnough for the Dure ſtill; and 
the ways he travels in. An Imocent Man 
needs no Eloquence : his Innocence is inſtead of 
ic : elſe I had never come off ſo many times 
from theſe Preczvices, whither Mens Malice 
hath purſued me. It is true, I have been 
accus'd to the Lords, to the King ; and by 
great ones : but it happen'd my Accuſers 
had not thought of the Accufation wich 
themſelves; and fo were driven tor want 
of Crimes, to uſe Invention, which was 
found flander : or too late, (being entred fo 
far) to ſeek ſtarting Holes tor their raſhnels, 
which were not given them. And then they 
may think, what Accuſation that was like 
to prove, when they, that were the Ingi- 
neers, fear'd to be the Authors. Nor were 
chey content, to feign things againſt me, 
but to urge things feign'd by the Ignorant, 
againſt my Profeflion ; which though from 
their hired and mercenary Impudence, I 
might have paſs'd by, as granted to a Na- 
tion of Barkers, that let out their Tongues 
to lick others fores ; yet I durſt not leave 
my ſelf undefended, having a Pair of Ears 
unskiltul co hear Lyes ; or have thoſe things 
ſaid of me, which 1 could eruly prove of 
them. They objected, making of exles to 
me, when I could obje& to moſt of them, 
their not being able to read them, but as 
worthy of ſcorn. Nay, they would offer 
to urge mine own Writings againſt me ; 
but by pieces, (which was an excellent way 
of Malice) as it any Mans Context, mighe 
not ſeem dangerous, and offentive, if that 
which was knit, co what went before, were 
defrauded of his beginning ; or that things 
by themſelves ucter'd, might not ſeem fſub- 
jet to Calumny, which read entire, would 
appear moſt free. Ar laſt they upbraided 


ſtick ; ſober of Diet, ſimple of Habit; fru- 
gal, painful; a good Counſellor to me 3 
that keeps me from Crueley, Pride, or other 
more delicate Impertinences ; which arc 
the Nurſe-Children of Riches. But ler 
them look over all the great and mon- 
ſ{trous Wickedneſles, they ſhall never find 
thoſe in poor Families. They are the Ifſue of 
the wealthy Giants, and the mighty Hun- 
ters : Whereas no great Work, or worthy 
of Praiſe, or Memory, but came out of 
poor Cradles. Ir was the ancient poverty 
that founded Common: weals; buile Cities; 
invented Arts ; made wholſom Laws; ac- 
med Men againſt Vices; rewarded them 
with their own Vertues; and preſerv'd che 
Honour and State of Nations, cill they be- 
tray 'd themſelves to Riches. 


Mind. He that can order himſelf to the 
Law of Nature, is not only withour the 
ſenſe,but the fear of Poverty.O ! bur to ſtrike 
blind the People wich our Wealth and Pomp, 
is the thing | what a wretchedneſs is this, to 
thruſt all our Riches outward, and be Beg- 
gars within ; to contemplate nothing, buc 
the little, vile, and fordid things of the 
World ; not the great, noble, and precious? 
We ſerve our avarice; and not content with 
the good of the Eatth, that is offer'd us, 
we ſearch, and dig for the Evil that is hid- 
den. God offer'd us thoſe things, and plac'd 
them at hand, and near us, that he knew 
were profitable for us; but the hurtful 
he laid deep, and hid. Yet do we ſeck on- 
ly the things whereby we may periſh ; and 
bring them forth, when God and Nature 
hath buried them. We cover ſuperfluous 
things, when it were more honour for us, 
it we could contemn neceſſary. What need 
hath Nature of Silver Diſhes, multicudes of 
Waiters, delicate Pages, perfum'd Napkins ? 
She requires Meat only, and hunger is not 
ambitious. Can we think no Wealth e- 
nough, but fuch a ſtate, for which a Man 
may be brought into a Premunire,begg'd,pre- 
{crib'd, or poyſond? O ! if a Man could 
reſtrain the fury of his Gullet and Groin, 
and ehink how many Fires, how many Kit- 
chins, Cooks, Paſtures, and ploug'd Lands; 
what Orchards, Stews, Ponds, and Parks, 
Coops, and Garners he could ſpare : What 
Velvets, Tiflues, Imbroideries, Laces he could 
lack; and then how ſhort and uncertain 
his Life is; he were in a better way to - 4 
ineſs, than to live the Emperor of theſs 
Delighss ; and be the Di&ator of Faſhions : 
But we make our fclves Slaves to our Plea- 
(lures; and we ſerve Fame, and Ambition, 
which is an equal Slavery. Have not I ſeen 
che pomp of a whole Kingdom, and what 
a foreign King could bring hicher ? Alſo 
to make himſelf gaz'd and wonder'd at, 
laid forth as it were to the ſhew, and va- 
niſh all away in a day ? And ſhall that 
which could nor fill the expeRation of tew 
hours , entertain, and take up our whole 
Lives? when even it appear'd as ſuperfluous 
eo the Poſleflors, as to me that was a Specta- 
cor. The bravery was ſhewn, ic was nor 
polleſs\4 while it boaſted ir ſelf, ic periſh'd. 


| [r is vile, and a poor thing to placs our hap- 
XXXXx pinets 
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my Poverty; I confeſs, ſhe is my Dome- 


Money never made any Man rich, but his Ama nummi. 
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pineſs on theſe Deſires. Say we wanted them 
all. Famine ends famine. 


De mollibus & There is nothing valiant, or folid to be 


effeminatis, 


De [i iltitias 


De ſibi mo- 
leſts. 


hop'd for from ſuch, as are always kempr'd 
and perfum'd; and every day ſmell of the 
Taylor. The exceedingly curious, that are 
wholly in mending ſuch an impertection 
in the Face, in taking away the Morphew 
in the Neck 3 or bleaching their hands at 
Mid-night, gumming and bridling their 
Beards, or making the waſte ſmall, binding 
it with Hoops, while the Mind runs at 
waſte : Too much pickedneſs is not manly. 
Not from thoſe that will jeſt at their own- 
outward Imperfetions,but hide their Ulcers 
within, their Pride, Luſt, Envy, ill Nature, 
with all the Art and Authority they can. 
Theſe Perſons are in danger 3 For whilſt 
they think to juſtific cheir Igrorance by 
Impudence ; and their Perſons by Cloaths 
and outward Ornaments, they uſe but a 
Commillion to deceive themſelves. Where, 
if we will look with our Underſtanding, 
and not our Senſes, we may behold Vertue 
and Beauty (though cover'd with Rags) in 
their brightneſs; and Vice and Detormity 
ſo much the fouler, in having all the ſplen- 
dor of Riches to gild them, or the falſe 
light of Honour and Power to help them. 
Yet this is that, wherewith the World is ta: 
ken, and runs mad to gaze on : Cloaths and 
Titles, the Birdlime of Fool:. 

What petty things they are, we wonder 
at? like Children, that eſteem every Trifle ; 
and prefer a Fairing before their Fathers : 
what difference is between us and them ? 
but that we are dearer Fools, Cockſcombs, 
at a higher rate? They are pleas'd with 
Cocklethels, Whiſtles, Hobby-horſes, and 
ſuch like : we with Statues, Marble Pillars, 
Pictures, gilded Roofs, where underneath 
is Lath and Lyme perhaps Lome. Yet, 
we take Pleaſure in the Lye, and are glad 
we can cozen our ſelves. Nor is it only in 
our Walls and Seilings; but all that we call 
Happinefs, is meer Painting and Gilt : 
and all tor Money: what a thin Membrane of 
Honour that is ? and how hath all crue Re- 
putation faln, ſince Money began to have 
any ? yet the great Herd, the Multitude ; 
that in all other things are divided ; in this 
alone conſpire and agree : To love Money. 
They wiſh for it, they embrace it, they 
adore itz while yer it 1s poſleſt with grea- 
ter ſtir and torment than it is gotten. 

Some Men, what loſſes ſfoever they have, 
they make them greater : and if they have 
none, even all, that is not gotten, 1s a 
loſs. Can there be Creatures of more 
wretched Condition, than theſe 3 that conti- 
nually labour under their own miſery, and 
others envy 2 A Man ſhould ſtudy other 
things, not to covert, not to fear, not to 
repent him : To make his Baſe ſuch, as 
no Tempeſt ſhall ſhake him : to be fſe- 
cure of all Opinion ; and pleaſing to him- 
ſel, even for that, wherein he diſpleaſerh 
others. For the worlt Opinion gotten for 
doing well, ſhould delight us: would'it not 
thou be juſt, but for Fame ; thou ought'ſt 
to be it with Infamy : He that would have 
his Virtue publiſhed, is not the Servant of 
Vertue, but Glory. 


It «s a dangerous thing , when Mens Periculy« Me- 
Minds come to ſojourn with their Aﬀe&tions, {= 


and their Diſeaſes eat into their Strength : 
that when too much deſire, and greedi- 
neſs of Vice, hath made the Body unfit, 
or unprofitable ; it is yet gladded with the 
ſight, and ſpeRacle of it in others: and for 
want of ability to be an Actor ; is content 
to be a Witneſs. Ir enjoys the Pleaſure of 
ſinning , in beholding others ſin; as in 
Dicing, Drinking, Drabbing, &c. Nay, 
when it cannot do all theſe, ic is offended 
with his own narrownels, that excludes it 
from the univerſal Delights of Man-kind ; 
and ofr-times dyes of a Melancholy, that it 
cannot be vitious enough. 


I am glad, when 1 ſce any Man avoid Falſe ſpecies 
the Infamy of a Vice; but to ſhun the f«gende. 


Vice it felt were better. Till he do that, 
he is bue like the Prentice, who being loth 
to be ſpied by his Maſter, coming forth of 
Black-Lucy, went in againy to whom his 
Maſter cried ; the more thou runneſt chac 
way to hide thy ſelf, the more chou art in 
the Place. So are thoſe, that keep a 'Ta- 
vern all day ; that they may not be ſeen 
at night, I have know Lawyers, Divine: 1 
yea, great ones of this Hereſie. 


There is a greater Reverence had of pecipinw ſpe- 
things remote, or ſtrange to us, than of cie. 


much better, it they be nearer, and fall 
under our ſenſe. Men, and almoſt all fore 
of Creatures, have their Reputation by di- 
ſtance. Rivers, the farther they run, and 
more from their Spring, the broader they 
are, and greater. And where our Original 
is known, we are the leſs confident : A- 
mong Strangers we truſt Fortune. Yet a 
Man may live as renown'd at home, in his 
own Country, or a private Village, as in 
the whole World. For it is Vertue that 
gives Glory : That will Endenizon a Man 
every where. It is only chat can Naturalize 
him. A Native, if he be Vitious, deſerves 
to be a Stranger, and caſt out of the Com- 
mon-wealth as an Alien. 


A adejetied Countenance, and mean prjegio Aulic. 


Clothes, beget often a contempt ; but it is 
with the ſhalloweſt Creatures : Courtters 
commonly look up even with them in a 
new vuit ; you get above *em ſtreight. No- 
thing is more ſhort-liv'd than Pride : It is 
but while their Clothes laſt ; ſtay but while 
theſe are worn out, you cannot wiſh the 
thing more wretched or dejected. 


Poetry and Pifure, are Arts of a like Na- pyſs, o& Pi- 
ture; and both are bulie about imitation. &#ura. 
It was excellently faid of Plutarch, Poetry Plutarch. 


was a ſpeaking Picture, and Pifure a mute 
Poeſie. For they both invent, feign, and 
deviſe many things, and accomodate all 
they invent to the uſe and ſervice of Na- 
ture. Yet of the two, the Pen is more 
noble than the Pencil. For that can ſpeak 
to the Underſtanding ; the other, bur to 
the Senſe. They both behold Pleaſure and 
Profit, as their common Obje&t; bur ſhould 
abſtain from all baſe Pleaſures, leſt they 
ſhould err from their end : and while they 
ſeek to better Men's Minds, deſtroy their 
Manners. They both are born Artificers, 
not made. Nature is more powertul in 
them than Study. 

IWhoſcever 


—__——  —_— 
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De Pilura. = IWhoſcever loves not Picture, is injurious to 
Truth : and all the Wiſdom of Poetry. Pi- 
ure is the invention of Heaven : the moſt 
ancient, and moſt a-kin to Nature. It is 
it ſelf a filent Work : and always of 
one and the ſame Habit : Yet it doth fo 
enter, and penetrate the inmoſt Afﬀection 
(being done by an excellent Acrtificer) as 
ſometimes it overcomes the power of Speech 
and Oratory. There are diverſe Graces in 
it; fo are there in the Artiticers. One excels 
in Care, another in Reaſon, a third in Ea- 
ſineſs, a fourth in Nature and Grace. 
Some have Diligence and Comelinels; but 
they wane Majeſty. They can expreſs a 
human Form in all the Graces, Sweerneſs 
and Elegancy ; but they miſs the Authority. 
They can hit nothing but ſmooth Cheeks 3 
they cannot expreſs roughneſs or gravity. 
Others aſpire co Truth {o much, as they 
are rather lovers of Likeneſs than Beauty. 
Zeuxy and Parrbaſim, are ſaid to be Con- 
temporaties : The firſt, found out the 
Reaſon of Lights and Shadows in Pi- 
ure : the other, more ſiubtilly examined 
the Lines. 

In Pilure, Light is requir'd no lefs than 
Shadow : (o in ſtile, height, as well as hum- 
bleneſs.But beware they be not too humble ; 
Pliny. as Pliny pronounc'd of Regulw's Writings. 
You would think them written, not on a 
Child, but by a Child, Many, out of their 
own obſcene Apprehenfions, retuſe pro- 
per and fit Words ; as Occupy, Nature, and 
the like : So the curious induſtry in ſome 
of having all alike good, hath come nearer 
a Vice than a Vertuse. 

Pitture took her feigning from Poetry; from 
Geometry her Rule, Compaſs, Lines, Pro- 
portion, and the whole Symmetry. Parrhaſins 
was the firſt won Reputation, by adding 
Symmetry to Picture: he added ſubtilty to 
the Countenance, elegancy to the Hair, 
Love-lines to the Face; and by the publick 
Voice of all Artificers, deſerved honour in 
the outer Lines. Eupompws gave it ſplendor 
by Numbers, and other Elegancies. From 
the Opricks it drew Reaſons; by which it 
conſidered, how things plac'd at diſtance, 
and a far off, ſhould appear I:is : how a- 
bove, or beneath the Head, ſhould deceive 
the Eye, &c. So from thence it took Sha- 
dows, Receſſor, Light, and Heighenings. 
From moral Ph:loſophy ic took the Soul, the 
expreſſion of Senſes, Pereurbations, Man- 
ners, when they would paint an Angry 
Perſon, a Proud, an Inconſitant, an =” 
tious, a Brave, a Magnanimous, a Juſt, a 
Merciful, a Compaſſionate, an Humble, a 
Dezodted, a Baſe, and the like; they 
made all Heightnings bright, all Shadows 
dark, all Swellings from a plane ; all Solids 
® Plin, yy * from breaking, See * where he complains of 
62+ 5+ 6. & their painting Chimers's, by the vulgar un- 
Jamey. lib, 8, aptly called ye Saying, that Men 


De flylb. 


& 7. who were born truly to ſtudy and emulate 
* Hwat. in Nature, did noching but make Monſters a- 
ane Fort, inſt Nature ; which * Horace fo laughe at. 
e Art Plajtick was moulding in Clay, or 

Porters Earth anciently.This is the Parent of 

Statuary Sculpture, Graving and Pitture ; cut- 

n — ting in Braſs and Marble, all ferve under 
a af". her. » Socrates taught Parrbaſins and Cl:ts 


——_—— 


(two noble Statuaries) firſt to expreſs Man- 
ners by cheir Looks in Imagery. © Polygntms, © 298m. 
and zglaophon were ancienter. After them Mat 
d Zenxis, who was the Law-giver to all * Zenxis. 
Painters : after © Parrhaſins. They were * Parrbaſus. 
Contemporaries, and liv'd both about, Pb:lip's 
time, the Father of Alexander the Great. 
There liv'd in this latrer Age fix famous 
Painters in Italy : who were excellent, and 
emulous of the Ancients: * Raphael de Urbino, * Raphael de 
Michel .ingelo Buonarots, Titian, Anteny of Urbrno, 
Correggis, Sebaſtian of Venice, Julio Remano, —_ —_ 
and Andrea Sartorio. Tein. wy 

The/e are Flatterers for their Bread, that Ant» de 
praiſe all my Oraculous Lord do's or ſays, £157 
be ic true or falſe ; invent Tales that ſhall #4 4? 
pleaſe : make Baits for his Lo:dſhips Ears: _ Ma 
and it they be not recciv'd in what they Andes Sarto- 
offer at, they ſhift a Pcint of the Com- 1. _ 
paſs, and turn their Tale, preſently rack 74/1 ad 
about 3 deny what they conteſt, and con: atlas 
tels what they denied , fie their Diſcourſe 
to the Perſons and Occafions. What they 
ſnarch up and devour at one Table, utter 
at another : and grow ſuſpected of the M 1» 
ſter, hated of the Servants, while they in- 
quire, and reprehend, and compound, ai 
delate Buſinel; of the Houſe they have no- 
thing to do with ; They praiſe my Lerd's 
Wine, and the Sauce he likes; oblerve the 
Cook, and Botrlc-man, while they ſtand in 
my Lord's favour, ſpeak for a Penſion for 
them : but pound them to duſt upon my 
Lord's leaſt diſtaſte, or change of his Palate. 

How much better is it, to be filentz or at 
leaſt, to ſpeak ſparingly ! For it is not «&- 
nough to ſpeak good, but timely things. If 
a Man be asked a Queſtion, to anfwer, buc 
to repeat the Queſtion, before he an+ 
{wer, is well, that he be ſure to underſtand 
ie, to avoid abſurdity. For it is Icfs diſho- 
nour, to hear imperfealy, than to ſpeak 
imperfectly. The Ears are excus'd, the 
Underſtanding is not. And in things un- 
known to a Man, not to give his Opinion, 
leſt by affeRation of knowing too much, he 
loſe the Credit he hath by ſpeaking , or 
knowing the wrong way, what he utters. 
Nor ſezk to get his Patrons favour, by 
imbarking himſelf in the Factions of the 
Family : to inquire atrer Domeſtick Simul- 
ties, their Sports or Aﬀetions. They are 
an odious and vile kind of Creatures, thar 
fly about the Houſe all day ; and picking 
up the Filth of the Houſe, like Pics or 
Swallows, carry it to their Neſt (the 
Lord's Ears) and otrcntimes report the 
Lyes they have tcign'd, for what they have 
keen and heard. | 

Theſe are call'd Inſtruments of Grace and mm; 6+riiles, 
Power, with great Perſons; but they are 
indeed the Organs of their impotency, 
and marks of weakneſs. For fuffi-ient 
Lords are able to make thele Diſcoveries 
themſelves. Neither will an honourable 
Perſon inquire, who eats and drinks to- 
gether, what that Mun plays, whom 
this Man loves; with whom ſuch a 
one walks; what diſcourſe they held, 
who fl:eps, with whom. They are baſe 
and ſervile Natures, that buſic themſclves a- 
bout theſe D.ſquiitions. How often have 
I ſren, (and worthily) theſs Cenlors 
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705 Diſcoveries. 
of the Family, undertaken by ſome honeſt | gether. Therefore like no private breed- 
Ruſtick, and cudgel'd thriftily ? Theſe are . ing. I would ſend them where their In- 
commonly the Off. ſcowring, and Dregs of j dultry ſhould be daily increasd by Praiſe; 
Men, that do theſe things, or calumniate o- | and that kindled by Emulation. Ir is a good 
thers : Yet 1 know not truly which is worſe; | thing to inflame the Mind : And though 
he that maligns all, or that praiſes all. There | Ambition ir ſelf be a Vice, it is often the 
is as great a Vicein praiſing, and as frequent, ' cauſe of great Veitue. Give me that Wir, 
as in detraQing., | whom praiſe excites, Glory puts on, or 
It pleas'd you Lordſhip of late, to ask my | Diſgrace Grieves , he is to be nouriſh'd with 
Opinion, touching the Education of your | Ambition, prick'd forward with Honour ; 
Sons, and eſpecially to the advancement of | check'd with Reprehenſion ; and never to 
their Studies. To which, though I re- | be ſuſpefed of Sloth. "Though he be given 
turn'd ſomewhat for the preſent ; which | to play, it is a ſign of Spirit, and livelineſs ; 
rather manifeſted a Will in me, than gave | ſo there be a mean had of their Sports and 
any juſt Reſolution to the thing propound- | Relaxations. And from the Rod or Ferul, 
ed : I have upon better cogitation call'd | | would have them free, as from the 
thoſe aids about me, both of Mind and Me- ! menace of them : tor it is both deformed 
mory; wkich ſhall venture my Thoughts clear- | and ſervile. : 
er, if not fuller, to your Lordſhips demand. ! For a Man to write well, there are requi- De fzls, & 
I confeſs, my Lord, they will ſeem but per- | red three Neceſlaries. To read the beſt primo ſcriben- 


ty and minute things I ſhall offer to you, be- | Authors, obſerve the beſt Speakers : and <1 geners, 
ing writ for Children, and of them. But | much exerciſe of his own Stile. 


In Stile ro 


Studies have their Infancy, as well as Crea- | conſider, what ought to be written ; and 


tures. Weſec in Mcn, even the ſtrongeſt 
Compoſitions had their beginnings from 
Milk and the Cradle; and the Wiſeſt tar- 
ried ſometimes about apting their Mouths to 
Letters and Syllables. In their Education 
therefore, the care muſt be the' greater had 
of their beginnings, to know, examine, and 
weigh their Natures ; which though they 
be proner in ſome Children to ſome Diſci- 
Plines; yet are they naturally prompt to 
taſte all by degrees, and with change. For 
change is a kind of refreſbing in Studies, 
and infuſzth Knowledge by way of Recre- 
ation. Thence the School it ſelf is call'd a 
Play or Game : and all Letters are fo beſt 
taught to Scholars. They ſhould not be 
afrighted, or dererr'd in their Entry, but 
drawn on with Exerciſe and Emulation. A 
youth ſhould not be made to hate ſtudy, 
before he know the Cauſes to love it : or 
taſte the bitterneſs before the ſweet ; but 
call'd on, and allur'd, intreated, and prai- 
ſed: Yea, when he deſerves it not. For 
which cauſe I wiſh them ſent to the beſt 
School, and a Publick; which I think the 
beſt. Your Lordſhip I fear hardly hears of 
that, as willing to breed them in your Eye, 
and at home; and doubting their Manners 
may be corrupted abroad. They arein more 
danger in your own Family, among ill Ser- 
vants, (allowing they be fate in their School- 
Maſter) than amongſt a Thouſand Boys, 
however immodeſt : would we did not ſpoil 
our own Children, and overthrow theic 
Manners our ſelves by roo much Indul- 
gence. To breed them at home, is to breed 
chem in a Shade.; where in a School they 


after what manner ; He muſt firſt think, 
and excogitate his Matter ; then chooſe his 
words, -and examine the weight of either. 
Then take care in placing, and ranking 
both Marter and Words, that the compolt- 
tion be comely 3 and to do this with dili- 
gence and often. No matter how flow the 
Stile be at firſt, ſo ic be labour'd and ac- 


| curate ; ſeek the belt, and be not glad of the 


forward Conceipts, or firſt Words, that offer 
chemſelves to us, but judges of what we in- 
vent ; and order what we approve. Repeat 
olren, what we have formerly written ; 
which beſide, that it helps the Conſe- 
quence, and makes the JunQure better, it 
quickens the heat of imagination, that often 
cools in the time of ſetting down, and gives 
it new ſtrength, as if it grew luſtier, by 
the going back. As we ſee in the conten- 
tion of leaping, they jump fartheſt, that 
ferch their Race largeſt : or, as in throwing 
a Dart or Javelin, we force back our Arms, 
to make our looke the ſtronger. Yet, if we 
have a fair Gale of Wind, I forbid not the 
ſteering out of our Sail, ſo the favour of the 
Gale deceive us not. For all that we in- 
vent doth pleaſe us in the Conception or 
Birth z elſe we would never ſer it down. But 
the ſafeſt is to return to our Judgment, and 
and handle over again thoſe things, the eaſi- 
neſs of which night make them juſtly ſu- 
Ipeted. So did the beſt Writers in their be- 
ginnings; they impos'd upon themſelves 
Care and indufiry. They did nothing raſh- 


ly. They obtain'd firſt ro write well and 
then C uſtom made it cafic and a Habir. 


| By little and little, their Matter ſhew'd ic 


have the light and heat of the Sun. They | felt ro 'em more plentifully ; their words 
are usd, and accuſtom'd to things and | aniwer'd, their compoſition followed'; and 
men. When they come forth into the ' all, as in a well-order'd Family, preſented 
Common-wealch, they find nothing new, | it ſelf in the Place. So that the ſum of 
or to ſeck. They have made their Friend- | all is : Ready writing makes not good 
ſhips and Aids; ſome to laſt their Age. | writing 3 but good writing brings on ready 
They hear what is commanded to others | writing : Yet when we think we have gor 
as well as themſelves. Much approv'd, ' the faculty, it is even then good to reſiſt 
much corrected; all which they bring to it : as to give a Horle a check ſometimes 
their own {tore and uſe, and learn as much with Bie, which doth not fo much ſtop his 
as they hear. Floquence would be but a | Courſe, as ſtir his Mettle. Again, whe- 
poor thing, if we ſhould only converſe with ther a Man's Genias is belt able to reach thi- 
lingularsz ſpeak but Man and Man t0- ther, it ſhould more and more contend, = 
an 
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and dilate ir felt, as Men ot low ſtature, 
raiſe themſelves on their Toes; and fo oft 
times get even, it not eminent. Beſides, as 
it is fit tor grown and able Writers to ſtand 
of themſelves , and work with their own 
ſtrength,co truſt and endeavour by their own 
faculties: ſo it is fit for the beginner, and 
learner, to ſtudy others, and the beſt. For 
the Mind, and Memory are more ſharp- 
ly exercisd in comprehending anorher 
Man's things, than our own ; and ſuch as 
accuſtom themſelves, and are tamiliar with 
the beſt Authors, ſhall ever and anon find 
ſomewhat of them in themſelves, and in the 
expreflion of their minds, even when they 
feel ic noc,be able to utter ſomthing liketheirs, 
which hath an Authoricy above their own. 
Nay, ſometimes it is the reward of a Mans 
ſtudy, the praiſe of quoting another Man 
ficly : And though a Man be more prone, 
and able for one kind of writing than ano- 
ther, yet he muſt exerciſe all. For as in an 
Inſtrument, ſo in Stile, there muſt be a har- 
mony, and conſenc of parts. 

I rake this labour in teaching others, that 
they ſhould not be always to be caught and 
I would bring my Precepts into practice. 
For Rules are ever of lefs torce, and value, 
than Experiments. Yet with this purpoſe, 
rather to ſhew the right way to thoſe that 
come after, than to detet any that have 
ſlipe before by error, and I hope it will be 
more profitable. For Men do more wil- 
lingly liſten, and with more favour to pre- 
cept, than reprehenſion. Among divers o- 
pinions of an Art, and molt of them con- 
trary in themſelves, it is hard to make ele- 
ion 3 and therefore, though a Man can- 
not invent new things after ſo many, he 
may do a welcom work yet to help Poſte- 
rity to judge rightly of the old. But Arts 
and Precepts avail nothing, except nature 
be heneficial, and aiding. And therefore 
theſe things are no more written to a dull 
diſpoſition, than rules of Husbandry to a 
Soil. No Precepts will profit a Fool ; no 
more than Beauty will the blind, or Muſick 
the deat. As we ſhould take care, that our 
ſtile in wricing, be neither dry, nor empty : 
we ſhould look again it be not winding, or 
wanton with far-ferche-deſcriptions; either 
1s a vice. But that is worſe which proceeds 
out of want, than that which riots our of 
plenty, The remedy of fruicfulneſs is eaſie, 

et no labour will help the contrary ; I will 
like, and praiſe ſome things in a young 
Writer z which yer it he continue in, I can- 
not, but juſtly hate him for the ſame. There 
isa time to be given all things for maturi- 
ty 3 and that even your Country-husband- 
man can teach 3 who to a young Plant will 
not put the proining Knite, becauſe it ſeems 
to fear the Iron, as not able to admir the 
ſcar. -No more would I tell a green Writer 
all his faules, leſt I ſhould make him grieve 
and faint, and at laſt deſpair. For noching 
doch more hurt, than to make him ſo afraid 
of all chings, as he can endeavour nothing. 
Theretore youth ought to be inſtructed be- 
times, and in the beſt things: for we hold 
thoſe longeſt, we rake ſooneſt. As the firſt 
ſcent of a Veſſel laſts: and the tin& the 
Wool firlt receives. Therefore a Maſter 


ſhould remper his own powers, and deſcend 
to the others infirmity. It you pour a glut 


of Water upon a Bottle, it receives little of 


ie; but wich a Funnel, and by degrees, you 
ſhall fill many of them, and fpill little of 
your own; to their capaciry they will all 
receive, and be full. And as it is hit to read 
the belt Authors ro youth firſt, fo let chem 
be of the openeſt, and cleareſt. As Livy 
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before 5aluſt, Sydney before Donne : and be- Saluft. 


ware of letting them tafte Gower, or Chaucer 
at firſt, leſt falling coo much in love with 
Anrtiquity,and nor apprehending the weight, 
they grow rough and barren in Language 
only. When their judgments are firm, and 
our of danger, let them read both, the old 
and the new : but no lefs take heed, thac 
their new Flowers, and ſweernefs do not as 
much corrupt, as the others drinefs, and 
{quallor, if they chuſe not carefully. Spen- 
cer, in affeting the Ancients writ no Lan- 
guage: Yet I would have him read tor his 
matter; but as Virgil read Ems, 
reading of Homer fr. Virgil is counfell'd by 
Quintilian , as the beſt way of intorming 
youth, and confirming Man. For betides 
that, the mind is rais'd wich the height, and 
ſublimity of fuch a Verſe, ic rakes ſpirit from 
the greatneſs of the matter, and is tincted 
with the beſt chings. Tragick, and Lyrick 
Poetry is good too: and Comick with the 
beſt, if the manners of the Reader be once 
in ſafety. In the Greek Poets, as alſo in 
Plautws, we ſhall fee the Oeconomy , and 
diſpoſition of Poems, better obſerved than 
in Terence, and the latter : who thought the 
ſole grace, and vertrue cf their Fable, the 
ſticking in of Sentences, as ours do the for- 
Cing in of Jeſts. 

We ſhould not proted our floath with the 
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Gower. 
Cbaucer. 


Spencer, 


The y irgil. 
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Plawws. 


Terence. 
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patronage of difficulty. Ir is a falſe quarrel fugiend. 


againſt nature, that ſhe helps underftand- 
ing; but in a few, when the moſt part of 
mankind are inclin'd by her chither, it they 
would take the pains; no lefs than Birds to 
fly, Horſes to run, &c. Which if they loſe, 
it is through their own ſluggiſhnels, and by 
that means become her Prodigies, not her 
Children. I confeſs, nature in Children is 
more patient of labour in ſtudy, than in 
age ; for the ſenſe of the pain, the judgment 
ot the labour is abſent, they do not mea- 
fure what they have done. And it is the 
thought, and conſideration, that affects us 
more, than the wearinefs it ſelf. Plato was 
not content witch the Learning, that Athens 
could give him, but fail'd into 1:aly tor Py- 
thagoras's knowledge : And yer not thinking 
himſelf ſufficiently inform'd, went into E- 
eypt to the Priefts, and learned their myſte- 
ries. He labourd, ſo muſt we. Many 
things may be learn'd rogether, and per- 
form'd in one point of time; as Muſicians 
exerciſe their Memory, their Voice, their 
Fingers, and ſometime their Head, and Feec 
at once. And fo a Preacher in the inven- 
tion of matter, eletion of words, compoti- 
tion of geſture, look, pronunciation, motion, 
uſerh all theſe faculties at once. And if we 
can expreſs this variery together, why ſhould 
not divers ſtudies, at divers hours delighe, 
when the variety is able alone to refreſh, and 
repair us? As when a Man is weary of 
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writing, to readz and then again of read- 
Mg, to write. Wherein, howſoever we do 
many things, yet are we (in a fort) till 
freſh to what we begin : we are recreated 
with change, as the Stomach is with Meats. 
But ſome will ſay, this variety breeds Con- 
fuſion, and makes, that either we loſe 
all, or hold no more than the laſt. Why 
do we not then perſwade Husbandmen, 
chat chey ſhould nor cill Land, help it with 
Marle, Lyme, and Compoſt 2 Plant Hop- 
Gardens, prune Trees, look to Bee-hives, 
rear Shcep, and all other Catrel at once f 
Ic is eaſier ro do many things, and continue, 
than to do one thing long. 

It is not the paſling through theſe Learn: 
ings that hurts us, but the dwelling and 
ſticking about them, To deſcend to thole 
extream anxietics, and fooliſh cavils of 
Grammarians, is able to break a Wire in 

ieces; being a Work of manifold mi- 
hey and vainneſs, to be Elementarii ſenes. 
Yer even Letters are as it were the Bank 
of Words, and reſtore themſclves to an 
Author, as the Pawns of Language : Bur 
ralking and Eloquence are nor the fame: 
to ſpeak, and to ſpeak well, are ewo things. 
A Fool may talk, but a Wiſe Man ſpeaks, 
and out of the obſervation, knowledge, 
and uſe of things, many Writers perplex 
their Readers, and Hearers with meer 
Nonſenſe. Their Writings need Sun-ſhine. 
Pure and nzat Language I love, yer plain 
and cuſtomary. A barbarous Phraſe hath 
often made me out of love with a good 
Senſez and doubtful writing hath wracket 
me beyond my Patience. The Reaſon 
why a Poet is faid , that he ought to 
have all Knowledges, is, that he ſhould not 
be ignorant of the moſt, eſpecially of thoſe 
he will handle. And indeed, when the 
attaining of them is poſſible, it were a ſlug: 
giſh and baſe thing to deſpair. For ftic- 
Guent imitation of any thing, becomes a 
habit quickly. It a Man ſhould proſecute 
as much, as could be faid of every thing 3 
his Work would find no end. 

Speech 15 the only Benefit Man hath to 
expreſs his excellency of Mind above o- 
ther Creatures. Ir is che Inſtrument of 
Society. Therefore Mercury, who is the 
Preſident of Language, is called Deorum 
bominumque interpres. In all Speech, Words 
and Senſe, are as the Body and the Soul: 
The Senſe is, as the Life and Soul of Lan- 
guage, without which all Words are dcad. 
venle 1s wrought out of Experience, the 
knowledge of human Life and Actions, 
or of the liberal Arts, which the Greeks 
Er WEAgTU- Call'd "Erxmnagrudiiar, Words are the Peo- 


Precept., 
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lt Ceſar, Plies, yet there is a choiſe of them to be 
Of Wards ſee made. For Verbirum deleftus origo eft elo- 
Hor. de Art. quentiz, They are to be choſe according 
Ne _ to the Perſons we make ſpeak, or the chings 
Lidn. Vives, WE peak of. Some are of che Camp, fome 
paz. Et ;. 9 che Council-board, ſome of the Shop, 
ſome of the Sheep-coat, ſome of the Pul- 
pt, ſome of the Bar, &c, And herein is 
{-2a their Elegance,and Propriety, when we 
ule them ficly, and draw them torth to their 
juſt ſtr:ngth and nature, by way of Tran- 
Mct.pori. flation or Metaphore, Burt in this Tranſlati- 


on we mult only forve neceflity _ 


temere nibil transfertur a prudent) or commo- 
dity, which is a kind of neceflity 3 that is, 
when we either abſolutely want a Word to 
expreſs by, and that is neceflity ; or when 
we have not fo tit a Word, and that is com- 
modiry. As when we avoid lofs by it, and 
eſcape obſcenenels, and gain in the Grace 
and Property, which __ ſignificance. Meta- 
phors farter hinder to be underſtood, and 
affe&ed, loſe their Grace. Or when the 
Perſon tercheth his Tranſlations fiom 
a wrong Place. As it a Privy-Councellor 
ſhould at the Table take his Meraphore from 
a Dicing houſe, or Ordinary, or a Vint- 
ners Vaule; or a Juſtice of Peace draw 
his Similitudes from the Mathematicks ; or 
a Divine from a Bawdy-houſe, or Ta- 
verns 3 or a Gentleman of Nerthampton ſhire, 
Warwick-ſhire, or the Mid-land, ſhould 
terch all his Illuſtrations to his Country 
Neighbours from ſhipping, and tell chem of 
the Main-ſheat, and the Boulin. Metaphors 
are thus many times deform'd, as in him that 
ſaid, Caſtratam morte Apbricani Rempublicam. 
And another, ffercws curie Glauciam. And 
Cani nive conſpuit Alpes. All attempts that 
are new in this kind, are dangerous, and 
ſomewhat hard, before they be foftned witch 
uſe. A Man coins not a new Word 
without ſome peril, and leſs Fruit ; for if it 
happen to be received, the Praiſe is but mo- 
derate; if refugd, the ſcorn is aflur'd. 
Yet we muſt adventure, for things at firſt, 
hard and rough, are by uſe made tender and 
gentle. Ir is an honeſt Errour that is com- 
mitted, following great Chref-. 

Cuſtom is the moſt certain Miſtris of Lan- conſuetude, 
guage, as the publick ſtamps makes the cur- 
rant Money. But we mult not be too fre- 
quent with the Mint, every day coining. 
Nor fetch words from the extreme and 
urmoſt ages; ſince the chief vertue of a Perſpicuitas 
ſtile is perſpicuity, and nothing fo vicious in /*4/ts. 
it, as to need an Interpreter. Words bor- 
row'd of Antiquity, do lend a kind of Ma- 
jeſty ro ſtile, and are not without their de- 
light ſometimes. For they have the Autho- Authoritas. 
rity of years, and out of their intermiſſion 
do win to themlielves a kind of gracce-like 
newneſs. Burt the eldeſt of che preſent, and 
newneſs of the paſt Language 1s the beſt. 
For what was the ancient Language, which 
ſome Men ſo dote upon, but the ancient 
Cuſtom ? Yer when I name Cuſtom, I un- 
derſtand not the vulgar Cuſtom : For that 
were a Precept no leſs dangerous to Lan- 
guage, than lite, if we ſhould ſpeak or live 
afrer the manners of the vulgar : But that 
{ call Cuſtom of ſpeech, which is the con- 
ſent of the Learned; as Cuſtom of lite, 
which is the conſent of the good. Virgil Virgil. 
was moſt loving of Antiquity 3 yet how rare- 
ly doth he inſert aquai, and pittai ! Lucyeti- Lucretivg, 
ws is {cabrous and rough in theſe ; he ſeeks | 
'em : As ſome do Chanceriſms with us, which Chaxceriſm. 
were better expung'd and baniſh'd. Some 
words are to be cull'd out for ornament and 
colour, as we gather Flowers to ſtrow 
Houſes, or make Garlands ;. but they are 
better when they grow to our ſtile; asin a 
Meadow, where though the meer graſs and 
greennefs delights ; yer the variety of Flow- 
ers doth heighten and beautiftie. Marry 


we 


Diſcoveries. 


P ar awomaſia. 


De fhls. 
Tacitus. 

The Lacmich, 
Suetonine 


Seneca & 
Fabuanw. 


Periodi. 


Obſcaritas of- 
fundit tene- 
bras. 


Superlatio, 


Ceſtius. 


we muſt not play, or riot too much with 
them, as in Paranomaſies : Nor uſe too 
ſwelling or ill ſounding Words ; Que per /a- 
lebras, altaque ſaxa cadunt. It is true, there 
is no ſound but ſhall find ſome Lovers, as 
the bitter'ſt ConfeRions are grateful to ſome 
Palates. Our compoſition muſt be more ac- 
curate in the beginning and end, chan in 
the midſt; and in the end more than in 
the beginning ; for through the midſt che 
Stream bears us. And this is attain'd by 
Cuſtom more than Care, or diligence. We 
muſt expreſs readily, and fully, not pro- 
fuſely. There is difference between a libe- 
ral and a prodigal Hand. As it 1s a great 
point of Art, when our matter requires it, 
to enlarge, and veer out all Sail ; fo to take 
ic in, and contra it, is of no lefs Praiſe 
when the Argument doth ask it. Either of 
them hath their fitneſs in the Place. A good 
Man always Profits by his endeavour, by 
his help ; yea, when he is abſent; nay, 
when he is dead by his Example and Me- 
mory. So good Lnbn in their Stile: A 
ſtrit and ſuccin& Stile is that, where you 
can take away nothing without loſs, and 
that loſs to be manifeſt. The brief Stile is 
that which ex th much in little. "The 
conciſe Stile, which exprefſeth not enough, 
but leaves ſomewhat to be underſtood. The 
abrupe Stile, which hath many Breaches, 
and doth not ſeem to end, bur fall. The 
congrument, and harmonious fitting of parts 
in a ſentence, hath almoſt the faſtning, and 
force of knitting, and connexion : As in 
Stones well ſquar'd, which will riſe ſtrong 
a great way without Mortar. Periods are 
beautiful; when they are not too long 3 for 
ſo they have their ſtrengeh coo, as in a Pike 
or Javelin. As we mult take the care that 
our words and ſenſe be clear; fo if the ob- 
ſcurity happen through the Hearers, or Rea- 
ders wane of underſtanding, I am nor to 
anſwer for them ; no more than for their 
not liltning or marking 3 I muſt neither find 
them Ears, nor Mind. But a Man cannot 
put a word fo in ſenſe, but ſomething about 
it will illuſtrate ic, if the Writer under- 
ſtand himſelf. For Order helps much to 
Perſpicuity, as Confuſion hurts. Rettitudo In- 
cem adfert ; obliquitas & cireumduttio offuſcat. 
We ſhould therefore ſpeak what we can, the 
neareſt way, ſo as we keep our gate, not 
leap; for too ſhort may as well be not let 
into the memory, as too long not kept in. 
Whatſoever looſeth the grace, and clearneſs, 
converts into a Riddle; the obſcurity is 
mark'd, but not the value. Thar periſheth, 
and is paſt by, like che Pearl in the Fable. 
Our ſtile ſhould be like a Skein of Silk ro be 
carried, and found by the righe Thred, not 
ravelPd, and perplex'd ; then all is a knor, 
a heap. There are words, that do as much 
raiſe a ſtile, as others can depreſs it. Su- 
perlation, and over-muchneſs amplifies. It 
may be above faith, but never above a mean. 
Ie was ridiculous in Ceſtivs, when he ſaid of 
Alexander : 


Fremit Oceanus, quaſi indignetur, quod terras 
relimquas ; 


But propitiouſly trom Yirgil : 
— Credas innate revulſas Cycladas. 


He doth not fay it was fo, but feem'd to be 
ſo. Although ic be fomewhat incredible, 
that is excus'd betore it be ſpoken. But 
there are Hyperboles, which will become one 
—_— chat will by no means admit ano- 
ther. 


us, but a mad Man. Therefore we muſt 
conſider in every Tongue what is us'd, what 


kind of Tranſlation, or Metapbore, or Alle- 
gory, we make a turn from what we began ; 
As if we tetch the original of our Metaphore 
from Sea, and Billows; we end nor in Flames 
and Aſhes ; Ir isa moſt foul inconſequence. 
Neither muſt we draw out our Allegory too 
long, leſt either we make our ſelves obſcure, 
or fall into affectation , which is childiſh. 
Bue why do Men degart at all from the 
right, and natural ed ſpeaking? Some- 
times for neceflity, when we are driven, or 
think it ficrer to ſpeak that in obſcure words, 
or by circumſtance, which utter'd plainly 
would offend the hearers. 
{ceneneſs, or ſometimes for pleaſure, and 
variety ; as Travellers turn our of the High- 
way, drawn, either by the commodity of a 
Foot-path, or the delicacy, or freſhneſs of 
the Fields. And all this is call'd zoyuenswtn, 


or figur'd Language. 


ticed, and inmoſt parts of us, and is the 
Image of the Parent of it, the Mind. No 
Glaſs renders a Man's form, or likenefs, fo 
erue as his Speech. Nay, it is likened to a 
Man; and as we conſider feature, and com- 


in the greatneſs, apeneſs, found, ſtruQure, 


Then the words are choſen, their ſound am- 
ple, the compoſition full , the abfolution 
plenteous, and powr'd our, all grave, finewy 
and ſtrong. Some are lictle, and Dwarfs: 
ſo of Speech ic is humble, and low, the 
words poor and flat; the Members and Pe- 


even without ſtopping, round without ſwel- 


tain, and pointedneſs: As it affets to be 
low, it is abject, and creeps, full of bogs, 
and holes. And according to their ſubject, 
theſe ſtiles vary, and loſe their names : For 
that which is high and lofry,declaring excel- 
lene matter , becomes vaſt and tumorous : 
ſpeaking of petty and inferiour things : fo 
that which was even, and apt in a mean 
and plain ſubject, will appear moſt poor 
and humble in a high Argumene. Would 
you not laugh, to meet a great Counſellor 
of ſtare in a flat Cap, with his erunck Hole, 
and a hobby-horſe Cloak, his Gloves under 


n Girdle » and yond Haberdaſher in a 


Velvec 


Or to avoid ob- . 


ling; all welltorn'd, compos'd, elegant, and 7” 
accurate. The' vicious Language is vaſt, OO 
and gaping, ſwelling, and irregular ; when 4f-4ara. 


ie contends to be high, full of Rock, Moun 4%. 


ns 


As Eos eſſe P.R. exercitns, qui calum Ceſar com- 
poſſint perrumpere : who would tay this with nt * circa 


receiv'd. Quintilian warns us, that in no Quintivian, | 


Language molt thews a Man : ſpeak that I oratio imags 
may ſce thee. Ir ſprings out of the moſt re- animi. 


polition in a Man ; fo words in Language: OE 
and harmony of it. Some Men are tall, and humitis pu- 
big, ſo ſome Language is high and great. mil, 


riod , thin and weak without knitting, or ,,... 
number. The middle are of a juſt ſtature. pjana & 
There the Language is plain, and pleaſing : placida. 
Vittoa wn 
vaiſta, 


_— 
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Diſcoveries. 


Velvet Gown, furr'd with Sables ? There 1s 
a certain Latitude in theſe things, by which 
we find the degrees. The next thing to the 
Stature, is the Figure and Feature in Lan- 
guage : Thar is, whether it be round, and 
ſtreight , which conſiſts of ſhort and fuc- 
cin& Periods , numerous and poliſh'd : or 
ſquare and firm 3 which is to have equal 
and ſtrong parts, every where an{werable, 
and weighed. The Third is the Skin and 
Coat, which reſts in the welljo ning, ce- 
menting, and coagmentation of Words 3 
when as it is ſmogth, gentle, and ſweet 
like a Table, upon which you may run your 
Finger without Rubs, and your Nail can- 
not find a Joynt ; not horrid, rough, wrink- 
led, gaping, or chapt : Aﬀeer theſe the 
Fleſh, Blood, and Bones come in queſtion. 
We ſay, it is a fleſhy Style, when there 1s 


Figure. 


Cortex. 
Compoſitio. 


Cornſe, | 
Adipata, and when with more than enough, it grows 
fat and corpulent ; Arvina Orations, full of 
Suet and Tallow. Ir hath Blood, and Juice, 
when the Words are proper and apr, their 
ſound (ſweet, and the Phraſe neat and 
pick'd. Oratio aniia, & bent paſta. But 
where there is Redundancy, both the Blood 
and Juice are faulty and vicious. Redundat 
ſanguine, qua multo plas dicit, quam neceſſe ett. 
Juice in Language is ſomewhat leſs than 
Blood ; for it the words be but becoming, 
and ſignifying, and the ſenſe gentle, there 
is Juice : but where that wanteth, the Lan- 
guage is thin, flagging, poor, ſtarv'd; ſcarce 
. Covering the Bone, and ſhews like Stones in 
lenta, ſtrigeſa. a Sack. Some Men, to avoid Redundancy, 
| run into that ; and while they ſtrivero have 
no ill Blood, or Juice , they loſe their 
good. There be ſome Styles again, that 
have not lefs Blood, bur leſs Fleſh and Cor- 
Offia , & ner- pulence. Theſe are bony and finewy : Of 
voſa. habent, & nerv0s. RES 
» Domins 4 It was well noted by the late L. St. Alban, 
= = og A. that the ſtudy of words is the fhrit Diſtemper 
d1frin, intem- of Learning : Vain matter the ſecond: And 


Redundans. 


n - a third Diſtemper is Deceit, or the likeneſs 
IcFAtrY. the © ; . 
a, Of 0 1th. Impoſture held up by Credulity. 


All theſe are the Cobwebs of Learning, and 
to let them grow in us, is either flutriſh or 
fooliſh. Nothing @amoreridiculous, than to 
make an Author a D:i&#ator, as the Schools 
have done Ar:fotle. The Damage is infinite, 
Knowledge receives by it. For to many 
things a Man ſhould owe but a Temporary 
Belief, and a Suſpenſion of his own Judg- 
ment, not an abſolute Reſignation ot him- 
{elf, or a perpetual Captivity. Let Ariftetle 
and others have their dues; but it we can 
make farther Diſcoveries of Truth and Fit- 
neſs than they, why are we envied * Let us 
beware, while we ſtrive co add, we do nor 
diminiſh, or deface ; we may improve, but 
not augment. By diſcredicring Falſhood, 
Truth grows in requeſt. We muſt not go 
abour, like Mzn anguith'd and perplex'd, for 
vicious afteation of Praiſe: but calmly ſtu- 
dy the Separation of Opinions, find the Er- 
rors have intervened, awake Antiquity, call 
tormer Times into queſtion ; but make no 
partics with the preſent, nor follow any 
tizrce Undertakers, mingle no matter of 
doubtful Creiirt with the ſimplicity of Truth, 
but gently ſtir the Mold about the Roor ot 


much Periphraſes, and Circuit of Words. 


Judgment ; ir di 


the Queſtion, and avoid all Digladiations 3 
facility of Credit, or ſuperſtitious Simplict- 
ty 3 ſeek the Conſonancy, and Concatenati- 
on of Truth z ſtoop only to point of Necel- 
lity, and what leads tro Convenience. Then 
make exa&t An'i'madvertion where Style hath 
degenerated, where flouriſh'd and thriv'd in 
choiceneſs of Phraſe, round and clean Com- 
poſition of Sentence, ſweet falling of the 
Clauſe, varying an Illuſtration by Tropes 
and Figures, Weight of Matter, Worth of 
Subjet, Soundneſs of Argument, Life of 
Invention, and Depth of Judgment. This 
is Monte potiri, to get the Hill. For no per- 


N__—y can be made upon a flat or a 
evel. 


the Hand alittle farther, in the Direction of 
the Uſe 3 and make you an able Writer by 
Practice. The Conceits of the Mind are 
Pictures of things, and the Tongue is the In- 
terpreter of thoſe Piftures. The Order of 
God's Creatures in themſelves, is not only 
Admirable and Glorious, but Eloquent : 
Then he who could apprehend the Conſe- 
quence of things in their Truth , and utrer, 
his Apprehenſions as truly, were the beſt 
Writer or Speaker. 
much, when he ſaid, Dicere rette nemo poteſt, 
miſe qui imtelligir. The Shame of 
ſpeaking unskilfully were ſmall , if che 
Tongue only thereby were diſgrac'd : But 
as the Image of a King, in his Seal ill-repre- 
ſented, is not ſo much a blemiſh to the Wax, 
or the Signet that ſeal'd it, as to the Prince 
ic repreſenteth; fo diſordered Speech is not 
{o much Injury to the Lips that give it forth, 
as to the diſproportion and incoherence of 
things in themſelves, fo negligently expreſ- 
led. Neither can his Mind be thought ro be 
in Tune, whoſe Words do jar 3 nor his Rea- 
ſon in frame , whoſe Sentence is prepoſte- 
rous ; nor his Elocution clear and perfe&, 
whole utterance breaks it ſelf into frag:nenes 
and uncertainties: Were it not a diſhonour 
to a mighty Prince, to have the Majeſty of 
his Embaſlage ſpoiled by a careleſs Ambaſla- 
dor ? and is it not as great an Indignity, that 

an excellent Conceit and Capacity, by the 

Indiligence of an idle Tongue ſhould be diſ- 

grac'd ? — Speech doth not only dif- 

cregit the Perſon of the Speaker, but it diſ- 

crediteth the — of his Reaſon and 

crediceth the Force and U- 

niformity of the Matter and Subſtance. If 
it be fo then in words, which fly and eſcape 

Cenlure, and where one good Phraſe begs 

pardon for many Incongruities and Faults ; 

how ſhall he then be thought wiſe, whoſe 

Penning is thin and ſhallow 2 How ſhall 

you look for Wit from him, whoſe Leiſure 

and Head, afliſted with the Examination of 
his Eyes, yield you no Life, or Sharpneſs in 

his Writing. 


there can be no Rules of more Certainty, or 


Precepts of better Direction given, than 
Conjecture can lay down, from the ſeveral 
Occaſions of mens particular Lives and Vo- 
cations : But ſometimes Men make Baſeneſs 


ot 


In writmg there is to be regarded the In- pe 
vention and the Faſhion. For the Invention, flolari. 
that ariſeth upon ou buſineſs ; whereof {nventie, 


New, that I have informed you in the pe grime ſei- 
knowing theſe things, let me lead you by pro. 


Therefore Cicero faid Cicero. 


Stilo Ep 


Diſcoveries. 


Moda. 
1, Brevitas, 


of Kindneſs: As (I could not ſatufie my ſelf, 
till I had diſcharged my Remembrance , and 
charged my Letters with Commendations to you.) 
Or, | My buſineſs is no other, than to teſtifie my 
Love to you, and to put you in mind of my wil- 
lingneſs to do you all kind Offices.) Or, | Sir, 
bave you leiſure to deſcend to the remembring of 
that aſſurance you bave long poſſeſt in your Ser- 
want ; and upon your next opportunity, make bim 
bappy with ſome Commands from you?) Or 
the like ; that go a begging for ſome mean- 
ing, and labour to be qeliver'd of the great 
ÞSurchen of nothing. hen you have in- 
vented, and that your Buſineſs be Matter, 
and not bare Form, or meer Ceremony, but 
ſome Earneſt: then are you to proceed to 
the ordering of it, and digeſting the Parts, 
which is had our of Two Circumſtances. 
One is the underſtanding of the Perſons to 
whom you are to write; the other is che 
Coherence of your Sentence. For Mens 
Capacity to weigh, what will be apprehend- 
ed with greateſt attention, or leiſure 3 what 
next regarded, and long'd for eſpecially ; 
and what laſt will leave ſatisfaction, and (as 
it were) the ſweereſt Memorial, and beliet 
of all that is paſt in his Underſtanding, 
whom you write to. For the Conſequence 
of Sentences, you muſt be ſure, that every 
Clauſe do give the Q. one to the other, and 
be be-ſpoken e're it come. So much for I 
vention and Order. Now for Faſhion, it con- 
fiſts in Four things, which are G—— of 
your Style. The firſt is Brevity, For they 
muſt not be Treatiſes, or Diſcourſes, (your 
Letters) except it be to Learned Men. And 
even among them there is a kind of Thritt, 
and ſaving of words. 'Theretore you are to 
examine the cleareſt Paſlages of your Under- 
{tanding. and through them to convey the 
ſwcerelt, and moſt lignificant words you can 
deviſe ; that you may the eafier teach chem 
the readieſt way to an other man's appre- 
hention , and open their meaning fully , 
roundly, and diſtinctly. So as the Reader 
may not think a Second view caſt away up- 
on your Letter. And though Reſpe& be a 
part following this, yet now here, and ſtill I 
muſt remember ir, it you write to a Man, 
whoſe Eſtate and Cenie as Senſes, you arc 
familiar with, you may the bolder (to fer a 
task to his Brain) venture on a Knot. Bur 
it to your Superior, you are bound to mea- 
{ure him in Three farther Points: Firſt, your 
Intereſt in him: Secondly, his Capacity in 
your Letters: "Thirdly, his leifure to peruſe 
them. For your Intereſt, or Favour with 
him, you are to be the ſhorter, or longer, 
more tamiliar, or ſubmiſs, as he will afbord 
you time. For his Capacity, you are to be 
quicker, and fuller of thoſe Reaches, and 
Glances of Wit, or Learning, as he is able 
ro entertain them. For his leiſure, you are 
commanded to the greater brietneſs, as his 
Place is of greater Diſcharges and Cares. 
Bur with your Betrers, you are not to put 
Riddles of Wit, by being too ſcarce of 
Words : not to cauſe che trouble of making 
Breviates, by writing too riotous, and walt- 
ingly. Brevity is attained in Matter, by a- 
voiding Idle Complements, Pretaces, Prote- 


on, by omitting ConjunRions, | Not only ; 
Bur 41 | Beth the one, and the other, whereby 
it cometh to paſs | and ſuch like idle Particles, 
that have nu great buſineſs in a ſerious Lert- 
ter, bur breaking of Sentences ; as ofren- 


times a ſhort Journey is made long, by unne- 
cellary Baits. 


of che Parts ſometimes , that makes the 
whole long, as I came to the Stairs, I took a 
pair of Oars, they launch'd out, rowed a- 
pace, I landed at che Court-Gate, I paid my 
Fare, went upto the Preſence, ask'd for my 
Lord, I was admitted. All this is, bur, I 
went to the Court, and ſpake with my Lord. 
This is che Faule of ſome Latin Writers, 
within theſe laſt Hundred Years, of my 
reading I and perhaps Seneca may be ap*- 
peachc of it ; I accuſe him not. The next 


is otrentimes by affectation of ſome Wir ill 
angled tor, or oftentation of ſome hidden 
Terms of Art. Few words they darken 
Speech, and io do too many 3 as well too 
much Light hurteth the Eyes, as coo little; 
and a long Bill of Chancery confounds the 
Underſtanding, as much as the ſhorteſt 
Note. Theretore let not your Letters be 
penn'd like Engliſh Statuces, and this is ob- 
tain'd. Theſe Vices are eſchewed by pon- 
dering your Buſineſs well, and diſtinctly 
concerning your felf, which is much fur- 
thered by uttering your thoughts, and let- 
ting chem as well come forth to the Light 
and Judgment of your own outward Senſes, 
as to the Cenfure of other Mens Ears: For 
that is the Reaſon, why many good Scholars 
{peak but fumblingly ; like a Rich Man, 
chat for want of particular Note and Diffe- 
rence, can bring you no certain Ware rea- 
dily out of his Shop. Hence it is, that tal- 
kative ſhallow Men do often content the 
Hearers more than the Wiſe. But this may 
find a {peedier Redrefs in Writing, whereall 
comes under the laſt” Examination of the 
Eyes. Firlt, mind it well, then pen ic, then 
examine it, then amend it; and you may be 
in che better hope of doing reaſonably well. 
Under this Vertue may come Plainneſs, 
which is not to be curious in the Order, as 
to anſwer a Letter, as if you were to an{wer 
to Interrogatories. As to the firlt, firſt; and 
to the ſecond, ſecondly, &c. Bute both in 
method to uſe (as Ladies do in their Attire) 
a diligent kind of Negligence , and their 
ſportive Freedom ; though with ſome Men 
you are not to jeſt, or practiſe Tricks: yet 
the delivery of the moſt important things, 
may be carried with ſuch a Grace, as that 
it may yield a pleature co the Conceit of the 
Reader. There mult be ſtore, though no 
Exceſs of Terms; as it you are to name 
Store, ſometimes you may call it Choice, 


or Variety: but ever fo, that the word 


Jor Vari Plenty, ſometimes Copiouſnels, 


which comes in ligu, have nor ſuch diffe- 
; rence of meaning, as that ic may -put the 
Senſe of the firſt in hazard co be miſtaken. 
You are nor to caſt a Ring for the perfumed 
Terms of the Time, as Accommodation, Com- 
plement, Spirit, &c. But uſe them properly 


ſtations, Parentheſes, ſuperfluous Circuit of | in their place, as others. There followeth 


Figures and Digrefſions : In the Compolitt- 


| Yyyy Si- 


Bur as Saintilian laith, there is a brieftnels guinili:r. 


Property of Epiſtolary Style is Per/j tcuity, and 2.Perſpicuitas. 


I afe and Quickneſs, which is the Str eagth and 3» Vigor, 
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Sinews (as it were) of your penning by 
pretty Sayings, Similitudes, and Conceits , 
Alluſions, fome known Hiſtory , or other 
common place, ſuch as are in the Courtier, 
and the ſecond Book of Cicero de Oratore. 
The laſt is, Reſpect to diſcern what fits your 
ſelf, him to whom you write, and that 
which you handle, which is a quality fit to 
conclude the reſt , becauſe it doth include 
all. And that muſt proceed from Ripenels 
of Judgment, which as one truly faith, is 
gotten by four means, God, Nature, Diligence 
and Converſation. Serve the firſt well, and 
the reſt will ſerve you. 


4. Diſcreti» 


IWe bave ſpoken ſufficiently of Oratory ; 
let us now make a diverſion to Poetry. Por 
try in the Primogeniture had many peccant 
Humours, and 15 made to have more now, 
through the Levity and Inconſtancy of Mens 
Judgments. Whereas indeed, it is the moſt 
prevailing Eloquence, and of the moſt ex- 
ated Charait. Now the Diſcredits and Dil- 
graces are many it hath receiv'd, through 
Mens ſtudy of Depravation or Calumny ; 
their Practice being to give it Diminution of 
Credit, by leſſening the Profeſſors Eſtimati- 
on, and making the Age atraid of their Li- 
berty: And the Age is grown fo tender of 
her Fame, as ſhe calls all Writings A/per/i- 


ons. 

That is the State-word , the Phraſe of 
Court, (Placentia Colledge) which ſome call 
Paraſites Place, the Inn of Ignorance. 

Whilſt | name no perſons, but deride 
Follies ; why ſhould any Man confeſs, or 
betray himſelf? why doth not that of S. Hie- 


De Poetica. 


D. Hiermyms. ,,me come into their Mind ; Ub; generalis eft | 


de witizs diſputatio, ibi nullins eſſe perſone injuri- ' 
am? It is ſuch an inexpiable Crime in Poets, 
to tax Vices generallyz and no Offence in 
them, who, by their Exception, confels | 
they have committed them particularly. | 
Are we falln into thoſe Times that we 
muſt not . 


Perſ. Stat, t, uric as teneras mordaci rodere wearo ? ' 


Liviw, Remedii wotum (emper werius erat, quam ſpes. 
It Men may by no means write treely, or 
ſpeak Truth, but when it offends not; why 
do Phyſicians cure with ſharp Medicines, or 
Corroſives ? Is not the fame equally lawful 
in the cure of che Mind, that is in the cure 
of the Body? Some Vices (you will ſay) 
are ſo foul, that it is better they ſhould 

done than ſpoken. But they that take Of- 
tence where no Name, Character, or Signa- 
eure doth blazon them, ſeem to me like af- 
fected as Women ; who, it they hear any 
thing ill ſpoken of the IIl of their Sex, are 
preſcntly mov'd, as if the contumely reſpe- 
cted their particular: and, on the contrary, 
when they hear good of good Women, con- 
clude, that it belongs to them all. If I ſee 
any thing that toucheth me, ſhall I come 
torch a Betrayer of my ſelf preſently ? No; 
it I be wiſe, I'll diſſemble it ; if honeſt, 11 
avoid ic; leſt I publiſh that on my own 
Forchead, which I faw there noted without 
a Ticle. A Man that is on the mending 
hand , will eicher ingeniouſly confeſs , or 
wilcly diſſemble his Diſeaſe. And the wile 


Sexs famin' : 


and vertuous will never think any thing be- 
longs to themſelves that is written, but re- 
joice that the good are warn'd not to be 
ſuch ; and the ill to leave to be ſuch. The 
Perſon offended hath no reaſon to be offend- 
ed with the Writer, but with himſelf; and 
lo to declare that properly to belong to 
him, which was ſo ſpoken of all Men, as 
ie could be no Man's ſeveral, but his that 
would wilfully and deſperately claim it. It 
ufficech, I know, what kind of Perſons I 
diſpleaſe, Men bred in the declining and de- 
cay ot Vertue, betrbth'd to their own Vi- 
ces 3 that have abandoned, or proſticuted 
their good Names: hungry and ambitious 
of Infamy, inveſted in all deformity, en- 
thralld to Ignorance and Malice, of a hid- 
den and conceal d Malignity, and that hold 
a Concomitancy with all Evil. 


What « a Poet ? 

A Poet is that which by the Greeks is call'd 
va" WZoxov, 5 Toms, a Maker, or a Feigner : Peta, 
His Art, an Are of Imitation or Feigning ; 
exprefling the Life of Man in fit Meaſure, 
Numbers and Harmony, according to Ar: 
ftotle : From the word #«r, which ſignifies 
to make, or teign. Hence he is call'd a Poer, 
not he which writeth in meaſure only, but 
that feigneth and formeth a Fable, and 
writes things like the Truth. For the Fable 
and Fiction is (as it were) the Form and 
Soul of any Poetical Work, or Poem. 


What mean you by a Poem ? 


A Poem is not alone any Work, or Com: Poems. 
ſition of the Poets in many, or few Ver- 
ſes) but-even one alone Verſe ſometimes 
makes a perfe&t Poem. As when Aneas 
hangs up, and conſecrates the Arms of Abas 
with this Inſcription ; 


Virgilis 
ZEneid. lib. 3+ 


And calls it a Poem, or Carmen. Such are 
thoſe in Martial : 


eAneas bac de Danas vitloribus arma. 


Omnia, Caſtor, emys : ſic fiet, ut omnia ven- Martial, lib. 8. 
das. nd, Epigr. I9. 
Pauper videri Cinna wult, & eſt pauper. 


So were Horace his Odes call'd, Carmina 3 his Horative. 
Lyrick, Songs. And Lucretims deligns a whole £0. 
Book, in his tixth: 


Duod in primo quoque carmine claret. 


And anciently, all the Oracles were call'd 
Carmina; or , whatever Sentence was Cx- 
preſs'd, were it much, or little, it was call'd, 
an Epick, Dramatick, Lyrick, Flegiak, or Epi- Epicum. 


grammatick Poem. Dr amaticum. 
atick Poem ———_ 
But, how differs a Poem from what we _— 
call Poeſie ? 


A Poem, as I have told you, is the Work 
of the Poet; the End and Fruit of his La- 

bour and Study. Poeſie is his Skill, or Craft Poeſir. 
of making : the very Fiction it ſelf, the 
Reaſon, or Form of the Work. And theſe 
Three 
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Three Voices differ, as the _ done, the 
doing, and the doer; the thing tcignd, the 
feigning and the feigner 3 fo the Poem, the 
Poefie, and the mw. Now = my Q the 

wr ., Habit, or the Art: Nay, rather the Queen 
wo Wt of Arts : which had by Original from Hea- 
ven, received thence from the Hebrews, 
and had in prime Eſtimation with the 

Greeks, tranſmitted to the Latines, and all 

Nations that profeſs'd Civility. The Study 

of it (if we will truſt Ariztotle) offers to 

Mankind a certain Rule and Pattern of li- 

ving well and happily 3 diſpofing us to all 

Civil Offices of Society. If we will belteve 

M. T.Cicers. Tully , it nouriſheth and inſtrueth our 

| Youth; delights our Age, adorns our Pro- 
ſperity, comforts our Adverſity, entertains 
us at home, keeps us company abroad, tra- 
vels with us, watches, divides the Times of 
our Earneſt and Sports 3 ſhares in our Coun- 
trey Receſles and Recreations 3 infomuch as 
the wiſeſt and beſt learned have thought her 
the abſolute Miſtreſs of Manners, and near- 
eſt of Kin to Vertue, And whereas they 
enticle Ph;loſophy ro be a rigid and auſtere 
Peefie : they have (on the contrary) tiled 
Poefie a dulcet and gentle Philoſophy, which 
leads on, and guides us by the hand to Acti- 
on, with a raviſhing delight, and incredi- 
ble Sweetneſs. But before we handle the 

Prer, differen- Kinds of Pocms, with their ſpecial Differen- 

_— c2s; or make Court to the Art it ſelf, as a 
Miſtreſs, I would lead you to the Know- 
ledge of our Poet , by a perfect Informattr 
on, what he is, or ſhould be by Nature, by 
Exerciſe, by Imitation, by Study ; and fo 
bring him down through che Diſciplines of 

Grammatict, Grammar, Logick, Rhetorick, and the Etbicks, 


Ariftutle, 


Logic. adding ſomewhat , out of all, peculiar ro 
=, himſelf, and worthy of your Admittance or 
_— Reception. 

1, Ingenium. Firſt, we require in our Poet, or Maker, 
(for that Title our Language affords him, e- 
legantly, with the Greek) a goodneſs of Na- 
tural Wit. For, whereas all other Arts con- 
fiſt of Doctrine and Precepts; the Poet muſt 
be able, by Nature and Inſtin&, to pour out 
the Treaſure of his Mind 3 and, as Seneca 

Seneca, ſaith, Aliquando ſecundum Anacreontem inſa- 
nire jucundum eſſe : by which he underſtands, 
the Poetical Rapture. And, according to that 

Plato, of Plato ; Fruſtra Poeticas fores ſui compos pul- 

Ariſtotle. ſavit : And of Ariſtotle ; Nullum magnum in 

| genium ſine mixturd dementie fuit, Nec poteſt 
grande aliquid, & ſupra ceteros loqui, niſs mo- 
ta mens. Then it rileth higher, as by a Di- 
vine Inſtint, when it contemns common, 
and known Conceptions. It utters fome- 
what above a Mortal Mouth. Then it gets 
aloft, and flies away with his Rider, whi- 
ther, before, it was doubctul to aſcend. 

Helicon. This the Poets underſtood by their Helicon, 

Pegaſus. Pegaſms, Or Parnaſſwz and this made Ovid to 

Parnaſſus. toaſt : 

Outdin, - 

Eft, Dens in nobss, agitante cale/cimus ills : 
Sedibus atheres ſpiritus ihe Venit. 
Lipſins- And Lipfaxs, to athrms Scio, Poetam neminem 


preſtantem fuiſſe, ſine perte quadam uberiore di- 
wing aure. And henceit 1s, that the coming 
up of good Poets, (tor I mind not Medic 


cres, or Imos) is 10 thin and rare among us ; 
Every beggarly Corporation affords the 
State 4 Mayor, or Two Bailffs, yearly : but . 
ſolus Rex, aut Peta, non quitanns naſcitur. ©". m 
To this perfection of Nature in our Poet, we 15” 
require Exerciſe of thoſe parts, and fre- 2. Exercitatiz. 
quent. It his Wit will not arrive ſuddenly 

at the Dignity of the Ancients, let him nor 

yet fall our with it, quarrel, or be over-ha- 

ſtily Angry : offer to turn it away from Stu- 

dy, in a Humor z but come to it again up- 

on better Cogitation ; try another time, 

with labour. If then it ſucceed not, caſt 

not away the Quills yet: nor ſcratch the 
Wainſcor, beat not the poor Desk ; bur 

bring all to the Forge and File again ; turn 

it a-n2W. There is no Statute-Leaw of the 
Kingdom bids you be a Poer againſt your 

Will; or the firſt Quarter. If ic come in a 

Year or Two, it is well. The common 
Rhymers pour forth Verſes, ſuch as they 

are, (ex _— but there never come from 

them one Senſe, worth the Life of a Day. 

A Rhymer and a Poet are two things. It is 

ſaid of the incomparable Virgil, That he "4 
brought forth his Verſes like a Bear, and af _ 

ter form'd them with licking. Scaliger, the 34" 
Father, writes it of him, That he made a 

quantity of Verſes in the Morning, which 

a-fore Night he reduced to a leſs number. 

But that which YValerias Maximus hath left Vir Maxis 
recorded of Euripides, the Tragick Poet, his 7-1. 
Anſwer to Alcefts, another Peer, is as me- akebin. 
morable as modeſt : who, when it was told 

to Alceſfs, That Euripides had in Three 

Days brought forth but Three Verſes, and 

thoſe with ſome difficulty and throwes ; 41- 

ceſtss, glorying he could with eaſe have ſent 

torth an Hundred in the ſpace; Euripides 

roundly reply'd, Like enough. Bur here is 

the difference ; Thy Verſes will not laſt 

thoſe Three Days; mine will to all Time. 

Which was, as much as to tell him, he could 

not write a Verſe. I have met many of theſe 

Rattles, that made a noiſe, and buzz'd. 

They had their Ham, and no more. In- 

deed, things wrote with Labour, deſerve to 

be ſo read, and will laſt their Age. The 

Third Requiſite in our Poer, or Maker, is 

Imitation , to be able to. convert the Sub- 3- Imitatis 
ſtance, or Riches of another Poer, to his 

own uſe. To make choice of one Excel- 

lent Man above the reſt, and fo to tollow 

him till he grow very He; or fo like him, 

as the Copy may be miſtaken for the Prin- 

cipal. Not as a Creature , that ſwallows 

what it takes in, crude, raw, or indigeſted ; 

but that feeds wi.h an Appetite, and hath 

a Stomach to concoet, divide, and turn all 

into Nouriſhment. Not to imitate fervile- 

ly, as Horace faith, and catch at Vices for yum. 
Vertue: but to draw forth out of the beſt, 

and choiceſt Flowers, wich che Bee, and 

turn all into Honey, work it into one re- 

liſh and favour : make our Imitation ſweet : 

obſerve, how the beſt Writers have imita- 

ted, and follow them. How Virgd and Yagili. 
Statins have imitated Homer : how Horace, 3. Homer. 
Archilechus; how Alcexs, and the other Ly- Ara Ai 
ricks : and fo of the reſt. But that which *' © 
we eſpecially require in him, is an Exact- 

nels of Study, and multiplicicy of reading, 4+ £*#v. 
which maketh a full Man, not alone en- 
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Parnaſſus. 


Pelicon. 


Ars coron, 


M. T. Cicero. 


Simylus. Stob. 


Horatin. 
Ariſtcteles, 


abling him to know the Hiſtory, or Argu- 
ment of a Poem, and to report it: but foto 
maſter the Matter, and Stile, as to ſhew, he 
knows, how to handle, place, or diſpoſe of 
either, with elcgancy, when need ſhall be. 
And not think, he can leap forth ſuddenly a 
Poet, by dreaming he hath been in Parnaſſus, 
or, having waſht his Lips ( as they fay ) in 
Helicon. There goes more to his making, 
than ſo. For to Nature, Exerciſe, Imitation, 
and Study, Art muſt be added, ro make all 
theſe pertet. And, though theſe challenge 
to themſelves much, in the making up of 
our Maker, it is Art only can lead him to 
perfection, and leave him there in poſlefli- 
on, as planted by her Hand. It is the afler- 
tion of Tuky, It to an excellent nature, there 
happen an acceflion, or confirmation of 
Learning, and Diſcipline, there will then re- 
main ſomewhat noble, and ſingular. For, 
as Simylus faith in Stobews ; * Own eas ingrht 3 
reTes Tins deg, T4 mv Thym wi gyov amen 
without Art, Nature can ne'er be perte&; 
and, without Nature, Art can claim no be- 
ing. But, our Poet muſt beware, that his 
Study be not only to learn of himſelf; for, 
he that ſhall affect to do that, confeſleth his 
ever having a Foolto his Maſter. He muſt 
read many ; but, ever the beſt, and choi- 
ſeſt : thoſe, that can teach him any thing, 
he muſt ever account his Maſters, and reve- 
rence : among whom Horace, and ( he that 
taught him ) Ariſtotle, deſerv'd to be the firſt 
in eſtimation. Ariſtotle, was the firſt accu- 
rate Critick, and trueſt Judge; nay, the 
greateſt Philoſopher, the World ever had: for, 
he noted the Vices of all knowledges, in all 
Creatures, and out of many Mens perfeRi- 
ons in a Science, he formed {till one Arr. 
So he taught us ewo Offices together, how 
we ought to judge rightly of others, and 
what we ought to imitate ſpecially in our 
ſelves, Bur all this in vain, without a natu- 
ral wit, and a Poetical nature in chief, For, 
no Man, fo ſoon as he knows this, or reads 
it, ſhall be able to write the better; bur as he 
is adapted to it by Nature, he ſhall grow the 
pertecter Writer. He .muſt have Civil Pro» 
arnee, and Eloquence, and that whole; not 
taken up by ſnatches, or _—_ in ſentences, 
or t1emnants, when he will handle Buſineſs, 
or carry Counſels, as if he came then out 
of the Declamors | wr Ob = Shadow, fur- 
niſh'd but out of the body of the State, 


Virmum ſchola which commonly is the School of Men. 


Repub, 


Lyſp pus, 
Apelles, 


The Poet is the neareſt Borderer upon the 
Orator, and exprefleth all his Vertues, 
though he be tyed more to numbers ; is his 
equal in ornament, and above him in his 
ſtrengths. And, ( of the kind ) the Comick 
comes neareſt : Becauſe, in moving the 
Minds of Men, and ſtirring of Afﬀections 
( in which Oratory ſhews, and eſpecially ap- 
proves her eminence ) he chiefly excels. 
What Figure of a Body was Lyſppws ever 
able ro torm with his Graver ; or Apelles to 
paint with his Pencil, as the Comedy to life 
expreſſeth ſo many, and various affections of 
the Mind? There ſhall the SpeRator ſee 
ſome, infſulcing with Joy ; others, fretting 
with Melancholy 3 raging with Anger; mad 
with Love; boiling with Avarice ; undone 
with Rior; corcur'd with Expectation ; con- 


ee 


ſum'd with Fear: no perturbation in com- 
mon Life, but the Orator finds an exam- 
ple of it in the Scene. And then, for the 


Elegancy of Language, read bur this Inſcri- yes: 


ption on the Grave ot a Comick Poet : 


Immortales mortales, fi fas eſſet flere, 
Flerent dive Camene Navium Poctam ; 


Itaq; poſtquam eſt Orcino traditms the/auro, 
Obliti ſunt Rome lingud loqui Latind. 


Or, that modeſter Teſtimony given by 
Lucins eAlinms. Stilo upon Plautws ; who at- 
fhirmed, Muſas, fi latine loqui woluiſſent, Plauti- 
no ſermone fuiſſe loquuturas, And that illu- 
ſtrious judgment by the moſt learned M. 
Varro of him; who pronounced him the 
Prince of Letters, and Elegaxcy, in the Roman 
Language. 

I am not of that opinion to conclude a 
Poet's liberty within the narrow limirs of 
Laws, which eicher the Grammarians, or Phi- 
loſophers preſcribe. For, before they found 
out thoſe Laws, there were many excellent 
Poets, that fulhlFd them. Amongſt whom 
none more pertect than Sopbecles, who liv'd 
a little before Ariſtotle. 


Which of the Gree&ings durſt ever give 
Precepts to Demoſthenes ? or to Pericles, (whom 
the Age ſurnam'd heavenly) becauſe he 
ſeem'd co Thunder, and Lighten, wich his 
Language? or to Alcibiades, who. had ra- 
ther Nature for his Guide, than Art for his 
Maſter ? 


But, whatſoever Nature at any time di- 
ated to the moſt happy ; or long Exer- 
ciſe to the moſt laborious, that the Wiſdom, 
and Learning of Ariſtotle, hath brought in- 
to an Art ; becauſe, he underſtood the Cauſes 
of things ; and what other Men did by 
chance or cuſtom, he doth by reaſon; and 
not only found out the way not to err, 
but the ſhore way we ſhould take, not to 


err, 

Many things in Ewripider hath Ariftophanes 
wittily reprehended ; not our oft Art, but 
out of Truth, For, Euripides is ſometimes 

ccant, as he is moſt times perfet, But, 
udgmene when it is greateſt , if Reaſon 
doth not accompany it, is not ever abſo- 


L. Alins. 
Stibo, Plautus, 


M. Varro. 


Sophocles. 


Demnſt henes, 
Pericles. 


Alcibiades, 


Ariſtotle. 


Kuriphder. 
Ariſtophanes, 


lute. 
To judge of Poets is only the faculty of 
Poets; and not of all Poets, but the beſt. -- on 


Nemo infeliciis de Poetu judicavit wi 
de mult} xr But, ome will Kat.ry 
are a kind of Tinkers; that make more 
faules, than they mend ordinarily. See their 
Diſeaſes, and thoſe of Grammearians. It is 
true, many Bodies are the worſe for the med- 
ling with : And che multitude of Phyſicians 
hath deſtroyed many found Patients, wich 
their wrong practiſe, - But the office of a 
rrue Critick, or Cenſor, is, not to throw by a 
Letrer any where, or damn an innocent Syl- 
lable, bur lay the words rogether, and amend 
them ; judge ſincerely of the Author, and 
his matter, which is the ſign of ſolid, and 
perfe&t Learning in a Man. Such was Ho- 
race, an Author of much Civility ; and (if 
any one among the Heathen can be) the 

belt 


Germ, Senec. 
de brev. vt. 


cap. 13+ & 
epiſt. $8, 


How ace, 
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Hein, de 
Sat, 265- 


Pag. 267» 
Pap. 270, 
271+ 

Pag- 273+ 

& ſeq. 

Pag. in comm. 


153-O ſeq. 


Terence, 


Menander, 


The parts of 
a Comedy 
and Tragedy. 


Ariftotle, 


Plato. Homer. 


beſt Maſter, | both of Vertue, and Wiſdom 53! Perſon ; becauſe he p:elented the Gods lome- 
an excellent, and true Judge upon Cauſe, | times Laughing. As, alfo ic is divinely faid 
and Reaſon ; not becauſe he thought fo 3 of Ari#tor/-, thar ro feem ridiculous is a part 


but becauſe he knew ſo, out of Uſe and 
Experience. 


ciline. 


Cato Grammaticws, Latma Syren, 
Out ſolus legit, & facit Poet as. 


Quanilian of the fame Herelie, but re- 
jetted" 


Horace his judgment of Cherillws, defend- 
ed againſt Foſeph Scaliger. And, of Laberias, 
againſt 7ulins. 


But chiefly his opinion of Plantae, vindi- 
cated againſt many, that are offended, and 
ſay, it is a hard Cenſure upon the parent of 
all conceit, and ſharpneſs. And, they with 
it had nor fallen fiom fo great a Maſter, and 
Cenſor in the Art : whoſe Bondmen knew 
better how to judge of Plautws, than any that 
dare Patronize the Family of Learning in 
this Age ; who could not be ignorant of the 
judgment of the times, in which he liv'd, 
when Poetry, and the Latin Language were 
at the height : C_ being a Man fo 
converſant, and inwardly familiar with the 
cenſures of great Men, that did diſcourſe of 
theſe things daily amongſt themſelves. A- 
gain, a Man fo gracious, and in high fa- 
your with the Emperour, as Auguſtus often 
called him his witty Manling, ( tor the lit- 
tlenefs of his ſtature; ) and (if we may 
truſt Antiquity ) had deſign'd him for a Se- 
crerary of Eſtate; and invited him to the 
Re, which he modeſtly pray'd off, and 
retus'd. 


Horace did fo highly eſteem Terence his 
Comedics, as he aſcribes the Art in Comedy 
to him alone, among the Latin, and joyns 
him with Menander, 


Now, let us fee what may be ſaid for ei- 
ther, to defend Horace his judgment to Po 
ſterity ; and not wholly to condemn Plau- 
ru, 


The parts of a Comedy are the ſame with 
a Tragedy, and the end is partly the ſame. 
For, they both delight, and teach 3 the Co- 
micks are call'd NCxanu, of the Greeks ;-no 
leſs than the Tragicks. 


Nor, is the moving of Laughter always 
the end of Comedy, that is rather a fooling 
for the Peoples Delight, or their Fooling. 
For, as Ariſtotle ſays rightly, the -moving of 
Laughter is a fault in Comedy, a kind of 
rurpitude, that depraves ſome part of a Man's 
Nature without a Diſeaſe. As a wry Face 
without pain moves Laughter, or a deform- 
ed Vizard,or a rude Clawn, dreſt in a Ladies 
Habit, and uſing her ations, we diſlike, and 
{corn ſuch repreſentations ; which made the 
anciene Philoſophers ever think Laughter 
unfitting in a wiſe Man. And this induc'd 
Plato to eſteem of Homer, as a facrilegious! 


_ of diſhoneſty, and toolith, 


| - * 
+ So that, what either in the words, or ſenſe The wir of 
Cato, the Grammarian, a detender of Lu- of an Author, or inthe language, or actions the old Co- 


' of Men, is awry, or depraved, doth {trange- 
| ly ſtir mean Aﬀections, and provoke tor 
, the moſt part co Laughter. And theretore 
| ic was clear, that all infolent, and obſcene 
; Ppeeches, jeſt upon the beſt Men injuries 
; to particular Perfons; perverſe, and liniſter 

Sayings ( and the rather unexpected ) in che 

old Comedy did move Laughter, etpecial- 

yom_ ic did imitate any diſhoneſty; and 
' ſcurrility came forth in the place of wit: 
' which who underſtands the narure and Ge- 
| nius of Laughter , cannot bur perfectly 
| know, 


medy, 


c 


Of which Ariftophanes affords an ample Ariftphanes. = 


or any other in that kind ; bur exprets'd all 
the Moods, and Figures, of what is ridi- 
culous, oddly. In ſhort, as Vinegar is not 
accounted good, until the Wine be corrup- 
ted : fo Jeſts chat are true and natural, fcl- 
dom raiſe Laughter , wich che Beaſt, the 
Multitude. They love nothing, that is right, 
and proper. "The farther it runs from rex 
ſon, or poſlibility wich them, the better 
it 15. 


to ſec Socrates preſented, that Example of 
all good Lite, Honeſty, and Vertue, to have 
him hoiltcd up with a Pully, and there play 
the Philoſopher, in a Baskee. Meaſure, how 
many Foot a Flea could skip Geometrically, by 
a juſt Scale, and edifie the People from the 
Engine. "This was Theatrical wit, right Stage- 
jelting, and reliſhing a Play-houſe, invented 
tor ſcorn and laughter ; whereas, if it had 
ſavour'd of equiry, Truth, Perfpicuity, and 
Candor, to have talten a wiſe, or a learned 
Palate, fpie it oue prefently 3 chis is birter 
and proheable, this inſt; ucts, and would in- 
torn us: what need we know any thing, 
that are nobly born, more. than a Horſe» 
race, or a Hunting-matrch , our Day to 
break with Citizens, and ſuch innate my- 
ſteries / 


Tumbrel again, reducing all wit co the O- 
riginal Dungcarrt. 


Of the magmtude, and compaſs of 


any Fable, Epick, or Drama- 
tick, 


To the reſolving of this QueF#ion, we muſt 
firſt agree in the definition of the 


joyned, and knit together, as nothing in the 
{tructure can be chang'd; or taken away, 
without impairing, or croubling the whole 3 
of which there is a proportionable magni- 
tude in the members. 
a Man would build a Houfſz, he would firtt 

ap20!nr 


As tor example; it 


Harveſt, having not only ourgone Plauzms, 74%: 


What could have made them laugh, like $:crarer, 


Theatrical 


This is truly leaping from the Stage, to the the car; 


What the 


Poem, 


hin'd. 


: . d Fable. meaſure of 2 
The Fable is call'd the Imation of one in- Fable is. 

tire, and pertect Action 3 whoſe parts are fo _ _— 
Or riot or 4 


de- 
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Diſcov eries. 


The Frick 
Fable. 


Differing 
from the 
Dramatich. 


What we 
underſtand 
by Whole, 


appoint a place to build ic in , which he 
would define within certain bounds : So in 
the Conſtitution of a Poem, the Action 1s 
aim'd at by the Poer, which anſwers Place 
in a Building ; and that Action hath his 
largeneſs, compaſs, and proportion. Bur, 
as a Coure or King's Palace requires other 
dimenſions than a private Houſe : So the E- 
ick asks a magnitude, from other Poems. 
—tg what is Place in the one, is Action 
in the other, the difference is in you So 
that by this definition we conclude the Fa- 
ble, to be the imitation of one perfet, and in- 
tire Action 3 as one perfect, and intire place 
is requir'd to a Building, By pertect, we un- 
deritand that, to which nothing is wanting ; 
as Place to the Building, that is rais'd, and 
Action to the Fable, that is form'd. It is 
perfet, perhaps, not for a Court, or Kings 
Palace, which requires a greater Ground 3 
but for the ſtruture we would raiſe, ſo the 
ſpace of the Action, may not prove large 
enough for the Epick Fable, yet be perfedt for 
the Dramatick, and whole. 


Whole, we call that, and perfe&t, which 
hath a beginning, a mid'ſt, and an end, So 
the place of any Building may be whole, 
and intire, for that work ; though too little 
tor a Palace. As, to a Tragedy . or a Comedy, 
the Action may be convenient, and perfect, 
that would not fit an Erick Poem in Magni- 
tude. Soa Lyon is a perfe&t Creature in 
himſelf, though it be leſs, than that of a Buf- 
falo, or a Rhinccerote. "They differ but in 


 ſpecie: either in the kind is abſolute. Both 


What the ut- 
moſt bound 
of a Fable. 


have their parts, and either the whole. 
Therefore, as in every Body, foin every Ati- 
on, which is the ſubje& of a juſt work, there 
is requir'd a certain proportionable great- 
neſs, neither too vaſt, nor too minute. For 
that which happens to the Eyes, when we 
behold a body, the ſame happens to the Me- 
mory, when we contemplate an a&tion. I 
look upon a monſtrous Giant, as Tityw,whoſe 
body cover'd nine Acres of Land, and mine 
Eye ſticks upon every part: the whole chit 
conſiſts of thoſe parts, will never be taken in 
at one intire view. So in a Fable, it the Acti- 
on be too great, we can never comprehend 
the whole together in our Imagination. A- 
gain, if it be too little, there ariſeth no plea- 
ſure out of the object, it affords the view no 
ſtay : It is beheld and vaniſheth at once. As 
if we ſhould !ook upon an Ant or Piſmire, 
the parts fly the ſight, and the whole confi 

dered isalmolt nothing. The ſame happens 
in Action, which is the obje&t of Memory, 
as the body is of ſight. Too vaſt oppreſſerh 
the Eyes, and exceeds the Memory : too lit- 
tle ſcarce admits cicher. 


Now, in every Acion ie bchoves the Poet 
to know which 1s his utmoſt bound, how far 
with fitneſs, and a necetſſary proportion, he 
may produce, and determine it. That is, 
till cither good fortune change into the 
worle, or the worſe into the better. For as 
a body without proportion cannot be good- 
ly, no more can the Action, either in Co- 
wmedy, or Tragedy wichour his fie bounds, 
And every bound tor the nature of the Sub- 
jCt, is eltcem'd the beſt chat is largeſt, cill 


it can increaſe no more : ſo it bchooves the 
Action in Tragedy,or Comedy, to be let grow, 
till the neceflity ask a Concluſion : wherein 


two things arc to be conſidered ; Firſt, that 


it exceed not the compaſs of one Day: 
Next, that there be place leſt for Digreflion, 
and Art, For the Epiſodes, and Digrethons 
in a Fable, are the ſame that Houſhold-ſtuff, 
and other Furniture are in a Houſe. And 


ſo. far for the meaſure, and extent of a 
Fable Dramatick, 


Now, that it ſhould be one, and intire- 
One is conſiderable two ways : cither, as it 
is only ſeparate, and by it 1elf; or as being 
compos'd of many parts, it begins to be one, 
as thoſe parts grow, or are wrought toge- 
ther. "That it ſhould be one the firſt way 
alone, and by ic ſelf, no Man that hath ta- 
ited Letters ever would ſay, eſpecially ha- 
ving required before a juſt Magnitude, and 
equal Proportion of the parts in themſelves. 
Neither of which can pofhbly be, if che 
Action be ſingle and ſeparate, not composd 
of parts, which laid together in themſelves, 
with an equal and fitting proportion, tend 
to the lame end ; which thing out of Anti- 
quity it ſelf, hath deceiv'd many 3 and more 
this Day it doth deceive. 


So many there be of old, that have thoughe 


the Action of one Man to be one: As of 


Hereules, Theſes, Achilles, Ulyſſes, and other 


What by one, 
and intice, 


Hercules,” 


Heroes ; which is both fooliſh and falſe ; Theſes, 


lince by one and the ſame Perſon many 
things may be ſeverally done, which cannot 
ftly be referred, or joyned to the ſame end: 
which not only the excellent Tragick Peers, 


Achilles, 


Uhbyjps. 


but the beſt Malters of the Epick, Homer, and Hmer, and 
Virgil ſaw. For though the Argument of Vigib 


an Epick-Poem be tar more diffusd , and 
pour'd out, than that of Tragedy; yet Vir- 


gil writing of e/Aneas hath pretermitted ma- nec. 


ny things. He neither cells how he was 
born, how brought up ; how he foughe with 
Achilles ; how he was ſnatch'd out of the 


Batrel by Venws ; but that one thing, how be Vers. 


came into Italy, he proſecutes in ewelve Books. 
The reſt of his journey, his error by Sca, the 
Sack of Troy, are put not as the Argument 
of the work, but Epiſodes of the Argument. 


handled no more, than he ſaw tended to one 
and the ſame end. 


Contrary to which and fooliſhly thoſe Po- 
ets did , whom the Philoſopher taxeth ; of 


in one work, So did he, whom 


recited a Volume compil'd, which he call'd 
his Theſeide, not yet finiſh'd, to the great 
trouble both of his hearers and himſelf : A- 
mongſt which there were many parts had 
no coherence, nor kindred one with other, 
ſo far they were from being one Action, 
one Fable, For as a Houſe, conſiſting of di- 
vers materials, becomes one ſtructure, and 
one dwelling; fo an Action, compos'd of 
divers parts, may become one Fable Epick, 
or Dramatick, For example, in a Tragedy 


of 


So Homer laid by many things of Ulyſes and Her. 


whom one gather'd all the Actions of The» Theſews, 
ſexs : another put all the Labours of Hercules Hercules, 
Tuvenal / _ 
mentions in the beginning ,boarſe Codrus, that _ 


look upon Sopbecles his Ajax : Ajax depriv'd —_— 
ax, 


es. ms. Mid _— 
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Uhſſes, 


of Achilles's Armour, which he hop'd from 
the ſuffrage of the Greeks, diſdains ; and, 
growing impatient of the Injury , rageth, 
and turns mad. In that humour he doth 
many ſenſlefs things; and at laſt falls upon 
the Grecian Flock, and kills a great Ram 
tor Ulyſes: Returning to his Senſe, he grows 
aſham'd of the ſcorn, and kills himfelt ; and 
is by the Chiefs of the Greeks forbidden Bu- 
rial. Theſe things agree, and hang 'toge- 
ther, not as they were done ; but as ſeem- 
ing to be done, which made the Action 
whole, intire, and abſolute. 


For the whole, as it confſiſteth of parts; fo 


- without all the parts it is not the whole 3 and 


to make it abſolute, is requir'd, not only 
the parts, but ſuch parts as are true. For a 
part of the whole was true 3 which if you 


EE ———— 


take away, you cither change the whole, or 

it is not the whole. For if it be ſuch a part, 

as being preſent or abſent, nothing con- 

cerns the whole, ic cangot be call'd a part 

of che whole : and ſuch are the Epiſodes, of Which are 
which hereafter. For the preſent, here is mm 
one example ;* Fhe ſingle Combat of Ajax 1g. Homer. 
with Hettor, as it is at la deſcrib'd in 

Homer, nothing belongs to this Ajax of So- 

phocles, 


You admire no Poems, but ſuch as run 
like a Brewers-Cart upon the Stones, hob- 


ling, 
Et, qua per ſaltbras, altaque ſaxa cadunt, —. 
Attins, & quidquid Pacwvinſque Vomunt. Ehigr. 91 


Attomituſque legs terrai, frugiterai. 


FINTS. 


NEW IN 


The Light Heart. 
A COMEDY. 


As it was never Aced, but moſt negligently Play'd by ſome, the 


Kinos SERVANTS. 


And more ſqueamiſhly Beheld and Cenſured by others, the 
KINGS SUBJECTS. 


Now at laſt ſet at Liberty to the Reavens, His Majeſty's Servants 
and Subjeds, to be judgd of. 1631. 


By the Author, B. Johnſon. 


w—— Me leftori credere Mallem : 
Quam ſpeRatoris faſtidiis ferre ſuperbi. Hor. 


—_—__m—_— 


The DEDICATION tothe READER. 
[* thou be ſuch, I make thee my Patron, and dedicate the Piece to thee : Tf not ſo much, 


would I bad been at the Charge of thy better Litterature. Howſoever , if thou canſt but 
M ſpell, and join my Senſe, there is more hope of thee, than of a Hundred faſtidious Iraperti- 
nents, 'who were there preſent the firſt Day, yet never made piece of their Proſpett the right way. 
What did they come for, then ? thou will t ak me. T will as punttually anſwer : To ſee, and to be 
ſeen : To make a general muſter of themſelves in their Clothes of Credit : and poſſeſs the Stage 
atainſt the Play : To diſlike all, but mark nothing. And by their confidence of riſmg between the 
Afts, in Oblique Lines, make Affidavit to the whole Houſe, of their not underſtanding one Scene. 
Arm'd with this Prejudice, as the Stage-furniture, or Arras-cloaths, they were there, as SpeFtators, 
away. For the Faces in the Hangings, and they beheld alike ; '{o 1 wiſh they may do ever, and do truſt 
my ſelf and my Book, rather to thy ruſtick Candor, than all the Pomp of their Pride, and ſolemn 
Jynorance to boot, Fare thee well, and fall too. Read 

Bax. Joxs0ox. 


But firſt The ARGUMENT. 
Aaaaa THEE 


THE 


RGUMENT. 


ord FRA Met, a Noble Golteman well educated, and bred a Schollar Int Oxford, was Married 
| | Hyoun , to a Vertuous Gentlewoma h 


$yly's Daughter of the Sowrb, whoſe worth (though he truly en- 
oy'd) he never could rightly value 5 but, as many green Husbands (given over to their extravagant De- 

ights, and ſome peccatit Humors of their own) occaſion'd in his over loving Wife, ſo deep a Melan- 
choly, by hi leaving her in the time of her lying in of her ſecond Daughter, ſhe having brought him only two 
Daughters, Frances and Letitia : and (out of her hurt Fancy) inter that to be a Cauſe of her Husband's 
coldneſs in Aﬀettion, her not being bleſt with a Son, took a Reſolution with her ſelf, after her Months time, and 
Thankſgiving rightly in the Church, to quit her home, with a Vow never to return, till by reducing her Lord, ſhe 
could bring a wiſh'd happineſs to the Family. te? | 

He in the mean time returning, and hearing of this departure of his Lady, began, though over-late, to reſenc 
the Injury he had done her : and out of his Cock-braind Reſolution, eatred into as ſolemn a queſt of her. Since 
when, ncither of them had been heard of. But the eldeſt Daughter Frances, by the Title of Lady Frampul, en- 
joyed the Sate, her Siſter being loſt young, and is the ſole Relict of the Family. ; 

| AQ I. Here begins our Comedy. 
This Lady, being a Brave, Bountiful Lady, and enjoying this free, and plentiful Eſtate, hath an ambitious DiC 
ſition to be eſteemed the Miſtreſs of many Servants, but loves none. And hearing of a famous New-1nn, that is 
ept by a-merry Hoſt, call'd Geod-ſtock in Barnet, invites ſome Lords and Gentlemen to wait on her thither, as well 
to ſee the Faſhions of the Place, as to make themſelves merry, with the Accidents on the by. -It happens, there 
is a melancholick Gentleman, one Maſter Lovel, hath been lodg'd there ſome days before in the I=n, who, (unwil- 
ling to be ſeen) is ſurpriz'd by the Lady, and invited by Prudenee, the Ladies Chamber-maid, who is ele&ed Go- 
werneſs of the Sports in the Inn for that day, and inſtal'd their Soveraign. Lovel is perſwaded by the Hof, and yields 
to the Ladies invitation, which concludes the Firſt 4#. Having reveal'd his Quality before to the Hoſt. 
In the Secoud AG. 

Prudence and her Lady expreſs their Anger conceiv'd at the Taylor, who had promiſed to make Prudence a new 
Suit, and bring it home, as on the Eve, againſt this day. Bur he failing of his word, the Lady had commanded a 
Standard of her own beſt Apparel to be brought down ; and Prudence 1s fo fitted. The Lady being put in mind, 
that ſhe is there alone without other Company of Women, borrows (by the advice of Prs) the Hoſts Son of the 
Houſe, whom thedreſs with the Hos conſent, like a _—_ and ſend out the Coachman, with the em Coach, 
as for a Kinſwoman of her Ladiſhips, Miſtreſs Letitia Sylly, to bear her Company : Who attended with hi Nurſe, 
an old Chair-woman in the Ian, dreſt oddly by the Heſfts Council, is believed to be a Lady of Quality, and fo re- 
ceiv'd, entertain'd, and Love made to her by the young Lord Beaufort, 8&c. In the mean time the Fly of the Im is 
diſcover'd to Colonel Gloriow, with the Militia of the Houſe, below the Stairs, in the Drawer, Tapter, mberlain, 
and Hoſtler, inferiour Officers ; with the Coochman Trundle, Ferret, &c. And, the preparation is made, to the 
Ladies deſign upon Lowel, his upon her, and the w—_ upon both. 

Here begins, at the Third A&, the Epitaſis, or buſineſs of the Play. 

Lovel, by the dexterity and wit of the Sowveraign of the Sports, Prudence 3 having ewo hours afigned him, of free 
Colloquy, and Love-making to his M:ſtreſs, one atter Dinner, the other after Supper ; the Cour: being ſer, is demand- 
ed by the Lady Frampul, what Love is? as doubting if there were ny ſuch Power, or no. To whom he firſt by De- 
finition, and after by Argument anſwers, proving and deſcribing the effe&ts of Love, 1o vively, as ſhe who had de- 
rided the Name of Love before, hearing his Diſcourſe, is now ſo taken both with the Man and his Matter, as ſhe con- 
fefſerh her felt enamour'd of him, and, but for the ambition ſhe hath to enjoy the other Hour, had preſently declar'd 
her ſelf : which gives both him and the Spe#ators occaſion to think the yer diflembles, notwichſtanding the payment 
of her kiſs, which he Celebrates. And the Court diſſolves, upon a news brought, of a new Lady, a newer h, 
and a new Coachman call'd Barnaby. 

At. 1V. The Houſe being put into a noiſe, with the Rumor of this new Lady, and there being drinking below 
in the Court, the Colonel, Sir Glorious, with Bat Burſt, a broken Citizen, and Hodge Huffie his Champion ; the falls 
into their Hands, and being atrended but with one Foot-man, 1s uncivilly entreated by them, and a rrel com- 
menc'd, but is refcued by the Valour of Lovelz which beheld by the Ledy Frampu!, from the Window, ſhe is invited 
up for ſafety, where coming, and conduRted by the Hoff, har Gown is firſt diſcover'd to be the ſame with the whole 
Suit, which was beſpoken tor Pr», and ſhe her ſelf, upon examination, found to be Pinnacia Stuff, the Taylers Wife, 
who was wont to be preoccupied in all his Cuſtomers beſt Clothes, by the Foot-man her Husband. They are both 
condemn'd and cenſur'd, ſhe ſtript like a Doxey, and ſent home a foot, In the interim, the ſecond hour goes on, and 
the queſtion, at\ſute of the Lady Frampul, is chang'd from Love to Valor; which ended, he receives his ſecond kiſs, 
and by the Rigor of the Soveraign, falls into a Fit of Melancholy, worſe, or more deſperate than the firſt. 

The Fifth and laſt \4# is the Cataſtrophe, or knitting up of all, where Fly brings word to the Hoft, of the Lird Beau- 
forts being marricd privately in the New-ſtable, to the luppos'd Lady, his Son ; which the Hoſt receives as an omen 
of Mirth 3 But complains that Lovel is gone to Bed melancholick, when Prudence appears drelt in the new Suit, ap- 
plauded by her Lary, and employ'd to retrive Lovel. The Hoſt encounters them, with this relation of L. Beaufort's 
marriage, which is ſeconded by the L. Latimer, and all the Servants of the Houle. In this while, L. Beaufort comes in, 
and proleſſes ir, calls tor his Bed and Bride-bowl, to be made ready, the Hoſt forbids both, ſhews whom he hath mar- 
ried, and diſcovers him to be his Sov, a Boy. The Lord Bridegroom confounded, the Nur/e enters like a frantick 
Bedlam, cries out on Fly, ſays ſhe is undone in her Daughter, who is confelſled to be the Lord Fr s Child, Siſter 
to the other Lady, the Het ro be their Father, She his Wife, He finding his Children, beſtows them one on Luvel, 
the other on the Lord Beaufort, the Inn upon Fly, who had been a Gipſey with him ; offers a Portion with Prudence, 
for her Wir, which is refuſed ; and (1.6 taken, by the Lord Latimer, to Wifez tor the Crown of her Vertue and 


Goodneſs, And all are contented, 
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With ſome ſhort Characteriſm of the Chief Actors. 


Ood-ſtock, the Hoſt (plaid well? alias, 

the Lord Frampul, By retends to be a 

Gentleman and a Scholar, megleFed by 

the Times, turns Hoſt, and keeps an bm, 

the Sigz of the Light Heart in Barnet : is ſuppoſed 

to have one only Son, but is found to have none, but 

two Daughters, Frances and Lztitia, who was loſt 
young, Kc. 

Lovel. A compleat Gentleman, «4 Soldier and a 
Scholar, is a melancholy Gueſt in the Inn : fuſs quar- 
rell'd, after much honour d and belovd by the Hoſt. 
He is known to have been Page to the old Lord Beau- 
fort, follow'd him in the French Wars, after « Cor- 
panion of his Studies, and lefi Guardian to his Son, 


He is aſſiſted in his Love to the Lady Frampul, by the | 


Hoſt, and the Chambermaid Prudence. He was one 
that ated well too. 

Ferret. Who is alſo called Stote and Vermin, is 
Lovel's Servant, a Fellow of a quick nimble Wit, 
knows the Manners and AfﬀeFions of People, and can 
make profitable and timely diſcoveries of then. 

Frank. Swppos'd a Boy, and the Hoſts Son, bor- 
rowed to be dreſt for a Lady, and ſet up as a ſtale by 
Prudence, to catch Beaufort or Latimer, proves to 
be Lztitia, Siſter to Frances, and Lord Frampul's 
younger Daughter, ſtoln by a Beggar-woman, ; 
put into Boys Apperel, ſold to the Holt, and brought up 
by him as his Son, 

Nurſe. A poor Chair-woman in the Inn, with one 
Eye, that tends the Boy, is thought the Iriſh Beggar 
that ſold him, but is truly the Lady Frampul, who left 
her home melancholick, and jealous that her Lord lov'd 
her not, becauſe ſhe brought hint none but Danghters, 
and lives unknown to her Husband, as he to her. 

Frances, Suppeſes the Lady Frampul, being repu- 
ted his ſole Daughter and Heir, the Barony deſcend- 
ing upon her, is a Lady of great Fortunes, and Beau- 
ty, but phantaſtical : thinks nothing a felicity, but to 

ave a multitude of Servants, and be calld Miſtreſs 
by then, comes to the Inn to be merry, with a Chamber- 
maid only, and her Servants her Gueſts, &c. . 

Prudence. The Chamber-maid is clefed Sove- 
reign of the Sports in the Inn, Governs all, Commands, 
y ſo orders, as the Lord Latimer is exceedingly ta- 
hen with her, and takes her to his Wife, in concluſron. 


Lord Latimer aud Lord Beaufort, are a pair of 
young Lords, Servants and Gueſts to the Lady Fram- 


pal, but as Latimer fot enamonr'd of Prudence, ſo 
doth Beaufort on the Boy, the Hoſts Son, ſet up for Lx- 
titia, the younger Siſter, which ſhe proves to be adred, 

Sir Glorious Tipto. A Knight, and Colonel, hath 
the Inck, to think well of himſelf, without a Rival, 
tlks gloriouſly of any thing, but very fue it in the 
right, He is the Ladies Oneſt, and 


but this day utterly negles his Service, or that him. 
For he is k m—— on the Fly of the Inn, and the 
Militia below Stairs, with Hodge Huffle, and Bat 
Burſt, Gueſts that come in, and Trundle, Barnabe, 
Gee. as no other Society reliſheth with hin, 

y_ Is the Paraſite of the Inn, Viſtter general of 
the Houſe, one that had been a ſtrolling Giplee, but 
now is reclam'd, to be Inflamer of the Rechonings. 

Peirce. The Drawer, Knighted by the Colonel, 
ftil'd Sir Pierce, and young Anone, one of the 
chief of the Infantry. 

Jordan. The Chamberlain, another of the Militia, 
«nd an Officer, Commands the Tertia of the Beds. 
ag. Tapſter, a Through-fare of News. 
Peck. The _ 

Bat Burſt. A broken Citizen, an in an4 in Man: 
Hodge Huffle. A Cheater, bis Champion. 
Nick Stuff. The Ladies Taylor. 

Pinnacia Stuff, His Wife, 

Trundle. A Coachman. 

Barnabe. A hir d Coachnan, 


Staggers. The Smith. 
Tree. The Sadler. FOnly talk'd on. 


The PROLOGUE. 


YV Ou are welcome, welcome all to the New Inn 
. Though the old Houſe,we hope onr Chear will wit 
Your Acceptaion : we ha' the ſame Cook 
Still, and the fat, who ſays, you ſha' not look, 
Long for your Bill of Fare, but every Diſh 
Be ſerv'd in i the time, and to your wiſh : 
| 4g. thing be ſet to a wrong taſte, 

is not the Meat, there, but the Mont!”s diſplac'd, 
Remove but that ſick Palate, all is well. 
For this, the ſecure Dreſſer bad me tell, 
Nothing more hurts juſt Meetings, than a Croud : 
Or, when the Expettation's grown too loud : 
That the mice Stomach would ha' this or that, 
And being ask'd, or urg'd, it knows not what : 
When ſharp or ſweet, have been too much a Feaſt, 
And both out liv'd the Palate of the Gueſt, 
Beware to bring ſuch Appetites to the Stage, 
They do confeſs a weak, ſick, queaſie Age 1 
And a ſbrew'd grudging too of Ignorance, 
When Clothes and Faces 'bove the Men a4vance : 
Hear for your Health, then, But at any hand, 
Before you judge, vonchſafe to nnderjtand, 
Coro, digeſt : if then, it do not hit, 
Some are in a Conſumption of Wir, 
Deep, he dares ſay, ke will not think; that all. 
bor fefticks are not Epidemical. 


r Servant too ; | 
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Act I. Scene L 


Hoſt, Ferret. 


Am not pleas'd, indeed, you are i* the right ; 
Nor is my Houſe pleas'd, it my Sign could ſpeak, 
The Sign o' the Light-Heart. There you may 
read it ; 

So may your Maſter too, if he look on'e. 

A Heart weigh'd with a Feather, and out weigh'd too : 

A Brain-child o*' my own ! and I am proud on' ! 

And if his Worſhip think, here, to be melancholy, 

In ſpight of me or my Wit, he is deceiv'd ; 

T will maintain the Rebus 'gainſt all Humours, 

And all Complexions ! the Body of Man, 

That's my word, or i' the Ifle of Britain ! 

Fer. You have Reaſon good mine Hoſt, Hof. Sir I have 
Whether it be by chance or Art, (Rhime too. 
A beavy Purſe makes a light Heart. 

There 'tis expreſt ! firſt, by a Purſe of Gold, 

A beavy Purſe, and then ewo Turtles, makes, 

A Heart with a Light ſtuck in't, » Light-beart ! 

Old Abbot 1/ip could not invent better, 

Or Prior Bolton with his Bolt and Ton, 

I am an Inn-keeper, and know my Grounds, 

And ſtudy 'em; Brain o' Man, I ſtudy 'em: 

I muſt ha? jovial Gueſts to drive my Ploughs, 

And whiſtling Boys to bring my Harveſt home, 

Or I ſhall hear no Flails thwack. Here, your Maſter 
And you ha' been this Fortnight, drawing Fleas 

Out of my Mats, and pounding *em in Cages 

Cat out of Cards, and thoſe rop'd round with Pack-thred, 
Drawn thorow Birdlime ! a fine ſubtiley ! 

Or poring through a Multiplying-glaſs, 

Upon a captiv'd Crab-louſe, or a Cheelſe-mite 

To be difl-ed, as th Sports of Nature, 

With a neat Spaniſh Needle : Speculations 

That do become the Age, I do confeſs ! 

As meaſuring an Ants Eggs, with the Silk-worms, 

By a Phantaſtick Inſtrument of Thred, | 

Shall give you their juſt difference to a Hair ! 

Or elle recovering of dead Flies with Crums! 

(Another quaint concluſion 1 the Phyſicks) 

Which I ha' ſ:en you buſie at, through the Key-hole— 
But never had the Fate to fee a Fly Ent. Lovel. 
Alive i* your Cups, or once heard, drink mine Heſft, 
Or ſuch a cheartul chirping Charm come from you. 


Act I. Scene IL 
| Lovel, Ferrer, Hoſt. 


— 


Hat's that ? what's that ? Fer. A buzzing of mine 
About a Fly ! a murmur that he has. (Ho## 
Hoſe. Sir I am telling your S:cte here, Monſicur Ferrer, 
(For that I hear's his Name) and dare tell you, Sir, 
If you havea mind to be melancholy, and muſty, 


There's Footmans Inn, at the Towns end, the Stocks, 


Or Carriers Place, at Sign of the broken Wain, 
Manſions of State ! Take up your Harbour there, 
There are both Flies and Fleas, and all variety 
Of Vermin, for inſpe&ion or diſleQion. 
Lov. We ha' ſet our reſt up here, Sir, i your Heart. 
Hoſt. Sir ſet your Heart at reſt, you ſhall not do it ; 
Unlefs you can be jovial. Brain o' Man, 
Be jovial firſt, and drink, and dance, and drink. 
Your lodging here, and wi* your daily dumps, 

Is a meer Libel a Houſe and me ; (Hoſt ? 
And, then, your ſcandalous Commons. Lov. How, mine 
Heff. Sir, they do ſcandal me, upo' the Road, here. 

A poor quotidian Rack o* Mutton, roaſted 

Dry to be grated! and that driven down 

With Bear and Butter-Milk, mingled together, 

Or clarified Whey inſtead of Claret ! 

It is againſt my Free-hold, my Inheritance, 

My Magna Charts, Cor letificat, 

To drink ſuch Balder-daſh, or Bonny-clabbee ! 

Gi' me good Wine, or Catholick, or Chriſtian, 

Wine is the Word that glads the Heart of Man : 

And mine's the Houſe of Wine, Sack, ſays my Buſh, 

Be , and drink Sberry 1 that's my Poelie ! 

For 1 al never joy i” my Light-heart, 

So long as I conceive a ſullen Gueſt, 

Or any thing that's earthy | Lov. Humorous Hoſt. 
Hoſt. 1 care not if I be. Low. But airy alſo, 

Not to defraud you of your Rights, or trench 

Upo” pur Privileges, or great Charter, 

(For thoſe are every Hoſtlers Language now) 

Say, you were born beneath thoſe ſmiling Stars, 

Have made you Lord, and owner of the Heart, 

Of che Light-heart in Barnet ; ſuffer us 

Who are more Saturnine, t' enjoy the Shade 

Of your round Roof yet. Hoſt. Sir I keep no Shades 

Nor Shelters, I: for either Owls or Rere-mice. 


A&t I. Scene IIL. 


Ferret, Hoſt, Lovel. 


E'll make you a Bird of Night, Sir. Hof. Bleſs you 


Hyun make your ſelves ſuch. (Child, 
En. Fra. (the Hoſt [peaks 


Lov. That your Son,mine Holt : ro bis Child & the 

Heſt. He's all the Sons I have, Sir. Lov. Pretty Boy ! 
Goes he to School? Fer. O Lord, Sir, he prates Latin 
And 'twere a Parrot, or a Play-boy. Lov. Thou—— 
Commend'ſt him fitly. Fer. Tothe pitch, he flies, Sir, 
He'll tell you what is Latin for a Looking-glaſs, 

A Beard-bruſh, Rubber, or Quick- warming Pan. 
Lov. What's that ? Fer. a Wench, i the Inn-phraſs, is 
A Looking-Glaſs in her Eye, (all thoſe; 
A Beard-bruſh with her Lips, 
A Rubber wich her Hand, 
And a Warming-pan with her Hips. 

Hoſt. This, in your icurril Diale#. But my Inn 
Knowsno ſuch Language. F. That's becauſe, mine Hoſt, 
You do profeſs the ceaching him your (elf. 

Hoſt. Sir, 


The New Inn. 


—— 


Hoſt. Sir, I do teach him ſomewhat. By degrees, 

And with a Funnel, I make ſhift co fill 

The narrow Veſlel, he is but yet a Bottle. (nor. 
Lov. O let him loſe no time though. Hoſ. Sir, he do's 
Lov. And les his manners. Hof. I provide for thole, too. 

Come hither Frank, ſpeak tothe Gentleman 

In Latin : He is melancholy 3 fay, 

T long to ſee him merry, and fo would treat him. 
Fre. Subtrittis viſu e: eſe aliquantuliom patri, 

Lui te lawte excipere, etiam ac trattare geſtit. Lov, Pulchre. 
Hoſt, Tell him, I fear it bodes us fome ill luck, 

His too reſervednels. Fra. Veretur pater, 

Ne quid nobis mali ominis apportet iſte 

Nimis preclnſus vultus, Lov. Belle. A fine Child ! 

You wo' not part with him, mine Hoſt? #.Who told you 

I would not? Lov. I but ask you. Hoſe And I anſwer, 

To whom ? for what? Lov. To me, to be my Page. 
Hoſt. I know no miſchief yer the Child hath done, 

Todeſerve ſuch a deſtiny. Lov. Why ? Ho. Go down Boy, 

And get your Breakfaſt. Truſt me, I had rather 

Take a fair Halter, waſh my Hands, and hang him 

My ſelf,make a clean riddance of him, than— Lo. What ? 
Ho#t. Than damn him to that deſperate courle of Lite. 
Lov. Call you that deſperate, which by a Line 

Of Inſticution, from our Anceſtors, 

Hath been deriv'd down to us, and receiv'd 

In a Succeſſion, for the Nobleſt way 

Of breeding up our Youth, in Letters, Arms, 

Fair Mein, iCoarſs, civil Exerciſc, 

And all che Blazon of a Gentleman ? 

Where can he learn to vault, to ride, to fence, 

To move his Body graceſulle ? ro ſpeak 

His Language purer ? or to tune his Mind, 

Or Manners, more to the harmony of Nature, 

Than in theſe Nurſeries of Nobility ?— 
Hoſt, 1 that was, when the Nurſerics ſelf was Noble, 

And only Vertue made it, not the Market, 

That Titles were not vented at the Drum, 

Or common out-cry 3 Goodneſs gave the Greatneſs, 

And Greatneſs Worſhip : Every Houſe became 

An Academy of 'Honour, and thoſe Parts— 

We ſee departed, in the Praftice, now, 

Quite from the Inſtitution. Lov. Why do you ſay fo ? 

Or think fo enviouſly ? do they not (till 

Learn there the Centawres Skill, the Are of Thrace, 

To ride ? or Polluz Myſtery, to Fence ? 

The Pyrrbick Geſtures, both to Dance and Spring 

In Armour, to be active for the Wars ? 

To ſtudy Figures, Numbers, and Proportions, 

May yield 'em great in Counſels, and the Arts 

Grave Ne#or, and the wile Ulyſſes praftis'd ? 

To make their Enghſh ſweet upon their Tongue ! 

As Rev'rend Chaucer ſays? Hop Sir you miltake, 

To play Sir Pandarus my Copy hath it, 

And carry Meſſages to Madam Creſſide. | 

Inſtead of backing the brave Steed, o' Mornings, 

To mount the Chambermaids and for a leap 

O' the vaulting Horſe, to ply the vaulting Houle : 

For exerciſe of Arms, a Bale of Dice, 

Or two or three Packs of Cards to ſhew the Cheat, 

And nimblenefs of Hand : miſtake a Cloak 

From my Lords back, and pawn it, Eaſe his Pockets 

Of a ſuperfluous Watch. Or geld a Jewel 

Of an odd Stone or fo. Twinge three or four Buttons 

From off my Ladies Gown. ele are the Arts, 

Or Seven liberal deadly Sciences 

Of Pagery, or rather Paganiſm, 

As the Tides run. To which, if he apply him, 

He may, perhaps, take a degree at Tyburn, 

A year the carlier : come to read a Lecture 

Upon Aquinas at S. Thomas a Waterings, 

And ſogo forth a Lawreat in Hemp circle! (ſoning, 

Lov. You're tart, mins Hoſt, and talk above your ſca- 

O're what you ſeem : it ſhould not come, methinks, 


Under youl Cap, this Vein of fale and ſharpneſs ! 
Theſe ſtrikings upon Learning, now and then ? 

How long have you, (if your dull Gueſt may ask it, 
Drove this quick Trade, of keeping the Light-heart, 
Your Manſion, Palace here, or Hoſtelry ? 

Hoſt. Troth, I was born to ſomewhat, Sir, above it. 

Lov. lealily fuſpe& that : Mine Holt, your Name. 

Hoſ. They call me Good: ftock. Lov. Sir, and you con- 
Both i* your Language, Treaty,and your Bearing. (feb ir, 

Hoſ. Yet all, Sir, are not Sons of the white Hen; 

Nor can we, as the Songfter ſays, come all 

To be wrapt foft and warm in Fortunes Smock : 
When (he is pleas'd to trick or ctromp Mankind, 
Some may be Coats, as in the Cards bur, then 
Some muſt be Knaves, ſome Varlets, Bauds, and Oſtlers, 
As Aces, Duizes, Cards o'ten, to face it 

Out i the Game, which all the World is. CZ. But, 
Ic being i your free will (as 'twas) to chooſe 

What Parts you would ſuſtain, merhinks, a Man 
Of your ſagacity, and clear Noſtril, ſhould 

Have made, another choiſe, than of a Placz 

So ſordid, as the keeping of an Inn : 

Where every jovial Tinker, for his Chink, 

May cry, mine Hoſt, to Crambe, give ws Drink ; 
And do not link, but skink, or elſe you ſtink 

Rogue, Baud, and Cheater, call you by the Surnames, 
And known $ @ of your Profethon. 

Hof. But it I be no ſuch; who then's the Rogue, 
In underſtanding, Sir, I mean ? who errs ? 

Who einkleth then? or Perſonates Thom Tinker? 
Your Weazil here may tell you I talk baudy, 

And teach my Boy it; and you may believe him : 
Bur Sir, at your own Peril, if I do not : 

And at his too, if he do lye, and affirm it. 

No Slander ſtrikes, lefs hurts, the Innocent. 

If I be honeſt, and that all the Cheat 

Be of my ſelf, in keeping this Lighe Heart, 
Where, _—_— all the World's a Play 3 

The State, and Mens Aﬀairs, all Paſſages 

Of Life, to ſpring new Scenes; come in, go out, 
And ſhift, and vaniſh; and if I have got 

A Seat, to fit at caſe here, i' mine Inn, 

To lee the Comedy; and laugh, and chuck 

At the variety and throng of Humors 

And Diſpoſitions, thae come juſtling in, 

And out ſtill, as they one drove hence another : 
Why, will you envy me my happineſs ? 

Becauſe you are ſad and lumpiſh ; carry a Load-ſtone 
P your Pocket, to hang Knives on 3 or jet Rings, 
T* entice light Straws to leap at *em 3 are not caken 
With the alacrities of an Hoſt | *Tis more, 

And juſtlier, Sir, my wonder, why you took 

My Houſe up, Fidlers Hall, the Seat of noile, 

And micrth, an Inn here, to be drouſie in, 

And lodge your Lethargy in the Light Heart, 

As if ſome Cloud from Court had been your Harbinger, 
Or Cheap-/ide Debt-Books, or ſome Miſtreſs charge, 
Seeing your Love grow corpulent, gi it a Dyet, 
By abſence, ſome ſuch mouldy Patton! _ 

Lo.”Tis gueſs'd unhappily. Fe. Mine Hoſt, yo're call'd. 
H. I come, Boys. L. Ferret, have not you been ploughing 
With this mad Ox, mine Hoſt 2 Nor he with =p ? 

Fer, For what Sic ? Lov. Why, to find my Riddle out. 

Fer, I hope, you do believe, Sir, I can find 
Other Diſcourſe tobe at, than my Maſter 
With Hoſts and Hoſtlers. Lov. If you can, *cis well. 

Go down, and ſee, who they are comein, what Gueſts; 
And bring me word. 
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A&I. Scene IV, 


Lovel. 


Love, what Paſſion art thou! 

So tyrannous! and treacherous ! firſt t'enſlave, 
And then betray, all that in truth do ſerve thee ! 
That not the wileſt, nor the warieſt creature, 
Can more diſſemble thee, than he can bear 
Hot burning Coals, in his bare Palm, or Boſom ! 
And lefs, conceal, or hide thee, than a flaſh 
Of enflam'd Powder, whoſe whole light doth lay it 
Open to all diſcovery, even of thoſe 
Who have but half an eye, and lefs of noſe ! 
An Hoſt, co find me ! who is, commonly, 
The Log, a little o' this fide the Sign-polſt ! 
Or at the beſt ſome round grown thing, a Jug, 
Fac'd with a Beard, that fills out to the Gueſts, 
And takes in fro* the fragments o? their Jeſts ? 
Bur I may wrong this our of ſullenneſs, 
Or my miſtaking Humour ? Pray thee, Phant'fie, 
Be lay'd again. And gentle Melancholy, 
Do not oppre(s me, I will be as ſilent, 
As the tame Lover ſhould be, and as fooliſh. 


A&t I Scene V. 
Heſt, Ferret, Lovel. 


Y Gueſt, my Gueſt, be jovial, I beſeech thee. 
M I have freſh golden Gueſts, Gueſts o'the Game : 
Three Coach full ! Lords! and Ladies ! new come 10. 
And I will cry them to thee, and thee to them, 

So can I ſpring a Smile, but i'this Brow, 
That like the ru Roman Alderman 
Old Maſter Grols, furnam'd *Axaer@&- 
Was never ſeen to laugh, but as an Afs. 
Fer. Sir, here's the Lady Frampul. Lov. How ! Fer. And 
Lord Beaufort, and Lord Latimer, the Colonel (her train, 
Tipto', with Mrs. Czs, the Chamber-maid : 
Trundle, the Coachmin— Lov. Stop, diſcharge the Houle: 
And get my Horſes ready, bid the Groom . 
Bring them to the back Gate, Hoſ. What mean you, Sir ? 
Lov. To take fair leave, mine Holt. Hof. I hops, my | 
Though I have talked ſomewhat above my ſhare, (Gueſt, 
Ar large, and been i'the Altirtudes, ch*Extravagants, 
Neicher my ſelf, nor any of mine have gi'n you 
The cauſe to quit my Houſe thus on the ſudden. 
Lov. No, I affirm it on my Faith. Excuſe me 
From ſach a rudeneſs ; I was now beginning 
To taſteand love you : and am heartily ſorry, 
| Any occaſion ſhould be fo compelling, 
To urge my abrupt departure thus. But—— 
Neceſlity is a Tyrant, and commands it. 
Hoſ. She ſhall command me firſt to fire my Buſh ; 
Then break up Houſe : Or, if that will not ſerve, 
To break with all che World. Turn Country Bankrupt, 
I' mine own Town, upo' the Market-day, 
And be proteſted for my Butter and Eggs, 
To the laſt Bodge of Oats, and Bottle of Hay ; 
Ere you ſhall leave mel will break my Heart: 
Coach, and Coact- horſes, Lords, and Ladics Pack ? 
All my freſh Gueſts (hall ſtink ! I'll pull my Sign down, 
Convert mine Innto an Almshouſe! or a Spitcle 
For Lazers, or Switch-ſellers ! Turn itto 
An Academy o*' Rogues! or git away 
For a Free-School to breed up Beggars in, 
And ſcad *em tothe canting Univerſities 
Bztore you leave me. Lov. Troth, and I confeſs 
I am loch, mine Holt, to leave you: your Expretſions 
Boch take and hold me. But, in caſe I ſtay, 


[ Enter Ferret. 


The Secret is, I would not willingly 

See, or be ſeen, to any of this Ging, 

— a the ns Brain o' man, 

What Monſter is ſhe ? or Cocatrice in Velvet, 

That kills thus? Lov, O good words, mine Hoſt, She is 

A noble youu great in Blood and Fortune! 

Fair ! and a Wit! but of ſo bent a Phant'ſie, 

As ſhe thinks naught a Happineſs, but tro have 

A multitude of Servants ! and to get them, 

(Though ſhe be very honeſt) yer the ventures 

Upon theſe Precipices, that would make her 

Not ſeem fo, to ſome prying, narrow natures. 

We call her, Sir, the Lady Frances —_— 

Daughter and Heir to the Lord Frampul. Hoſ. Who ? 

He that did love in Oxford, firſt a Student, 

And after, married with the Daughter of-- Low. Sith. (ſter. 
Hoſ.-Right,of whom the Tale went,to turn Puppet-ma- 
Lov. And travel with young Gooſe, the Motion-man. 
Heſ. And lie, and live with the Gipies half a year 

Together, from his Wife. Lov. The very ſame: 

The mad Lord Frampel! And this ſame is his Daughter ! 

But as Cock-brain'd as ere the Father was! 

There were Two of 'em, Frances and Letitia ; 

Burt Lztice was loſt young ; and, as the Rumour 

Flew then, the Mother upon it loſt her 1:1f, 

A fond weak Woman, went away in a Melancholy, 

Becauſe ſhe brought him none but Girls, ſhe chooghe 

Her Husband lov'd her not. And he, as fooliſh, 

Too late reſenting the cauſe giv'n, went after, 

In queſt of her, and was not heard of ſince. 

Hof. A {range diviſion of a Family ! 
Lov. And ſcattered as i* the confuſion ! 
Hof. But yet the Lady, th Heir, enjoys the Land. 
Lov. takes all lordly ways how to conſume ic 
As nobly as ſhe can ; if Clothes, and Feafting, 
And the authoriz'd means of Riot will do ir. 


| Enter Ferret, 
Hoſt. She ſhews her Extra, and I honour her for ir. 
A I. Scene VI. 
Ferret, Lovel, Hoſt, Cicelie. 


Our Horſes, Sir, are ready; and the Houſe 
Diſ— Lov. Pleas'd thou think'ſt ? 

Fer.'I cannot cell, diſcharg'd 

Pm ſure it is. Lov. Charg: it again good Ferrer. 

And make unready the Horſes : Thon knoweſt how. 

Chalk, and renew the Rondels, I am now 

Reſoly'd to ſtay. Fer. I cafily thought fo, (To throw 

When you ſhould hear what's purpos'd. Lov. What ? Fer. 

The Houſe out o'che Windo* ? Hof.-Brain o* man, 

I ſhall ha? the worſt o' that! will chey not throw 

My Houſhold-ſtuff out firſt, Cuſhions, and Carpets, 

Chairs, Stools,and Bedding ? is not their ſpore my ruin? 
Low. Fear not, mine Hoſt, I am noe of the Fellowſhip. 
Fer. 1 cannot fee, Sir, how you'will avoid it ; 

They know already, all, you are i'the Houſe. (enquir'd it. 
Lov. Who know ? F. The Lords : they have ſeenme,and 
Lov. Why where you ſeen ? Fer. Becauſe indeed 1 had 

No Med'cine, Sir, to $9 inviſible : 

No Fern-ſeed in my Pocket ; nor an Opal 

Wrapt in a Bay-leaf my lett Fiſt, 

To charm their Eyes with. H. He does give you reaſons 

As round as Giges Ring : Which, fay the Ancients, 

Was a hoop Ring; and that is, round as a Hoop. 

Low.Y ou will ha' your Rebas ſtill, mine Hoft. Hof. I muſt. 
Fer. My Lady too,look'e outo'the windo',and call'd mie. 

And ſee where Secretary Pru. comes from her, 

[ Enter Prudence. 

Employ'd upon ſome Embaſſy untoyou—— 

Hoſt. I'll meer her if ſhe come upon Employment; 


I muit enjoin you and your whole Family 
To privacy, and to conceal me. For, | 


Fair Lady, welcome, as your Hoſt can make you. 
Pry. Forbear, Sir, I am fiſt ro have mine a 
ore 
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Before the Complement, This Gentleman 
Is my Addreſs to. Hoſt. And it is in ſtate, 

Pru. My Lady, Sir, as glad o' the encounter 
To find a Servant here, and ſuch a Servant, 
Whom ſhe ſo values; with her beſt reſpedts, 
Deſires to be remembred: and invites 
Your Nobleneſs, to be a part, to day, 

Of the Society, and Mirth intended 

By her, and the young Lords, your Fellow-ſervants. 
Who are alike ambicioys of enjoying 
The fair requeſt ; and eq that end have ſent 

Me, their imperfe& Orator, to obtain it : 

Which if I may, they have Eleaed me, 

And Crown'd me, with the Title of a Soveraign 

Of the days Sports deviſed i” the Inn, 

So you be pleas'd to add your ſuffrage to it. 

Lov. So I be pleas'd, my gentle Miſtreſs Prudence 
You cannot think me of that courſe Condition, 

T* envy you any thing. Hof. That's nobly faid ! 
And like my Gueſt | Low, I gratulate your Honour; 
And ſhould, with chear, lay hold on any Handle 
That could advance ir. But for me to think, 

I can be any Rag or Particle 

O' yeur Ladies care, more than to fill her Liſt, 

She being the Lady, that profeſſeth ſtill 

To love no Soul or Body, but for ends ; : 
Which are her Sports: And is not nice to ſpeak this, 
But doth im it, in all Companies : 

Her Ladiſhip muſt pardon my weak Counſels, 

And weaker will, if it decline & obey her. _ 

Pry. O Maſter Lovel, zu muſt not give credit 
To all that Ladies publickly profeſs, 

Or talk, o' th* Volle, unto their Servanrs. 

Their Tongues and Thoughts oft times lye far aſunder. 
Yer, when the plzaſe, they have their Cabinet-counſels, 
And reſerv'd Thoughts, and can retire themſcelyes 

As well as others. Ho#F. I, theTubtleſt of us! 

All that is born within a Ladies Lips —— 

Pye. Is not the Iſſue of their Hearts, mine Hoſt. 

Hoſ. Or kiſs, or drink atore me. Pre. Stay, excuſe me; 
Mine Errand is not done. Yet, if her Ladiſhips 
Slighting, or diſ:ſteem, Sir, of your Service, 

Hath formerly begot any diſtaſte, 

Which I not know of: here, I vow unto you, 

Upon a Chamber-maids fimplicity, 

Reſerving, ſtill, the Honour of my Lady, 

] will be bold to hold the Glaſs up to her, 

To ſbew her Ladiſhip where ſbe hath err'd, 

And how to tender ſatisfaRtion : 

So you vouchſafe to prove, bur the days venture. 
{What ſay you Sir ? where are you ? are you within? 

Lov. Yes, I will wait upon her, and the Company. 

Hef. It is enough, Queen Prudence ; I will bring him: 
And, of this kiſs. I long'd to kifs a Queen ! 

Low. There is no Life on Earth, bur being in Love! 
There are no Studies, no Delights, no Buſinek, 

No entercourſe, or trade of Senſe, or Soul, 

But what is Love ! I was the lazieſt Creature, 

The moſt unproficable ſign of nothing, 

The verieft ons and ſlept ny my Life 
Beyond the Dormouſe, till I was in Love ! 

And, now, I can out wake the Nightingale, 
Out-watch an Uſurer, and Our-walk him toO, 
Stalk like a Ghoſt, that haunred *bour a Taealure, 
And all that phant'fi'd Treaſure, it is Love ! 

Hoſt. But is your name Love-ill, Sir, or Love-well ? 
I would know that: Lov. I do not know't my ſelf, 
Whether it is. But it is Love hath been 
The Hereditary Paſſion of our Houſe, : 

My gentle Hoſt, and, as I gueſs, my Friend ; 

'The truch is, I have lov'd this Lady long, 

And imporently, with deſire enough, 

Bur no ſucceſs : for I have ſtill torborn 

To expreſs ic, in my Perſon, to her. Hoſ. How then ? 


Lov. I ha' ſent her Toys, Verſes, and Anagram'; 
Trials o* Wit, mere Trifles ſhe has commended, 
Bur knew not whence they came, hor could ſhe gueſs, 

oft. This was a pretty ridling way of wooing 

Lov, I oft have been, too, in her Company; 

And look'd upon her, a whole day ; admir'd her ; 
Lov'd her, and did not tell her fo; lov'd itill, 

Look'd ſtill, and lov'd ; and lov'd, and look'd, and ſhzh'd; 
But, as a Man neglected, 1 came off, 

And unregarded— Heft. Could = blame her, Sir, 
When you were ſilent, -and not faid a word ' 

Lov. © but I lov'd the more; and ſhe might read it 
Beſt, in my lilence, had ſhe been—HofF. As mclancholick 


IE. 


| As you are. *Pray you, why would you ſtand muce, Sic ? 


Lev. O thereon hangs a Hiſtory, mine Hoſt. 
Did you ever know, or hear, of the Lord_Be aufort, 
Who ſerv'd fo bravely in France ? 1 was his Page, 
And ere he dy'd, his Friend ! I follow'd him, 

Firſt, ? the Wars, and i” the times of Peace, 

I waited on his Studies ; which were right. 

He had no Arthurs, nor no Roſicher's, 

No Knights & the Sun, nor Amadis de Gauls, 
Primalions, and Pantagruel's, publick Nothings; 
Abortives of the Fabulous, dark Cloyſter, 

Sent out to poiſon Courts and infeſt Manners : 

But great Achilles, Agamemmons Acts, 

Sage Ne#tors Counſels, and Ulyſſes Slighrs, 

Tydides Fortitude, as Homer wrought them 

In his immortal Phant'fie, for Examples 

Of the Heroick Vertue. Or, as Virgil, 

That Maſter of the Epick Poem, lima'd 

Pious eEneas, his religious Prince, 

Bearing his aged Parenc on his Shoulders, 

Rapt from the Flames of Trey, with his young Son. 
And theſe he brought to practiſe, and to uſe. 

He gave me firſt my Breeding, I acknowledge, 
Then ſhowr'd his Bounties on me, like the Howres, 
That open-handed fit upon the Clouds, 

And preſs the Liberality of Heaven 

Down to the Laps of thankful Men! But then ! 
The truſt committed to me, at his death, 

Was above all ! and left ſo ſtrong a tye 

On all my Powers! as time ſhall not diſſolve / 

Till ie Jifiolve it ſelf, and bury all ! 

The care of his brave Heir, and only Son : 

Who _—_ a Vertuous, ſweet, young, hopeful Lord, 
Hath caſt his firſt Aﬀections on this Lady. 

And though I know, and may preſume her ſuch, 
As, out of Humor, will return no Love; 

And therefare might indifferently be made 

The Courting-ſtock, for all to practiſe on, 

As ſhe doth practiſe on all us, to ſcorn: 

Yer, out of a Religion to my Charge, 

And Debt profefs'd, 1 ha* made a Self-decree, 

Nere to expreſs my Perſon , though my Patfion 
Burn me to Cinders. Hoſt. Then yo'are not ſo ſubtil, 
Or half ſo readin Lovecraft, as I took you. 

Come, come, you are no Phazaix, an* you were, 

I ſhould expe no Miracle trom your Aſhes. . 
Take ſome advice. Be ſtill that Rag of Love, 

You are. Burn on till you turn Tinder. 

This Chamber-maid may hap to prove the Steel, 
To ſtrike a ſparkle out & the Flint, your Miſtreſs 
May beget Bonfires yet, you do not know, 

What light may be forc'd out, and from what darknebs. 

Lev. Nay, 1 am fo refolv'd, as ſtill ll love 
Tho? not confeſs it. Hef. That's, Sir, as it chances : 
We'll chrow the Dice tor it : Chear up. Lev. 1 do. 
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A&t IL. Scene I. 
Lady, Prudence. 


Ome Wench,this Suit will ſerve: diſpatch,make ready. 


it was a great deal with the biggeſt tor me ; 

Which made meleave ic off after once wearing. 
How do's it fit ? wilt come together? Pry. Hardly. 

Cad. Thou muſt make ſhift with it. Pride feels no Pain. 
G'rt thee hard, Pru. Pox of thiserrand Taylour, 
He angers me beyond all mark of Patience. 
Theſe baſe Mechanicks never keep their word, 
In any thing they promiſe. Pr. 'Tistheir Trade, Madam, 
To {wear and break, they all grow rich by breaking, 
More then their Words; their Honeſties, and Credits, 
Are ſtill the fuſt Commodity they put off. 

Lad. And worſt, it ſeems, which makes 'em do'e fo of- 
If he had but broke with me, I had not car'd, (ten. 
But, with the Company, the Body Politick— 

Pra. Fruſtrate our whole deſign, having chat time, 

And the Materials in fo long betore ? 
Lad. And he to failin all, and diſappoint us ? 
The Rogue deſerves a torture— Pre. To be crop'd 
With his own Scizzars. Lad. Let's deviſe him one. 
Pru. And ha* the Stumps ſear'd up with his own ſea- 
(ring Candle ? 
Lad. Cloſe to his Head, to trundle on his Pillow ? 
I'll ha' the Leaſe of his Houſe cut out into Mcaſures. 
' Pry Aad he be ſtranghd with *em ? Lad. No, no Life 
T would ha' touche, but ſtretch'd on his own Yard 
He ihould bea lict!e.ha* the frappado! Pru.Or an Ell of Tat- 
Drawn chorough his Gurs,by way of Gliſter,& fir'd (fata 
With qua wite? Lad. —_ 1 the Hand 
Wirh the prefiing Iron cannot fave him. Pru. Yes, 
Now I nave got this on: I do forgive him, (cruel, 
What Robes he ſhould ha* brought. Lad. Thou art not 
Alchough itreighclac'd, I fec, Pru ! Pru ! This is well. 

Lad. Tis rich enough ! But *tis not whatI meantthee / 

] would ha? had thee braver then my ſelf, 
And brighter far. "Twill fit the Players yet, 
When thou haſt done with it, and yield thee ſomewhat, 

Pru. That were illiberal, Madam, and mere ſordid 
In me, to let a Suit of yours come there. 

Lad. Tut, all are Players, and bat ſerve the Scene, Pru, 
Diſpatch I fear thou doſt not like the Province, 
Thou art ſo long a fitting thy ſelf for it. | 
Here is a Scarf, to make thee a Knot finer. 

Pr. You ſend me a feaſting, Madam. La.Wear it Wench. 

Pru.Yes,but, with leave o' your Ladiſhip,l would tell you 
This can but bear the Face of an odd Journey. 

Lad.Why Pru? Pru.A Lady of yout Rank and Quality, 
To come to a publick Inn, ſo many Men, 

Young Lords, and others, i your Company ! 
And not a Woman but my ſelf, a Chamber-maid ! 

Lad. Thou doubt'ſt to be over-laid Pru ? Fear it not, 
I'll bear my Part, and ſhare with thee, i the Venture. 

Pru. O but the Cenfure, Madam, is the-main, 

Whft will they lay of you ? or judge of me? 

To be tranſlated thus, 'bove all the bound 

Of fitneſs, or decorum? Lad. How, now ! Pru ! 

Turn'd Fool upo' the ſudden, and talk idly. 

I thy beſt Clothes ! ſhoot Bolrs and Senrences 

T atf:ight Babies with ? asif I liv'd 

To any other Scale than what's my own ? 

Or fought my ſelf, without my ſelf, from home ? 
Pru. Your Ladiſhip will pardon me, my fault, 

If I have over ſhot, VII ſhoot no more. | 
Lad. Yes ſhoot again, good Pru, I'll ha thee ſhoot, 

And aim, and hit: I know *tis love in thee, 

And fo I do interpret if, Pru. Then Madam, 

I'd crave a farther leave. Lad. Be it to Licence, 

ic ſha' not want an Ear, Pru, Say, what is it? 
Pru. A Toy I have, to raile a little Mirth 


| 


To the deſign in hand. Lad. Out with it Pru. 
It it bur chime of Mirth. Prs. Mine Hoſt has, Madam, 
A pretty Boy i' the Houſe, a dainty Child, 
His Son, and is of your Ladiſhips Name too, Frances, 
Whom if you Ladifhip would borrow of him, 
And give meleave to dreſs him, as I would, 
Should make the fineſt Lady and Kinſwoman, 
To keep you Company, and deceive my Lords, 
Upo' the Matter, ohh a Fountain o' ſport. 

Lad. I apprehend thee, and che ſource of Mirth 
That it may breed, but is he bold enough, 
The Child ? and well affur'd ? Pr. As I am, Madam, 
Have him in no ſuſpicion, more than me. 
Here comes mine Hoſt; will you bur pleaſe to ask him, 
Or let me make the Motion ? Lad. Which thou wilt, Prs. 


Act IL. Scene IL 
Hoſt, Lady, Prudence, Frank. 


Y Our Ladiſhip, and all your Train are welcome. 
Lad. I thank my hearty Hoſt. Hof. So is your Sove- 

Madam, I wiſh you joy o' your new Gown. (raignty, 
Lad. It ſhould ha* been, my Hoſt, but Srwf;our Taylor 

Has broke with us, you ſhall be o* the Counſel. 

Pry. He will deſerve it, Madam, my Lady has heard 

You have a pretty Son, mine Hoſt, ſhe'ld ſee him. 
Lad. I very fain, I pr'y thee let me ſce him, Holſt. 
Hoff. Your Ladiſhip ſhall preſently : 

Bid Frank come hither, anon, unto my Lady, 

It is a baſhful Child, homely brought up, 

In a rude Hoſtelry, But the Light Heart 

Is his Fathers, and it may be his. 

Here he comes. Frank, ſalute my Lady. Fre. I do. 

What, Madam, I am deſign'd to do, by my Birth-right, 

As Heir of the Light Heart, bid you moſt welcome. 
Lad. And I believe you moſt, my pretty Boy, 

Being fo emphaſed by you. Fra. Your Ladiſhp, 

If you believe it ſuch, are ſure co make it. (Madam. 
144 Prettily anſwer'd! Is your Name Francs? Fra. Yes, 
Lad. love mine own the better. Fra. If I knew yours, 

I ſhould make haſte to do fo too, good Madarn. 

Lad. It is the ſame with yours. Fra. Mine then ac- 
| (knowledgeth 

The Luſtre it :eceives, by being nam'd after. (lilence. 
Lad. You will win upon me in Complement. Fra. By 
Lad. A modeſt and fair well-ſpoken Child. 

Hoſ. Her Ladiſhip ſhall have him, Soveraign Pre, 

Or what I have befide ; divide my Heart 

Between you and your Lady. Make your uſe of it : 

My Fouſe is yours, my Son is yours. Behold, 

I tender him to your Service 3; Frank, become 

What theſe brave Ladies would ha' you- Only this, 

There is a Chair-woman i? the Houſe, his Nurſe, 

Arr Iriſh Woman, I took in a Beggar, 

That waits upon, him ; a poor lilly Fool, 

But an impertinent and ſedulous one 

As ever was3 will vex you on all occaſions, 

Never be off, or from you, bur in her ſleep ; 

Or drink which makes it ; She doth love him fo, 

Or rather doat on him,” Now, for her, a ſhape, 

As we may dfefs her (and I'll help) to fit her, 

Wich a Tuft Taffata-Cloak, an old French Hood, 

And other Pieces, beterogene enough. 

Pru. We ha* brought a Standard of Apparel down, 

Becauſe this Taylor tail'd usi' the main. 

Hl. She ſhall advance the Game, Pru, About ir then. 
And ſend but Trundle hither, the Coachman, to me. 
Hoſ.T ſhall: Bur Pru, let Lowel ha? fair quarter. (fom ! 
Pru. The beſt. Lad. Our Hoſt (me thinks) is very game- 
Pru. How like you the Boy ? Lad.A Miracle! Pru. Good 
But take him in, and fort a Suit for him, (Madatn, 
['Il give our Trundle his Inftructions 3 
And wait upon your Ladifhip ? che Inſtant. 
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Lad. But Pru, what ſhall we call him when we ha' dreſt 
Pr. My Lady-No body, any thing, what you will. (him 7 
Lad. Call him Laetitia, by my Siſters name, 

And fo *'twill mind our Mirth too we have in hand. 


A& I. Scene Il. 


Pru lence, Trundle. 


(328 Trundle you muſt ſtraight make ready the 
And lead the Horſes our but half a Mile, (Coach, 
Into the Fields, whether you will, and then 
Drive in again, with the Coach-leaves put down, 
At the back Gate, and fo to the back Stairs, 
As it you brought in ſome body to my Lady, 
A Kinſwoman that ſhe ſent for. Make that anſwer, 
If you be ask'd ; and give it out i'the Houſz fo. 
Tru. What Trick is this, good Miſtreſs Secretary, 
You'ld put upon us? Pru. Us? Do you ſpeak plural ? 
Tru. Me and my Mares are us. Pr. If you fo join 
Elegant Trundle, you may uſe your Figures : (em. 
I can bur urge, it is my Ladies Service. 
Tru. Good Miſtreſs Prudence, you can urge enough. 
L know you are Secretary to my Lady, 
And Miſtreſs Steward. Pru. You'll ſtill be rrundling, 
And ha' your Wages ſtopt, now at the Audite. 
Tru. Tis true, you're Gentlewoman o'the Horſe too ; - 
Or what you will beſide, Pre. 1 do think it : 
My beſt tobey you. Pru. And Ithink fo too, Trundle. 


Act II. Scene IV, 
Beaufort, Latimer, Hoſt. 


Hy, here's return enough of both our Venters, 
If we do make no more diſcovery. Lat. What ? 

Then o'this Paraſite ? Bes. O he's a dainty one. 

The Paraſite o'the Houſe. Lat. Here comes mine Hoſt. 
Hoſt. My Lords you both are welcome to the Hearr. 

Bea. To the light heart we hope. Lat. And merry I ſwear. 

We never yet felt ſuch a fit of Laughter, 

As your glad heart hath offered us ſin* we entred. (Fly ? 
Bea. How came you by this property ? Hof. who! my 
Bea. Your Fly, if you call him fo. Hoſ. Nay, he is that 3 

And will be ſtill. Bea. In every Diſh and Pot ? 

Hoſ. In every Cup and Company, my Lords, 

A Creature of all Liquors, all Complexions, 

Be the Drink. what it will he'll have his fip. 

Lat. He's firted with a Name. Hof. And he joys in't. 

I had him wi:en I came to take the Inn here, 

Aflign'd me over in the Inventory, 

As an old Implement, a piece of Houſhold-ſtuff, 

And fo he doth remain. Bea. Juſt ſach a thing (lefs. 

We thought him. Lat. Is he a Scholar ? Hof. Nothing 

But colours for it, as you ſee : wear's black, 

And ſpeaks a lictle tainted, fly-blown Latin, 

After the School. Bea. Of Stratford of the Bow : 

For Lilies Latin is to him unknown. 

Lat. What calling has he? Hof. Only to call in ſtill, 

Enflame the reckoning, bold to charge a Bill, 

Bring up the Shot i'che rear, as his own word is. 

Bea. And do's it in the diſcipline of the Houle ? 

As Corporal o' the Field, Maeſtro del Campo, 

Hoſ. And Viſiter general of all the Room : 

He has form'd a fine Militia for the Inn too. 

Bea. And means to publiſh ic ? Hof. With all his Titles 3 

Some call him Deacon Fly, fome or Fly; 

Some Captain, ſome Lieutenant : But my Folks 

Do call him Quarter-maſter Fly, which he is. 


A& IL Scene V. 
Tipto, Hoſt, Fly, L. Beaufort, L. Latimer. 


#— Quarter maſter Fly. Ho. Here's one already 
Hath gor his Titles. Tip. Doctor! F/y. Noble Colonel | 
No Dodtor, yet, a poor proteflor of Ceremony, | 
Here i* the Inn, retainer to the Hoſt, 
[ diſcipline the Houſe. 7;p. Thou read'ſt a LeQure 
Unto the Family here : when is the Day ? (a Doctor, 
Fly. This is the day. Tip. Ill hear thee, and Pl ha'thee 
Thou ſhalt be one, thou haſt a Doors look ! 
A face, diſputative of Salamanca. 
Hoſ. Who's this? Lat. The glorious Colonel 7ipro, Hoſt. 
Bea. One talks upon his Tiptoes, if you'll hear him. 
Tip. Thou haſt good Learning in thee, mate Fl. 
Fly. And 1 ſay mate to my Colonel. - (ifaith. 
Hoſt. Well matted of 'em both. Bea. They are match'd 
Tip. But Fly, why matte? Fly. Quaſi magis aucte, 
My honourable Colonel. Tip. What a Cricique ? 
Hoſt. There's another acceflion, Critique Fl. 
Lat. I fear a taint here i'the Mathematicks. 
They ſay, Lines parallel do never meet ; 
He has mer i arallel in Wit and School craft. 
Pea. They ſide, not meet man, mend your Metaphor, 
And fave the credit of your Mathematicks. 
Tip. But Fly, how cam'lt thou to be here, committed 
Unto this Inn ? Upon ſuſpicion of drink Sir. 
I was taken late one night here with the Tapſter, 
And the Under Officers, and fo depoſited. 
Tip. I will redeem thee, Fly, and place thee better, 
With a fair Lady. Fly. A Lady, ſweet Sir Gloriow ! 
Tip. A Sov'reign Lady. Thou ſhalc be the Bird 
To Sovereign Pru, Queen of our Sports, her Fly, 
The Fly in houſhold and in ordinary ; 
Bird ot her Ear, and ſhe ſhall wear thee there ! 
A Fly of Gold, enamelFd, and a School-F}y. 
Hoſt. The School then, are my Stables, or the Cellar, 
Where he doth ſtudy deeply, at his Hours, 
Caſes ot Cups, I do not know how ſpic'd 
With Conſcience, for the Tapfter and the Hoſtler ; as 
Whoſe Horſes may be couſen'd ? or what Jugs 
Fill'd up with. Froch ? that is his way of Learning. 
= Whar antiquated Feather's that that talks ? 
Fiy. The worſhipful Hoſt, my Patron, Mr. Good-fock, 
A merry Greek, and cants in Latin comly, 
Spins like the Pariſh Top. Tip. I'll ſet him up then. 
Art thou the Domwinws ? Hoſt. Fac-totum here, Ee 
Tip. Hoſt real o'the Houſe? and Cap of Maintenance? 
Heſt. The Lord o'the light Heart, Sir, Cap a pie ; 
Whereof the Feather is the Emblem, Colonel, 
Put up with the Ace of Hearts! 7p. But why inCuerpo? 
I hate to fee an Hoſt, and old, in C#erpps. (Doubler. 
Hoſt. Cuerpo? what's that. Tip. Lighe skipping Hoſe and 
The Horſe-boys Garb ! poor blank, and half blank 
They reliſh not the gravity of an Hoſt, (Cuerpo, 
Who ſhould be the King at Arms, and Ceremonies 
In his own Houſe ! know all, to the Gold weights. 
Bea. bs. that his Fly Goth for him here, your Bird. 
Tip. But I woulddo it my ſelf were I my Hoſt 
I would not ſpeak unto a k of qualicy, 
Your Lordſhips Foorman, or my Ladies Trandle, 
In Cuerpo ! If a Dog but ſtay'd below, 
That were a Dog of Faſhion, and well nos'd, 
And could preſent himſelf; I would put on 
The Sawy Chain abour my Neck, the Ruff 
And Cutts of Flanders, then the Naples Har, 
With the Reme Hatband, and the Florentin Agate, 
The Millan Sword, the Cloak of Genoa ſet 
With Brabant Butrons ; all my given Pieces 
Except my Gloves, the Natives of Madrid, 
To entertain him in 3 and complement 
With a tame Coney, as with a Prince that ſent ir. 
Aaazaa Hf 
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Hoſt. The ſame deeds, though, become not every man ; 
That fits a Colonel, will not fit an Hoſt. 

Tip. Your Spaniſh Hoſt is never ſeen in Cuerpo,(the father 
Without his Paramento's Cloak and Sword . Fly.Sir he has 
Of Swords, within a long Sword ; Blade corniſb ſtil'd 
Ot Sir Rud Hughdebras. 

Tip. And with a long Sword, bully Bird? thy ſence ? 

Fh. To notc him a calli:Man, and a Maſter of Fence. 

Tip. But doth he teach the Spaniſh way of Don Lews : 
Fl, No, th: Greek Maſter he. 

Tip. What call you him ? Fly. Euclide. 

Tip. Fart upon Euclide, he is ſtale and antick. 

Gi*'me the Moderns. Fly. Sir, he minds no Moderns, 

Go by, Hieronimo ! Tip. What was he? Fly. The Italian, 

That plaid with Abbot Antony Y the Fryars, 

And Blmkin-ſops the bold. Tip. I marry, thoſe, 

Had fencing Names, what's become o'them ? 

Hoſt. They had their times, and we can ſay, they were, 
So had Caranta his: fo had Don Lews. | 

Tip. Don Lews of Madrid, is the ſole Maſter 
Now of the World. Ho/#. But chis o*the other World 
Fuclide demonſtrates ! he! Hee's for all ! 

The only Fencer of Name, now in Elyſwm. 

Fly. He do's it all by Lines and Angles, Colonel; 

By Parallels and Sections, has his Diagrams ! 

Bea. Wilt thou be fiving, Fly ? Lat. Art all, why not ? 
The Air's as free for a Fly as tor an Eagle. 

Bea. A Buzzard | he 15 in his contemplation ! 

Tip. Euclide a Fencer, and in the Elyſium ! 

Hiſt. He play'd aPrize laſt week with Archimedes, 
And beat him I aſſure you. 7ip. Do you aflure me ? 
For what? Hof. For four i' the hundred. Gi me five, 
And I aſſure you again. Tip. Hoſt, Peremptory, 

You may be tane, but where ? whence had you this ? 
Hoſ. Upo' the Road, A Poſt that came from thence, 

Three days ago, here, left it with the Tapſter. 

Fly. Who is indeed a Thorough-fare of news, 

Jack Fug with the broken Belly, a witty fellow ! (Bird? 
Ho/- Your Bird here heard him. Tip. Did you hear him, 
Hof. Speak i' the faith of a Fly. Fly. Yes, and hetold us, 

Of one that was the Prince ot Oranges Fencer, 

Tip. Stevinis ? Fly. Sir, the ſame had challeng'd Euclide 
Ac | rh weapons more than Archimedes 
E*er ſaw , and Engines 3 moſt of his own Invention. 

Tip. This may have credit, and chimes reaſon, this : 
If any man endanger Exclide, Bird, 

Oblerve, that had the Honour to quit Europe 

This fofty year, *tis he. He put down Scaliger. 

Fly. And he was a great Maſter. Rea. Not of Fence,Fl. 

Tip. Excuſe him, Lord, he went of the ſame grounds. 

Bea. On the fame carth I think, with other Mortals ? 

Tip. I mean, ſweet Lord, the Mathematicks. Baſta ! 
When thou know'ſt more, thou wilt take leſs green 
He had his Circles, Semicircles, _—_— (honour. 


Fly. He writ a Book © the quadrature o'the Circle, 

Tip Cyclometria, I read— Bea. The Title only. 
Lat. And Indice. Bea. If it had one of that quare, | 

What infolent, half-witted things theſe are ? ' 
Lat, So are all Smatterers, inſolent, and impudent. 
Bea. They lightly go together. Lar. 'Tis my wonder * 

Two Animals ſhould hawk at all diſcourſe thus ! 

Flie every Subje&t to the Mark, or retrieve 
Bea. And never ha? the luck to be I'the right ? 
Lat.'Tis ſome folks fortune! Bea. Fortune's a Bawd, 

And a blind Beggar : 'tis their vanity ! 

And ſhews moſt vilely! Tip. I could take the heart now 

To write unto Don Lews into Span, 

To make a progreſs to the Elyſium Fields 

Next Summer— Bea. And perſwade him die for fame, 

Of fencing with a ſhadow ! Where's mine Hoſt ? 

I would he had heard this Bubble break, i'faith, 


A&t IL. Scene VL 


Hoſt, Tipto, Prudence, Beaufort, Latimer, Franck, 
Nurſe, Lady, Fly, Lovel. 


Ake place, ſtand by, for the Queen Regent, Gen- 


| * (tlemen. 
Tip. This is thy Queen that ſhall be, Bird, our Sove- 


; raign. 

B:a. Tranſlated Prudence | Pru. Sweet my Jr. off : 
It is not now, as when plain Prudence liv'd 
And reach'd her Ladiſhip— Hof. The Chamber-pot. 

Pru. The Lookinglaſs, mine Hoſt, looſe your Houſe 
You've a negligent Memory indeed ; (Metaphor ? 
_ the Hoſt's Language. Here's a young Lord 

ill make'r a precedent elſe. Lar. Well acted Pru. 

Hoſt. Firſt minute of her Reign ! what wi!l ſhe do 
Forty year hence ? God bleſs her ! Pry. If you'll kiſs, 
Or complement, my Lord, behold a Lady, 

A ſtranger, and my Ladies Kinſwoman. 

Bea. I do confeſs my rudeneſs, that had need 
To have mine Eye directed to this Beauty. 

Fra, It was 1o little, as itask'd a Perſpicill. 

Bea. Lady, your name? Fra. My Lord, it is Letitia. 

Bea. Letitia! a fair Omen ! and I take it. 

Let me have ſtill ſuch Lertice for my Lips : 

But that of your Family, Lady Fra. Silly, Sir. 

Bea. My Ladies Kinſwoman? Fra. I am fo honour'd. 

Heſ?. Already, it takes! Lad. An excellent fine Boy. 

Nar. He is deſcended of a right good Stock, Sir. 

Bea. What's this? an Antiquary ? Hoſt. An Antiquity, 
By th*dreſs, you'ld ſwear! An old Welſh Heralds widdow: 
She's a wild-Ir;h born! Sir, and a Hybride, ' 

That lives with this young Lady, a mile off here, 

And ſtudies Vincent againſt Terk. Bea. She'll conquer 

It ſhe'read Vincent. Let me ſtudy her. 

Hoſt. She's perfe& in moſt Pedigrees, moſt Deſcents, 

Bea. A Baud, I hope, and knows to blaze a Coat. 

Heſt. And judgeth all things with a ſingle Eye. 

Fly, come you hither ; no diſcovery 

Of what you ſee, to your Colonel Toe, or Tip here, 

Bur keep all cloſe, tho* you ſtand i' the way o' preferment, 

Seck ir off from the Road ; no Flattery for't : 

No Lick-foot, pain of looting your proboſcss : 

My Liquoriſh Fly. Tip. What ſays old Velvet-head ? 

Fly. He will preſent me himſelf, Sir, if you will not. 

Tip. Who ? he preſent ? what ? whom? An Hoſt ? 

(A Groom ? 

Divide the thanks with me ? ſhare in my Glories? 

Lay up. I fay no more. Hoſt. Then filence Sir, 

And hear the Sov'raign. 7:ip. Hoſtlers ? to ufurp 

Upon my Sparta or Province, as they ſay ? 

No Broom but mine ? Hof. Still Colonel you mutter ! 
Tip. I dare ſpeak out, as Cuerpo. Fly. Noble Colonel— 
— carry what ask— Hef. Ask what you can Sir, 

So't be th Houſe. Tip. I ask my Rights and Priviledges ; 

And though tor form I pleaſe to call it a Suit, 

I have not been accuſtomed to repullſe. 

Pru. No, ſweet Sir Gloriows, you may ſtill command— 

Heſt. And go without. Pry. But yet, Sir, being the firſt, 
And call'd a Suit, you'll look it ſhall be fuch 
As we may grant. Lad. It elſe denies it fclf. 

Pru, You hear the opinion of the Court. Tip. I mind 
No Court Opinions. Pre. 'Tis my Ladies though. 

Tip. My Lady is a Spinſter at the Law, 

And my Petition is of right. Pru. What 15 it ? 

Tip. It is for this poor learned Bird. Hoff. The Fly ? 

Tip. Profeſſor in the Inn, here, of ſmall matrers. 

Lat. How he commends him ! Hef. As to fave himſelf 
: (in him. 

Lad. So do all Politicks in their Commendations. 

Hoſte This is a State-bird, and the verier Fly 


Tip. 
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Tip. Hear him problematize. Pru. Bleſs us, what's that ? 

Tip. Or ſyllogize, elenchize. Lad. Sure, petard's, 

To blow us up. Lat. Some inginous ſtrong words! 

Hof. He means to erect a Caſtle i” the Air, 

And make his Fly an Elephane to carry it. 

Tip. Bird of the Arts he is, and Fly by Name ! (elſe. 

Pru. Buz.. Hoſ. Blow him off good Pres, they'll mar all 

Tip. The Soveraign's Honour is to cheriſh Learning. 

Pru, What in a Fly ? Tip. In any thing induſtrious. 

Pr. But Flies are buſie | Lad. Nothing more troubleſom, 
Or importune! 7p. There's nothing more domeſtick, 
Tame or familiar then your Fly in Cuerpo. 

Hoſ. That is when his Wings are cut, he istame indeed, 
Nothing more impudent and greedy 3 licking: (elſe 

Lad. Or fawcy, good Sir Gloriows, Pru. Leave your Ad- 
Except that we ſhall call you Orator Fly, (vocate-ſhip 
And ſend you down to the Drefler and the Diſhes. 

Hoſ. A good flap, that! Pru. Commit you to the Steem! 

Lad. Or elſe condemn you to the Bottles. P-.And Pots. 
There is his quarry. Ho. He will chirp far better, 

Your Bird, below. Lad. And make you finer Muſick. 
Pru. His Buz will there become him. Tip. Come away, 

Buz,, in their Faces : Give *em all the Buz, 

Dor in their Ears and Eyes, Hum, Dor, and Bus! 

I will ſtatuminate and under-prop thee. 

If they ſcorn us, let us ſcorn them— We'll find 

The Thorough-fare below, and Quere him, 

Leave theſe Relics, Buz 3 they ſhall ſee that I, 

Spight of their jears, dare drink, and with a Fly. 

Lat. A fair remove at once, of ewo Impertigents! 
Excellence Pre! I love thee for thy Wit, 

No leſs then State. Prw. One mult preſerve the other. 
Lad. Who's here?Pru.O Lovel,Madam,your fad Servant. 
Lad. Sad? he is fullen ſtill, and wears a Cloud 

About his Brows ; I know not how to approach him. 
Pra. 1 will inſtrut you, Madam, if that be all, 

Goto him and kiſs him. Lad. How, Pru? Pru. Go, and 
kiſs him, 

I do command it. Lad. Th'art not wild, Wench ! Pr. No, 

Tame, and exceeding tame, bur ſtill your Sov'raign. 
Lad .Hath roo much bravery, made thee mad ? Pru. Nor 

Do what I do enjoyn you, No diſputing (proud, 

Of my Prerogative, with a front or frown ; 

Do not detract 3 you know th* Authority 

Is mine, and I will exerciſe it ſwiftly, 

If you provoke me. Lad. I have woven a Net 

To ſnare my elf in ! Sir, I am enjoyn'd 

To tender you a kifs 3 but do not know 

Why, or whetcetore, only the Pleaſure Royal 

Will have it fo, and urges— Do not you 

Triumph on my Obedience, ſeeing it forc'd thus. 

There *tis. Lov. And welcome. Was there ever kifs 

That reliſh'd thus! or had a Sting like this, 

Of ſo much Ne#ar, but, with Alces mixt. 

Pru. No murmuring, nor repining, I am fixt. 

Lov: It had, me thinks, a quinteſſence of eicher, 

Bur that which was the better, drown'd the bitter. 

How ſoon it paſs'd away ! how unrecovered ! 

The diſtillation of another Soul 

Was not ſo ſweet! and cill I meet again, 

That kiſs, thoſe Lips, like reliſh, and this taſte. 

Let me tuin all Conſumption, and here waſt. 

Pry. The Royal Aſlent is paſt, and cannot alter. 

L ad. Youll turn a Tyran. Prs. Be not you a Rebel, 
It is a Name is alike odious. : 

Lad. You'll hear me? Pru. No, not o' this Argument. 
Would you make Laws, and be the firſt that break *em ? 
The Example is pernicious in a Subje, 

And of your quality, moſt. Lat. Excellent Princeſs! 
Hoſt. Juſt Queen : Lat. Brave Sov'raign. Hoſt. Aſhe 

(Trajan | this! 

Bea. Whatis't? Procecd incomparable Pre ! 

I am glad I am ſcarceat leiſure to applaud thee. 

Lat. It's well tor you, you have ſo happy Expreſſions. 


Lad. Yes, cry her up ; with Acclamations, do, 
And cry me down, run all with Soveraignty : 
Prince, Power will never want her CR 

Pru. Nor Murmur her Pretences : Maſter Love/, 
For ſo your Libel here, or Bill of Complaine, 
Exhibited, in our High Court of Sov'raignty, 

At this firſt hour of our Reign, declares 

Againſt this noble Lady, a di-refpe&t 

You have conceiv'd, it nor receiv'd, from her. 


* Hoff. Received, fo the Charge lies in our Bill. 


Pru. We ſee it, his learned Council, leave your planing, 
We that do love our Juſtice, above all 
Our other Actribures 3 and have the nearnefs, 

To know your extraordinary Merit , 

As alſo to diſcern this Ladies Goodneſs 3 

And find how loth ſhe'd be to loſe the Honour, 

And Repucation, ſhe hath had, in having 

So worthy a Servant, though bur for few Minutes. 

Do here Enjoyn. Hef. . Prz. Charge, Will and Com- 
Her Ladiſhip, pain of our high Diſpleafure, © (mand 
And committing an extream Contempt, 

Unco the Court, our Crown and Dignity. 

Hoſt. Excellent Soveraign! And egregious Pru ! 

Pru. To entertain you tor a pair of Hours, 

(Choote, when you pleaſe, this day) with all reſpects, 
And valuation of a principal Servant, 

To give you all the Titles, all the Priviledges, 

The Freedoms, Favours, Rights, ſhe can beſtow. 

Hoſ” Large, ample Words, of a brave Latitude! 

Pru. Or can be expected, from a Lady of Honour, 
Or Quality, in Diſcourſe, Acceſs, Addreſs. (Hof. Good. 

Pry. Nor co give Ear, or admit Conference 
With any Perſon but your felf. Nor there, 

Ot any other Argument but Love, 

And the Companion of it, gentile Courtſhip, 

For which your ewo hours Service, you ſhall cake 
Two kifſes. Ho/. Noble ' Prs. For each hour a kils, 

To be tane freely, fully, and legally, 

Before us : in the Court here, and our Preſence. Ho. Rare! 

Pru. But thoſe hours paſt, and the two killes paid, 
The binding Caution is, never to hope 
Renewing of the Time, or of the Suic, 

On any Circumſtance.. Ho/. A hard Condition ! 

Lat. Had it been eaſier, I ſhould have ſuſpeted 
The Sov*raign's Juſtice. Hof. O you are Servant, 
My Lord, unto the Lady, and a Rival : 

In point of Law, my Lord, you may be challeng'd. 

Lat. I am nor jealous! Ho#. Ot 10 ſhort a time 
Your Lordſhip needs not, and being done, m foro. 

Pru. What is the anſwer? Hef. He craves reſpite, Ma- 

(dam, 
To adviſe with his Learned Council. Prz. Be you he, 
And go together quickly. Lad. You are no Tyran ? 

Pru. If I be Madam, you were beſt appeal me! 

Lat. Beaufort— Bea. 1 am bufie, pr'ythee let me alone: 
I have a Cauſe in hearing too. Lat. At what Bar? 

. Bea. Love's Courto Requeſts ! Las. Bring't into the So- 
It is the Nobler Court, afore Judge Pr», (veraignty : 
The only Learned Mother of the Law ! 

And Lady of Conſcience, too | Bea. *Tis well enough 
Before this Miſtreſs of Requeſts, where it is. 

Hoſt. Let 'em not ſcorn you. Bear up Maſter Lovel, 
And take your Hours and Kifles, They are a Fortune. 
Lov. Which I cannot approve, and leſs make uſe of. 

Hef. Still i' this Cloud ! why cannot you make uſe of ? 

Lov. Who would be rich to be fo ſoon undone ? 
The Beggars beſt is Wealth, he doth not know : 

And, but to ſhew ic him, inflames his want : 

Hoft. Two hours at height? Lov. That Joy is too too 
Would bound a Love, fo infinite as mine : (narrow. 
And being paſt, leaves an eternal lofs. 

Who ſo prodigiouſly affe&ts a Feaſt, 
To forfeit Health and Appetite, to fee it ? 
Or bur to taſte a Spoon tull, would forgo 
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All guſt of Delicacy ever after ? 
Ho#. Theſe, yer, are hours of hope. 
Years of Deſpair, ages of Miſery ! | 
Nor can ſo ſhort a happineſs, but ſpring _ 
A World of fear, with thought of looting it ; 
Better be never happy, then to feell 
A little of ir, and then looſe it ever. 
Hz#t. 1 do confeſs, it is a ſtrict injun&ion 3 
But then the hope is, it may not be _ 
A thouſand things may intervene, we ce 
The Wind ſhifc often, thrice a day ſometimes 
Decrees may alter upon better motion, 
And riper hearing. The beſt Bow may ſtart, 
And th* Hand may vary. Pru may be a Sage 
In Law, and yet not four, ſweet Pra, ſmooth Pru, 
Sofr, debonaire, and amiable Pru, 
May do as well as rough and rigid Pru; 
And yet maintain her, Venerable Prz, 
Majeſtick Pru, and Sereniſſimous Pru. 
Try but one hour firſt, and as you like 
The looſe o? that, draw home and prove the cther. 
Low. If one hour could, the other happy make, 
I ſhould attempt it. Hof. Put it on : and do, 
Lov. Or in the bleſt Attempt that I w_ dye! 
Hoſ. 1 marry, there were = 4 gn in 
Tranſcendent to the Melancholy, meant. 
It were a Fate above a Monument, 
And all Inſcription, to die ſo. A Death 
For Emperors to enjoy ! And the Kings 
Of the Rich Eaſt ro pawn their Regions for ; 
To ſow their Treaſure, open all their Mines, 
Spend all their Spices to embalm their Corps, 
And wrap the Inches up in Sheets of Gold, 
That fell by ſuch a Noble deſtiny! 
And for the wrong to yu Friend, that fear's away, 
He rather wrongs himſelt, following freſh Light, 
New Eyes to {wear by. If Lord Beanfort change, 
It is no Crime in you to remain conſtant. 
And upon theſe Conditions, at a Game 
So urg d upon you. Pru. Sir you Reſolution—— 
Hoſ. How is the Lady afte&ed? Pru. Sov'raigns uſe not 
To ask their Subjeats ſuffrage where *ris due 3 
But where Conditional. Hyſft. A Royal Sov'raign! 
Lat. And a rare States-woman. I admire her bearing 
In her new Regiment. Heſt. Come chooſe your hours, 
Better be happy for a part of time, 
Then not the whole: and a ſhort Part, then never. 
Shall I appoint *em, pronounce for you? Lov. a 
| ure, 
Hoſt. Then he deſigns his firſt hour after Dinner ; 
His ſecond after Supper. Say ye ? Contene? 
Pru, Content. Lad. I am content. Las. Content. Fra. 
(Content. 
Bea. What's that? I am content too. Lat. You have 
You had icon the by, and we obſerv'd it. (reaſon, 
Nur. Trot I am not content : in fait I am not. 
Hoſt. Why art not thou content, Good ſbelee-nien ? 
Nur. He tauk fo deſperate, and fo debauſhe, 
So baudy like a Courtier and a Lord, (mix. 
God bleſs him, one that tak'ch Tobacco. Hoſt. Very well 
What did he lay ? Nur. Nay, nothing to the purpoſh, 
Or very little, nothing at all co purpoſh, 
I did tell him of Ser/y 


Lov. But all hours 
(following 


Hoſt. Let him alone Nurſe. Nur. 
Was a great Family come out of Ireland, 
Deſcended of O Neal, Mac Con, Mac Dermot, 
Mac Murrogh, but he mark'd not. Ho#t. Nor do 1, 
Good Queen of Heralds, ply the Bottle, and ſleep. 
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Tipto, Fly, Fug, Peirce, Fordan, Ferret, Trundle, 


I Like the Plot of your Militia, well ! 

It is a fine Militia, and well order'd ! 

And the Diviſion's neat !*'T will be deſir'd 

Oaly, the Expreflions were a little more Speniſp : 
For there's the beſt Militia of the World! 

To call *em Tertias. Tertia of the Kitchin, 

The Teriia of the Cellar, Tertia of the Chamber, 
And Tertia of the Stables. Fly. That I can Sir, 
And find out very able, fit Commanders. 

In every Tertia. Tip. Now you are i” the right ! 
Asi' the Tertia of the Kitchin, your ſelf 

Being a Perſon, elegant in Sawces, 

There to Command, as prime Mae#tro del Campo, 
Chief Maſter of the Palate, for that Tertia ; 

Or the Cook under you, 'cauſe you are the Marſhal ; 
And the next Officer i” the Field, to the Hoſt. 
Then for the Cellar, you have young Anon, 

Is a rare Fellow, what's bis other Name? 

Fly, Pierce, Sir = Sir Pierce, I'll ha' him a Cavalier. 
Sir Pierce Anon, will peirce us a new Hogs-head ! 
And then your Thorow-fare, Fug here, his Alferes, : 
An able Officer, gi' me thy Beard, round Tug, 

I take thee by this Handle, and do love 


One of thy Inches! I the Chambe dan, ' 
He is the Don, del Campo © the Bede ” _=— 


And for the Stables, what's his Name? Fly. Old Peck. 

—» —_— del _— Peck ! His name is curt, 

A Monoſyllable, but Commands the Horſe well. 

Fly, O, in « Inn, Sir, we have other Horſe, 

Let thoſe Troops reſt a while. Wine is the Horſe, 
That we muſt charge with here, Tip. Bring' up the 
Or call ſweet Fly, 'tis an exat Militia, Troops, 
And thou an exact Profeſſor, Lipfins Fly, 
Thou ſhale be call'd, and Fouſe : Jack Ferret, welcome, 
Old Trench-maſter, and Colonel o' the Pyoneers, 

What canſt thou bolt us now ? a Coney ? or two 

Out of Tom. Trundle's Burrow, here, the Coach ? 

This is the Maſt of the Carriages! 

How is thy driving Tom. good, as *twas ? 

Tru, It ſerves my Lady, and oar Officer Prg. 

Twelve Mile an hour ! Tow has the old Trundle ſtill, 

Tip. I ama taken with the Family, here, fine Fellows ? 
Viewing the Muſter-roll, 77s. "They are brave Men ! 

Fer. And of che Fly-blown diſcipline all, the Quarter- 

Tip. The Fly's a rare Bird, in his Profeſhon ! ater 
Ler's ſip a private Pint with him, I would have him 
Quir this Lighe Sign of the Light Heare, my Bird : 
And lighter Houſe. It is not tor his tall 
And growing Gravity ſo Cedar-like, 

To be the ſecond to an Hoſt in Cuerps, 

That knows no Elegancies, uſe his own 

Diftamen, and his Genizs, I would have him 

Fly high, and ſtrike at all. Here's young Anon, too. 

Pei. What Wine is't Gentlemen, White or Claret ? 

Tip. White. My brisk Anon. 

Pei, VII draw you Funo's Milk 
That died the Lillies, Colonel. Tip. Do fo Pierce. 

Pec. A Plague of all Jades, what a Clap he hasgi'n me ? 

Fly. Why, how now Couſen? 7ip.. Who's that ? 

Fer. The Hoſtler. 

Fly. What ail'{t thou Couſen Peck ? Pec. O me, m 
As ſure as you live, Sir, he knew perfectly (hanches ! 
I meant to couzen him. He did leer fo on me, 

And then he ſnear'd. As who would fay take heed Sirrah ; 
And when he ſaw our Half-peck, which you know 
Was but an old Court-diſh, Lord how he ſtampe ! 

I chought, 't had been tor Joy. When ſuddenly 

He cuts me a back Caper with his Heels, 


And takes me juſt o' the Crooper. Down come I 
And 
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And my whole Ounce of Oats! Then he neighed out, 
As if he had a Mare by the Tail. Fly. Troch Couſen, 
You are to blame to uſe the poor dumb Chriſtians 

So cruelly, defraud '*em o* their dimenſum. 

Yondet's the Colonels Horſe (there I look'd in) 

Keeping our Ladies Eve! The Devil a bir 

He has got, ſin' he came in yet ! There he ſtands, 

And looks and looks, bur 'tis your pleaſure, Couſs, 

He ſhould look lean cnongh. x 
Pec, He has Hay betore him (choak him, 
Fly. Yes, but as groſs as Hemp, and as foon will 

Unleſs he cat it butrer'd. H' had four Shooes, 

And good ones, when he came in: It is a wonder, 

With ſtanding ſtill he ſhould caſt three. Pec. Troth 

(Quarter-Maſter, 

This Trade is a kind of Myſtery, that corrupts 

Our ſtanding Manners quickly : Once a Week, 

I meet with ſuch a Bruſh to mollifie me. 

Sometimes a Brace, to awake my Conſcience, 

Yet ſtill, I fleep ſecurely. Fly. Couſin Peck, 

You muſt uſe better dealing, faith you muſt. 

Pec. Trothto give good Example to my Succeſſors, 

I could be well content to ſteal but two Girts, 

And now and then a Saddle cloth, change a Bridle, 

For Exerciſe : and ſtay there. . Fly. If you could 

There were ſome hope, on you, Couſs. But the Fate is 

You're drunk fo early, you miſtake whole Saddles : 

Sometimes a Horſe. Pec. I there's — 

Fly. The Wine, come Couls, I'll talk with you anon, 

Pee, Do, looſe no ctime, good Quarter-Malter, 

Tip. There are the Horſe, come, Fly. 

Fh, Charge, in Boys, in ; Lieutenant o' the Ordnance, 
Tobacco and Pipes. Tip. Who's that ? Old Fordan, good | 
A comely Veſſel, and a neceſſary, _ 

New-ſcour'd he is : Here's to thee, Martial Fly. 

In Milk, my young 4non ſays. Pei. Cream o' the —_ 

That dropt from Funo's Breaſts, and ſprung the Lilly ! 

I can recite your Fables, Fly, Here is, too, 

The Blood of Venus, Mother of the Roſe ! 

| For. The Dinner is gone up. Fug. I hearthe Whiſtle, 

or. 1, and tho Fidlers. We muſt all go wait. 

t. Pox 0 this waiting, Quarter-Maſter, Fly. 
Fly. When Chambermaids are Soveraigns, wait their 
(Ladies. 

Fly ſcorns to breath. Pec. Or blow upon them, he. 

Pei. Old Parcel Peck! Art thou there? how now ? lame? 

Pec. Yes faith : it is ill halting afore Criples, 

I ha' got a daſh of a Jade, here, will ſtick by me. 

Pei. O you have had ſome Phant'ſie, fellow Peck, 
Some Revelation— Pec. What ? Pez. To ſteal the Hay, 
Out of the Racks again. Fly. I cold him fo, (Peck 
When the Gueſts backs were turn'd. Pei. Or bring his 
The bottom upwards, heap'd with Oats; and cry, 
Here's the beſt Meaſure upon all the Road ! when 
You know the Gueſt, putin his Hand, to feel, 

And ſmell to the Oats, that grated all his Fingers 

Upo' the Wood---Pec.Mum!Pe:.And found out your chear. 
Pec. I ha' been i' the Cellar, Peirce. Pez. You were then 

Upo? your Knees; I do remember it : (there, 

To ha' the Fact conceal'd. I could tell more, 

Soping of Saddles, cutting of Horſe Tails, 

And cropping— Pranks of Ale, and Hoſtelry 
Fly. Which he cannor forget, he ſays, young Kuighe : 

No more then you can other Deeds of Darkneſs, 

Done i the Cellar. Tip. Well ſaid, bold Profeſſor. 

Fer. We ſhall ha' ſome truth explain'd. Pei. We are all 
(mortal, 
And have our Viſions. Pec. Truly it ſeems to me 
That every Horſe has his whole Peck, and tumbles 
Up to the Ears in Litter, Fly. When, indeed 
There's no ſuch Matter ; not a {mell of Provender. 
Fer. Not fo much Straw as would tye up a Horſe-tail! 
Fly. Nor any thing i' the Rack, but two old Cob-webs! 
And fo much rotten Hay as had been a Hens Net ! 


Tru. And yet he's ever apt to ſweep the Mangers! 

Fer.Bur puts in nothing. Pei. Theſe are Firs and Fancics. 
Which you muſt leave, good Peck. Fly. And you muſt 
It may be reveal'd to you at ſome times, (pray 
Whoſe Horſe you ought to cozen;with what Conſcience; 
The how and when, a Parſons Horſe may ſuffzr— 

Pei. Who's Maſter's double Benefic'd ; put in chat. 

Fly. A little greafing i* che Teeth; *ris wholeſom ; 
And keeps him in a ſober ſhuMle. Pei. His Saddle too 
May wane a ſtirrop. Fly. And, it may be ſworn, 

His learning lay of one fide, and fo broke it, 

Pec. They have ever Oats?” their Cloak- bags, to affront 

Fly, And therefore 'tis an Office meritorious, (us, 
To tithe ſuch ſoundly. Pei. And a Graziers may. 

Fer. O they are pinching Puckfiſts! 77u. And ſuſpicious. 

Pei. Suffer before the Maſters Face, ſometimes. 

F/y. He ſhall think he ſees his Horſe eat half a Buſhel, 

Pei, When the ſlight is, rubbing his Gums wich Salt, 
Till all the Skin come off, he ſhall but mumble, 

Like an old Woman that were chewing Brawn, 

And drop %em out again. Tip. Well argued Cavalier. 

F/y. It may do well : and go for an Example: 

Bue Coufs, have care of underſtanding Hortes, 

Horſes with angry Heels, Nobility Horſzs, 

Horſes that know the World; let them have Meat 

Till cheir Teeth ake ; and rubbing till cheir Ribs 

Shine like a Wenches Forehead. They are Divelselſe 

Will look into your Dealings, Pee. For mine own part, 

The next I cozen o' the pampre breed, 

| with he may be found'red. Fly. Foun-de-red. 

Prolate ic right. Pee. And of all Four, I wiſh it, 

I love no Crouper-complements. Pei. Whole Horſe was it? 

Pee, Why, Mr. Burſts. Pei. Is Bat Burſt come ? 

Pec. An hour he has been here. 

Tip. What Burſt ? Pei. Mas, Bartolmew Burſt. 

One that hath been a Citizens ſince a Courtier, 

And now a Gameſter. Hath had all his Whirls, 

And bouts of Fortune, as a Man would ſay, 

Once a Bat and ever a Bat ! a Rere-mouſe, 

And Bird of Twilight, he has broken thrice. 

Tip. Your better Man, the Geno*way Proverb ſays, 
Men are not made of Steel. Pez. Nor are they bound 
Always to hold, Fly. Thrice Honourable Colonel! 
Hinges will crack. 7:p. Though they be Spaniſh Iron. 

Pei. He is a Merchant ſtill, Adventurer, 

At inand in 3 and is our thorough fares Friend. 

Tip. Who? Jugs? Pei. The ſame: and a fine Gentleman 
Was with him! Pec. Mr. Huffie. Pei. Who? Hodge Huffle ? 
Tip. What's he? Pei. A Cheater, and another fine Gen- 

(tleman, 

A Friend o the Chamberlains ! Jordans ! Mr. Huffle. 

He is Bur#?'s Protetion. Fly.Fights, and vapours tor him. 
Pei. He will be drunk fo civily. Fly So Sifrecety— 
Pei. And punRtually ! juſt at his Hour. Fly. And chen, 

Call for his Fordan, with chat bum and ſtate, 

As if he piſgd the Poliricks! Pei. And ſup 

Wich his Tuft-taffaca Night-gear, here, fo (ilently! 
Fly.Nothing but Mulick: Pez. Adozen of bawdy Songs, 
Tip. And knows the General this? FI.O no, Sir Dormit 

Dormit Patrons, (till, the Maſter ſleeps. 

They'll ſteal ro Bed. Pez. In private Sir, and pay, 

The Fidlers wich chat modeſty, next Morning. 

Fly. Take a difiune of Mulcadel and Eggs! (Gipſies. 

Pei. And pack away i their trundling Cheats, like 

Tru. Myſteries, myſteries, Ferrer. Fer. I we fee, Trundle 
What the great Officersin an Inn may do; 

I do not lay the Officers of the Crown, 

Bur the Light-Heart. Tip. Pl ſee the Bat and Huffe. 
Fer. I ha' fome Buſinels, Sir, I crave your Pardon— 
Tip. What? Fer. To be ſober. Tip. Pox, go get you 

(gone then. 

Trundle ſhall ſtay. Tru. No I beſeech you Colonel, 

You Lordſhip has a mind to be drunk private, 


With thele brave Gallants; I will ſtep aſide 


Into 
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Into the Stables, and falute my Mares. 
Pei. Yes, do, and ſleep with *em, let him go, baſe 
(Whip-ſtock. 
He's as drunk as a Fiſh now, almoſt as dead. 
Tip. Come I will ſee the flicker Mouſe, my Flie. 


Act IIL 


Prudence ufher'd by the Hoſt, takes her Seat of Fudicature, 
Nurſe, Frank, be Two Lords, Beaufort, and Latimer, 
aſſiſt of the Bench : The Lady and Lovel are brought m, 
and ſit on the Two ſides of the Stage, confronting each the 


other. 

Pru. HE= ſet the hour ; but firſt produce the parties; 
And clear the Court. The time is now of price. 

Hoſt. Tug, get you down, and Trundle get you up, 

You ſhall be Crier. Ferret, here, the Clerk. 

7ordan, {ſmell you without, till the Ladies call you ; 

Take down the Fiddlers too, ſilence that noiſc, 

Deep, i'the Gia fate. Pru, Who keeps the Watch ? 


Scene II. 


Ferret, Trundle. 


Hoſt. Old Sheelinin here, is the Madam Tell-clock. 
Nur. No fait and trot, ſweet Maiſter, I ſhall ſleep; 
I fait I ſhall, Bea. I prithee do then, Scrich-Ow!. 
She brings to mind the Fable o'the Dragon, (her. 
That kept the Heſperian Fruic. Would I could charm 
Hoſt. Trundle will do it with his Hum. Come T3 wndle. 
Precede him Ferret, i'the form. 


Fer. O yes, O yes, O yes, Tru. O yes, &C. 


Whereas there hath been awarded ,| Whereas, &c. 

By the Queen Regent of Love. By theQueen,e*c. 
In this high Court of Soveraignty, |ln this high, &c. 
Two ſpecial hours of Addreſs, Two ſpecial, cc. 


L'o Herebert, &C. 
Againſt the, &c. 
Herebert Lov. &C. 


40 Herebert Lovel, Appellant, 
Againſt the Lady Frampul, Defendant. 
FH rcbert Lovel, Come 1nto the Court, 
Make challenge to thy firſt hour, Make, &c. 
And fave thee and thy Bail. And fave, &c. 
Hye. Lo, louting where he comes into the Court: 
Clerk of the Soveraignty take his appearance. 
And how accoutred, how deſfign'd he comes ! 
Fer. T's done. Now Cryer, call the Lady Frampul, 
And dy the name of, 
Frances, Lady Frampu!, Defendant, 
Come into the Court, 
Make anſwer to the Award, 


Amd ſave thee and thy Bail. 


Tru. Francis, &C. 
Come into the, &c. 
Make anſwer, &c. 
And ſave thee, &c, 


Enter Lad i7 


Hoſt. She makes a noble, and a juſt Appearance. 
Set it down likewiſe, and how arm'd ſhe comes. 
Pru, Uſher of Loves Court give *em their Oath, 
According to the Form, upon Loves Miſa. 
Hoſt. Ariſe and lay your hands upon the Book. 
Herbert Lovel, Appellant, and Lady Frances Frampul, 
Detendant, you ſhall ſwear upon the Liturgy of Love, 
Ovid de arte amandi, That you neither have, ne will 
have, nor in any wiſe bear about you, thing, or things, 
pointed, or blunt, within theſe Liſts, other than what 
are natural and allow'd by the Court : No inchanted 
Arms, or Weapons, Stones of Vertue, Herb of Grace, 
Charm, Character, Spell, Philtre, or other Power than 
Loves only, and the juſtneſs of your Cauſe. So help you 
Love, his Mother, and the Contents of this Book : Kiſs 
it. Return unto your Seats, Crier bid ſilence. 
Tru. © yes, O yes, O yes. 
* Fer, Pche name o'the Soveraign of Love, |7ru. the &c. 
Notice is given by the Court, Notice is, &c. 
To che Appellant, and Detendant, To the Ap.&c. 
Tac the firſt hour of Addreſs proceeds. [That the, &c. 
And Love ſlave the Soveraign. And love, &c. 
Zin. Every man or woman keep ſilence pain of impri- 
(lonment, 


Pru.Do your endeavours in the name of Love. 

Lov. To make my firſt Approaches, then, in Love. 

Lad, Tell us what Love is, that we may be ſure 
There is ſuch a thing, and that it is in nature. 

Lov. Excellent Lady, I did not expect 

To meet an Infidel! much leſs an Atheiſt ! 

Here in Love's Liſts ! of ſo much unbelief ' 

To raiſe a Queſtion of his being—— Hef. Well charg'd! 
Lov. I rather thought, and, with Religion, think, 

Had all the Character of Love been loſt, 

His Lines, Demenfions, and whole Signature 

Raz'd and defac'd, with dull humanity : 

That both his Nature, and his Eſſence might 

Have found their mighty inſtauration here, 

Here where the confluence of Fair and Good, 

Meets to make up all Beauty. For, what elſe 

Is Love, but the moſt noble, pure affection 

Ot what is truly Beautiful and Fair ? 

Deſire of union with the thing beloved ? 

(Bea. Have the Afhiſtants of the Court their Votes, 

And writ of Priviledge, to ſpeak them freely ?) 

Pru. Yes, to afliſt ; but nor to interrupt. 
Bea.Then I have read ſomewhere,that man and woman, 

Were, in the firſt Creation, both one piece, 

And being cleft aſunder, ever ſince, 

Love was an appetite to be rejoin'd. 

As for Example— Nur. Cramo-cree | what mean'ſh tou ? 
Bea. Only to kiſs, and part. Heſt. So much is lawtul. 
Lat. And ſtands with the Prerogative of Loves Court! 
Lov. It is a Fable of Platd's, in his Banquet, 

And uttered there by Ariſtophanes. 

Hoſt. "Twas well remembred here, and to good uſe.) 
| But on with your Deſcription, what Love is. 
Deſire of union with the thing belov'd. - oY 

Lov. I meant a Definition, For I make 

The efficient cauſe, what's Beautiful, and Fair. 

The formal cauſe, the appetite of Union. 

The final cauſe the union it ſelf. 

But larger, it you'll have it, by deſcription : 

It isa flame and ardour of the mind, 

Dead, in the proper Corps, quick in another's : 

| Transfers the Lover into the Loved. 

That he or ſhe, that loves, engraves, or ſtamps 

TH' 1dea of what they love, firſt in themſelves : 

Or, like to Glaſſes, ſo their minds take in 

Tie Forms of their belov'd, and them reflec. 

It is the likeneſs of Aﬀections, 

Is both the parent and the nurſe of Love. 

Love is a ſpiritual coupling of ewo Souls, 

So much more excellent, as it leaſt relaces 

Unto the Body ; circular, eternal 

Not fain'd, or made, but born: And then, fo precious, 

As nought can value it, bur it ſelf. So tree 

As nothing can cammand it bur it ſelt. 

And in it felf fo round, and liberal, 

As where it favours, it beſtows it ſelf. 

(Bea. And that dol; here my whole ſelf I render, 

According to the practice o'the Court, 

Nur. I'tiſh a naughty praftiſh, a lewd Practiſh, 

Be quiet man, dou ſhalt not leip her here. 

Bea. Leap her ? I lip her tooliſh Queen at Arms, 
Thy Blazon's falſe: wilt thou blaſpheme thine Office?) 
Low. But we muſt cake and underſtand this Love 

Along ſtill as a name of Dignity : (Lord?) 

Not pleaſure. (Hoff. Mark you that, my light young 
Low. True love hath no unworthy thought, no light, 

Looſe unbecoming Appetite, or Strain. 

But fixed, conſtant, pure, immurable. 

(Bea. 1 reliſh not theſe Phileſopbical Feaſts ; 

Give me a Banquet o' Senſe, like that of Owid : 

A Form to take the Eye a Voice mine Ear ; 

Pure Arematicks, tomy Scent ; a oft, 

Smooth, dainty Hand to touch ; and, for my taſte, 

Ambroſiack Kiſlzs to mele down the Palat.) 
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Low. They are the earthly, lower form of Lovers, 
Are only taken with what ftrikes the Sznſes ! 
And love by that looſe ſcale. Altho 1 grant, 
We like what's fair and graceful in an Object, 
And (true) would uſe it, in them all we tend to, 
Both of our civil and domeltick deeds, 
In ordering of an Army, in our Stile, 
Apparel, Geſture, Building, or what not ? 
All arts and actions do attect their Beauty. 
Bur put the caſe, in travel I inay mcer 
Some gorgeous Structure, a brave Frontiſpiece, 
Shall I ſtay Captive i the outer Court, 
Surpriz'd with that, and not advance to know 
Who dwells there, and inhabiteth the Houle ? 
There is my Friendſhip to be made, within; 
With what can love me again : not with the Walls, 
Doors, Windows, Architrabes, the Fricze, and Coronicc. 
My End is loſt in loving of a Face, 
An Eye, Lip, Noſe, Hand, Foot, or other part, 
Whole all is but a Statue, if the Mind 
Move not, which only can make the return. 
The End of Love is, to have Two made One 
In will, and in affection, that the Minds 
Be firſt inoculated, not the Bodies. 
Bea. GY me the Body, if it be a good one. 
Fra. Nay, ſwect, my Lord, I muſt appeal the Soveraign 
For better Quarter, it you hold your practice. 
Tru. Silence, pain of Impriſonment : Hear the Court. 
Low. The Bodies Love is frail, ſubje& to change, 
And alter {till with ic : The Mind's is firm, 
One and the ſame, proceedeth firſt from weighing, 
And well examining what is fair and good ; 
Then what is like in Reaſon, fit in Manners 3 
That breeds good will : good will deſire of Union, 
So Knowledge firſt begets Benevolence, 
Benevolence breeds Friendſhip, Friendſhip loves: 
And where it ſtarts or ſteps alide from this, 
It is a meer degenerous appetite, 
A loſt, oblique, deprav'd affection, 
And bears no mark or character of Love. 
Lad. How am I changed ! By what Alchimy 
Of Love, or Language, am I thus tranſlated ! 
His Tongue is tip d with the Philoſophers Stone, 
And that hath touch'd me through every Vein ! 
I feel that tranſmutation o' my Blood, 
As I were quite become another creature, 
And all he ſpeaks, it is Projection ! 
Pru. Well feign'd, my Lady : now her Parts begin : 
Lat. And ſhe will a&t 'em fubtilly. 
Pru. She fails me elſe. 
Low. Nor do they treſpaſs within bounds of pardon, 
That giving way, and licenſe to their love, 
Diveſt him ot his nobleſt Ornaments, 
Which are his Modeſty, and Shamfac'dnels : 
And fo they do, that have unhe deſigns 
Upon the Parties they pretend to love 
For what's more monſtrous, more a Prodigy, 
Thanto hear me proteſt truth of aftection 
Unto a perſon that | would diſhonour ? 
And what's a more diſhonour, than defacing 
Another's good with forfeiting mine own ? 
And drawing on a Fellowſhip of fin ; 
From note of which, tho (tor a while) we may 
Be both kept ſafe, by caution, yet the Conſcience 
Cannot be cleansd. For what was hitherto 
Call'd by the Name of Love, becomes deſtroy'd 
Then, with the Fa& ; the Innocency loſt, 
The bating bf affection ſoon will follow : 
And Love is never trus that is not laſting, 
No more than any can be pure or perfect, 
Thar entertains more than one Object, Dix. 
Lad. 'O ſpeak, and ſpeak for ever | let min ear 
Be feaſted ſtill, and filled with this Banquet ! 
No ſenſe can ever ſurteit on ſuch truth ! 


lt is the Marrow of all Lovers Tenents! 
Who hath read Plato, Heliodore, or Tatins, 
Sidney, D' Urfe, or all Loves Fathers, like him ? 
He, 1s there the Maſter of the Sentences, 
Their School, their Commentary, Text, and Gloſs, 
And breathes the erue Divinity of Love! 
Pru. Excellent Actor! how fhe hies this Paſſion! 
Lad. Where have I liv'd, in Hereſie, folong 
Our o' the Congregation ot Love, 
And ſtood irregular, by all his Canons ? 
Lat. But do you think ſhe plays * 
Pru. Upo* my Soveraignty, 
Mark her anon. 
Lat. I ſhake, and am half jealous. 
Lad. What Penance Thall I doto be receiv'd, 
And reconcil'd to the Church of Love ? 
Go on Procefhion, bare-foot, to his Image, 
And ſay ſome hundred penitential Verſes, 
There, out of Chaucers Troilms, and Creſſide ? 
Or to his Mothers Shrine, vow a Wax-Candle 
As large as the Town May- Pole is, and pay it / 
Enjoyn me any thing this Court thinks fit, 
For 1 have treſpaſs'd, and blaſphemed Love: 
I have, indeed, deſpis'd his Deity, 
Whom (till this Miracle wrought on me) I knew not. 
Now I adore Love, and would kits the Ruſhes 
That bear this Reverend Gentleman, his Prieſt, 
If that would expiate but 1 fear it will not. 
For, tho he be ſomewhat ſtruck in years, and old 
Enough to be my Father, he is wile, 
And only wiſe men love, the other covet. 
I could begin to be in love with him, 
But will not tell him yet, becauſe I ho 
T* enjoy the other Hour with more ackight, 
And prove him farther, 
Pru. Moſt Socratick Lady ! 
Or, if you will [ronick ! gr you joy 
O' your Platonick Love here, Mr. Lovel. 
But pay him his firſt Kiſs, yer, i the Court, 
Which is a Debt, and due : For the Hour's run. 


Lad. How ſwitt is Time, and flily ſteals away 
From them would hug it, value it, embrace it ? 
| ſhould have thought it ſcarce had run ten minutes, 
When. the whole Hour is fled. Here, take your Kils, Sir, 
Which I moſt willing tender you in Court. 

(Bea. And we do imitate ) : 

Lad. And I could with, 

It had been ewenry—ſo the Soveraigns 

Poor narrow Nature had decreed it lo—— 
Burt that is paſt, irrevocable, now : 

She did her kind, according to her latitude— 

Pry, Beware, you do not conjure up a Spirit 
You cannot lay. 

Lad. I dare you, do your worſt, 

Shew me bur ſuch an injuſtice : I would chank you 
To alter your award. 

Lat. Sure ſhe is ſerious! 

| ſhall have another fit of Jealouſie! 
I tecl a grudging ! 

Heſt. Chear up, Noble Gheſt, 

We cannot gueſs what this may come to yer ; 
The Brain ot Man, or Woman, is uncertain ! 

Lov. Tut, ſhe diſlembles! all is perſonated, 
And countertcit comes from her! It it were nor, 
The Spaniſh Monarchy, with both the Indies, 
Could not buy off the treaſure of chis Kits, 

Or half give balance for my happineſs. 

; Hoſt. Why, as it is yet, it glads my light Heart 
To fee you rouz'd thus from a ſleepy humor 

Ot drouzy, accidental — 

And all thoſe brave parts of your Soul awake, 
That did before ſeem drown'd, and buried in you ! 
That you expreſs your ſelf, as you had back'd 


The A/es Horle | or got Bellerpphons arms : 
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What news with Fly? 

Fly. News of a newer Lady, 
A finer, freſher, braver, bonnier Beauty, 
A "T7 brna Robes, and a Bouncer ' 


In yellow, gliſtering, golden Satten. Lad. Pru, 
Adjourn the Courr. 
Pru. Cry, Trundle Tru. O yes, 


Any Man, or Woman, that hath any perſonal attendance 
To give unto the Court ; Keep the Second Hour, 
And Love fave the >ov'raign. 


| —————__— 


A&t IV. Scene IL. 
Tug, Barnabe, Jordan. 


Barnabe ! Tor. Welcome, Barnabe ? Where haſt 
thou been ? 
Bay. T the foul weather. 
Tug. Which has wet thee, Ban. 
Bar. As dry as a chip! Good Fug, a caſt o' thy Name, 
As well as thy Office : two Jugs . 
Tug. By and by. 
or, What Lady's this thou haſt brought here ? 
Bar. A great Lady ! 
I know no more ; one that will try you, Fordan. 
Shee'll find your Gage, your Circle, your Capacity. 
How do's Old Sraggers the Smith, and Tree the Sadler ? 
Keep they their Penny-Club itill ? 
For. And thi? old Catch too, 
Ot whoop Barnaby. Bar. Do they fing at me ? 
For. They are reeling at it in the Parlour now. 
. Fill co 'em : Gi me a drink firſt. 
. Where's thy Hat ? 
. Tloſt it by the way—Gr me another. 
7. A Hat? Bar. Adrink. 
g. Take heed of —_— cold, Ban— 
- The wind blew'r off at High-gate, and my Lady 
Would not endure me lighe to take it up, 
But made me drive bare-headed i” the Rain. 
For. That ſhe might be miſtaken tor a Counteſs ? 
Bar. Troth, like enough | She might be an ore-grown 
Dutcheſs, 
For ought I know. 
Jug. What! with one Man! Bar. At a time, 
They carry no more, the beſt of *cm. 
Jor. Nor the bravelt. 
Bar. And the is very brave ! 
Fer. A ltately Gown: 
And Perticoat, ſhe has on ! 
Rar. Ha' you ſpy'd that, fordan? 
You are a notable Peerer, an old Rabb, 
At a Smocks-hem, Boy. 
Tug. As he is Chamberlain, 
He may do that by his Place. 
Fer. What's her Squire ? 
Rar. A toy, that ſhe allows Eight Pence a day. 
A ſlight Man-net, to port her up and down. 
Come, ſhew me to my Play-tellows, Old Sraggers, 
And Father Tree. 
For. Here, this way, Barnabe. 


AR IV. Scene Il. 


Tipto, Burſt, Huffie, Fly. 


born let us take in Freſco, here, one Quart. 
Bar. TwoQuarts, my Man of War, let us not be 


ſtinted. 
Huf. Advance three Fordans, Varlet o* the Houſe. 


Tip. I do not like your Burſt Bird 3 He is fawcy : 
Some Shop-keeper he was ? 


A broke-wing*d Shop-keeper? I noſe *em ftreight. 
He had no Father, I warrant him, that durſt own him 3 
Some Foundling in a Stall, or the Church-porch; 
Brought P the Hoſpital; and fo bound Prentice ; 
Then Maſter of a Shop ; then one o' th? Inqueſt ; 
Then breaks out Bankrupt, or ſtarts Alde: man : 

The Original of both is a Church- Porch—— 
Fly. Of ſome, my Colonel. 
Tip. Good Faith, of moſt! 
O' your Shop-Citizens, th' are rude animals! 
And let 'em get butten mile out a Town, 
Th? out ſwagger all the Wapen-rake. 
Fly. Whar's that ? 
Tip. A Saxon word to ſignifie the Hundred. 
Bar. Come let us drink, Sir Gloriow, ſome brave 
Health 
Upon our tip-toes. Tip. To the Health o' the Burſts. 
Bur. Why Burſts ? Tip. Why Tipto's ? 
Bur, O' I cry you mercy ! 
Tip. Ir is ſufficient. 
Huf. What is fo ſufficient ? 
Tip. To drink to you is ſufficient, 
Huf. On what terms ? 
Tip. That you ſhall give Security to pledge me. 
Huf. So you will name no Spaniard, I will pledge you, 
Tip. I rather chuſe to thirſt; and will chirſt ever, 
Than leave that Cream of Nations un-cry'd up. 
Periſh all Wine, and guſt of Wine. 
Huf. How ! ſpill it ? 
Spill it at me ? Tip. 1 k not, but I ſpile it. 
Fly. Nay, pray you be quiet, Noble Bloods. 
Bur, No Spaniards, 
I cry, with my Cozen Huffle. 
Huf. Spaniards ? Pilchers ? 
Tip. Do not provoke my patient Blade. It ſleeps, 
And would not hear thee : Huffle, thou art rude, 
And doft not know the Spaniſh compoſition. 
Bur. What is the Recipe ? Name the Ingredients. 
Tip. Valour. Bur. Two Ounces ! 
Tip. Prudence. Bur. Half a Dram ! 
Tip. Juſtice. Bur. A Penny weight ! 
Tip. Religion» Bur. "Three Scruples ! 
Tip. And of Graviddd. Bur. A Face-full ! 
Tip. He carries ſuch a Doſe of it in his Looks, 

ARions, and Geſtures, as it breeds Reſpet 
To him from Savages, and Reputation 
With all the Sons of Men. 

Bur. Will it give him Credit 
With Gameſters, Courtiers, Citizens, or Tradeſmen ? 
Tip. He'll borrow Money on the ſtroke of his Beard ' 
Or turn off his Mu#accio / His meer Cello, 
Or Ruff abour his Neck, is a Bill of Exchange 

In any Bank in Exrope ! Not a Merchant 
That ſees his Gate, but ſtraight will furniſh him 
Upon his Paſle ! 

Huf. I have heard the Spaniſh Name 
Is terrible, tro Children, in ſome Countries; 
And us'd to make them eat their Bread and Butter, 
Or take their Worm-ſeed. 

Tip. Huffle, you do ſhuffic : 


——— To them, Stuffe, Pinnacia. 


Bur. *Slid here's a Lady ! 

Huf. And a Lady ga | 

Tip. A welktrimm' Lady! 

Huf. Let's lay her aboard. 

Bur. Let's hail her firſt. 

Tip. By your ſweet Favour, Lady. 
Stu. Good Gentlemen be civil, we are Strangers. 

Bur. And you were Flemings, Sir ! 

Huf, Or Spaniards ! 

Tip. They are here, have been at Sevil i their days, 


Fly. Yes, Sir. Tip. I knew it, 


And at Madrid too! Pin. He is a fooliſh Fellow, 
I pray 
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I pray you mind him not, he is my Prote&ion. 
Tip. In your protection he is ſafe, ſweet Lady. 
So ſhall you be in mine. 
Huf. A ſhare, good Coronel. 
Tip. Of what? 
Huf. Of your fine Lady ! I am Hodge, 
My Name 1s Huffle. 
Tip. Huffling Hodge, be quiet. 
Bur. And I pray you, be you fo, Glorions Coronel 
Hodge Huffle (hall be quiet. 
th A Lady gay, gay: 
For ſhe is a Lady gay, gay, gay- For ſhe's a Lady gay. 
Tip, Bird o the Veſpers, & 5-4 Burſt 1 
You are a Gentleman of the firſt Head. 
But that Head may be broke, as all the Body is — 
Burſ#, if you tie not up your Huffle quickly. 
Huf. Tie Dogs, not Man. 
Bur. Nay, pray thee, Hodge, be till 
Tip. This Steel here rides not on this Thigh in vain. 
Huf. Shew'ſt chou thy Steel and Thigh, thou gloriow 
Dirt # 
Then Hodge lings Sampſon, and no ties ſhall hold. 


Peirce, Fug, Jorden. 


[ to them. 


Peir. Keep the Peace, Gentlemen: what do you 
mean ? 
Tip. I will not diſcompoſe my ſelf for Huffle. 
Pin. You ſee what your Entreaty and Preffure ſtill 
Of Gentlemen, to be civil, doth bringon ? 
A Quarrel? and perhaps Man-ſlaughter ? You 
Willcarry your Gooſe about you Itill ? your Planing 
Iron? 
Your Tongue to ſmocth all! is not here fine ſtuff ? 
Stu, Why Wife ? 
Pin, Your Wife ? Ha? not I forbidden you that ? 
Do you think I'll call Husband i this Gown, 
Or any thing in that Jacker, but Prote#zon ? 
Here tie my Shooe, and ſhew my Velvet Petticoat, 
And my Silk Stocking | why do you make me a Lady, 
If I may not do like a Lady, in fine Cloathes. 
Sts. Sweet Heart, you may do what you will with me. 
Pin. [: I knew that at home; what to do with you ; 
But why was I brought hicher ? to ſee Faſhions ? 
Stu. And wear them too, Sweet Heart, but this wild 
Company 
Pin. Why do you bring me in wild Company ? 
You'd ha' me tame, and civil, in wild Company ? 
I hope I know, wild coo_ ate fine Company, 
And in fine Company, where I am fine my ſelf, 
A Lady may do — deny nothing 
To a fine Party, I have heard you ſay*t. 


—— To them Peirce. 


Peir. There are a Company of Ladies above 
Deſire your Ladiſhips Company, and to take 
The Surery of their Lpdgings trom the affront 
Of cheſc half Beaſts, were here e'en now, the Centaures. 

Pin. Are they fine Ladies ? 

Pejr. Some very fine Ladies. 

Pin. As fine as I? 

Peir. I dare uſe no Compariſons, 

ing a Servant, fent ————— 

Pim. Spoke, like a fine Fellow !: 

I would thou wert one ; I'd not thi deny thee : 
But, thiank my Lady. 


——To them Hof. 


Hof. Madam, I muſt crave you 
To or te a Lady a Viſit, would excuſe 


Some Harſhneſs o' the Houfe, you have receiv'd 
From the brute Gheſts. 


[To bring it home with. 
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Pin. This's a fine Old Man ' 
Fid go with him an' he were a little finer : 
Stu. You may, Sweet Heart, it is mine H«2, 
Pin. Mine Hoſt ! ; 
Hoſt. Yes, Madam, I muſt bid you welcome. 
Pim. Do then. 


Stu. But do not ſtay, 
Pin. Il be advisd by you; yes ! 


A&t IV. Scene III, 


—-To them Latimer, Beaufort, Lady, Pru. Frank, 
Hoſt, Pinnacia, Stuffe. 


Hat more than Thracian Barbariſm was this ! 
Bea. The Batrel of the Centaures, with ths 
Lapithes ! 
Lad. There is no taming o the Monſter Drink. 
Lat. But what a glorious Beaſt our Tipto ſhew'd : - 
He would not diſcompoſe himſelf, the Der ! 
Your Spaniard n&er doth diſcompoſe himſelf. 
Bea. Yet, how he talke, and roar'd i the beginning : 
Pry. And ran as faſt as a knock'd Marro'bone. 
Bea. So they did all at laſt, when Love! wene down, 
And chas'd *em 'bourt the Court. 
Lat. For all's Don Lews ! 
Or fencing after Euclide! Lad. I n&er ſaw 
A lightning ſhoot ſo, as my Servant did, 
His Rapier was a Meteor, and he wavr'd ic 
Over 'em, like a Comer, as they fled him |! 
I mark'd his Manhood ! every ſtoop he made 
Was like an Eagles at a Flight of Cranes ! 
(As I have read ſomewhere.) 
Bea. Bravely expreſt. 
Lat. And like a Lover ! 
Lad. Of his Valour, I am! 
He ſeem'd — rariftd to air! 
Or that his S , andarm were of a peice, 
They went together ſo! Here comes the Lady. 
Bea. A bouncing Bona robs ! as the Fly ſaid. 
Fra. She is ſome Giantefs | Pll ſtand off, 
For tear ſhe ſwallow me. 
La. Is not this our Gown, Pry ? 
Thar I beſpoke of Sruffe ? 
Pru. It is the Faſhion! EE T0 
Lad. I, and the Silk! Feel: ſure ic is the fame ! 
Pr. And the ſame Petricoat, Lace, and all ' 
Lad. I'll ſwear it. __- 
How came it hither ? make a Bill of Inquiry. 
Pru. Yo have a fine Sute on, Madam !' and a rich one 
Lad. And of a curious making! 
Pre. And a new! 
Pin. As new as Day. | 
Lat. She anſwers like a Fiſh-Wite ! oil 
Pin, I put it on fince Nqon, I do aflure you. 
Pry. Who is your Taylor ? 
Lad. =_ you, your Faſhioners Name: 
Pm. My Faſhioner is a certain Man o' mine own, 
He is i the Houſe : no matter for his Name. 
Hoſt. O, but to ſatisfie this bevy of Ladies, 
Of which a Brace, here, long'd co bid you welcome, 
Pin. He is one, in truth, I ticle my Protefticn : 
Bid him come  þ 
Hoſt. Our new Ladies Prote1on ! 
What is your Ladiſhips Stile 2 
Pin, Counteſs Pinnacis. 
Hoſt. Counteſs Pinnacia's Man, come to your Ludy / 
Pru. Yout Ladiſhips Taylor ! Maſs, Stuffe ! 
Lad. How Stuffe ! He the Prete&icn ! 
Ho/. Stuffe looks like a Remnant. 
Stu. I am undone, diſcover'd ! 
Pre. *Tis the Suit, Madam, 


- 


Now, without Scruple ! and this ſome Deyice 


bbbb 


P41, 


73S 


The New Inn. 


Pin, Why upon your Knees ? 
Is this your Lady Godmother ? 
Stu. Mum, Pinnacia. 
It is the Lady Frampul ; my beſt Cuſtomer. 
Lad. What Shew is this that you preſent us with ? 
Stu. I do beſeech your Ladiſhip forgive me. 
She did but fay the Suit on. Lad. Who ? Which ſhe ? 
Stu. My Wife, forſooth. 
Lal. How ? Miſtreſs St»ffe ? Your Wife ! 
Is that the Riddle? Prz. We all look'd for a Lady, 
A Dutcheſs, or a Counteſs at the leaſt. 
Stu. She is my own lawiully begotten Wite, 
In Wedlock. We ha' been coupled now ſeven years. 
Lad. And why thus maſqu'd ? You-like a Footman, ha ! 
And ſhe your Counteſs !- P;n. To make a Fool of himſelf, 
And of me too. Stu. I pray thee, Pinxace, peace, 

. Pin. Nay, it ſhall out, fince you have calPd me Wife, 
And openly dif-Ladied me ! though I am diſ-Counteſs'« 
I am not yet diſ-countenanc'd. Theſe ſhall ſce. 

Hoſ. + ! 
Pin. It is a fooliſh trick, Madam, he has ; 

For though he be your Taylor, he is my Beaſt. 
. I may be bold wich him, and cell his Story. 

When he makes any fine Garment will fic,me, 

Or any rich thing that he chinks of price, 

Then mult I put it on, and be his Cownteſs, 

Before he carry it home unto che Owners. 

A Coach is hir'd, and Four Horſes 3 he runs 
In his Velvet Jacket thus, to Rumford, Croyden, 
Hounſlow, or Barnet, the next bawdy Road : 
And takes me out, carries me up, and throw's me 
Upon a Bed. Lad. Peace, thou immodeſt Woman. 

She glories in the Bravery of the Vice. 

Lit. 'Tis a queint one! Bea, A fine ſpecies, 

Of fornicating with a Man's own Witke, | 

Found out by (what's his Name ?) 
Lat. Mr. Nic. Stuffe. 
Hoſt. The very Figure of Preoccupation 

In all his Cuſtomers beſt Cloathes. Lear. He lies 
With his own Snccuba, in all your Names. 

Bea. And all your Credits. 

Hoſt. 1, and at all their coſts. 

Lat. This Gown was then beſpoken for the Soveraign ? 
Bea. I, marry was it- Lat. And a main Offence 

Committed *gainſt the Soveraignty; being not brought 
Home!” the tims. Beſide, the prophanation, 

Which may call on the Cenſure of the Court, 

Hof. Let him be blanketed. Call up the Quarter- 
maſter. 

Deliver him o'er to Fly. Stu. Þ good, my Lord. 

Heſt. Pillage the Pinnace. Lad. Let his Wiſe be ſtripr. 
Bea, Blow off her Upper Deck. 

Lat. Tear all her Tackle. 

Lad. Pluck the polluted Robes over her Ears; 

Or cut them all to peices, make a fire o' them, 

Pru, To Rags and Cinders,burn th' idolatrous Veſtures. 

Heſ. Fly, and your Fellows, ſee that the whole cenſure 
Be throughly executed. Fly, We'll toſs him bravely, 
Till the itulf ſtink again. 

Hop. And ſend her home, _ 

Diveſted to her Flannel, in a Cart. 

Lat. And let her Footman beat the Baſon afore her. 
Fly. The Court ſhall be obzy'd. 
Hoſ. Fly, and his Officers, 
Will do it fiercely. Srv. Merciful Queen Pre. 
Pra. I cannot help you. 
Bea. Go thy, ways, Nic. | Stuffe, 
Thou haſt nickt it for a Faſhioner of Venery ! 
Lat. For his own Hell, though he run ten mile for'e. 
Prx, O, here comes Lowel, for his ſecond Hour. 
Bea. And after him the type of Spaniſh Valour, 


Akt IV. Scene IV. 


Lady, Lovel, Tipto, Latimer, 'Beaufort, Pra, Frank, 
Nurſe, Hoſt. 


Ervant, what have you there ? Lov. A Meditation, 
Or rather a Viſiort, Madam, and of Beauty, ! 
Our former Subjet. Lzd. Pray you let us hear is 


Lov. It was a Beauty that I ſaw 
So pure, ſo perfett, as the frame 
of 1h, 1 het? was lame, 

To that one Figure could I draw, 
Or give leaf Jim of it a law! 


A Skein of Silk without @ Knot ! 

A fair March made without a Hal! 
A cxriow Form without @ Fault ! 

A _ book without a blot. 

Alt beauty, and without a ſpect, 

Lad. _ are gentle Words, and would deſerve a 


ote, 
Set to 'em, as gentle. Lev. I have try'd my Skill. 
To cloſe the ſecond Hour, if you will hear them, 
My Boy by that time will have got it perfect. 

Lad. Yes, gentle Servant. In what calm he ſpeaks, 
After this noiſe and tumult, ſo unmov'd, 

With that ſerenity -of countenance, 
As if his thoughts did acquieſce in that 
moon owe yy] — yrs Hour, 
And nothing elſe. Pru. Well then, ſummon t 

Lad. I have a Sute to the Soveraign of my ow 
If it may ſtand with the Honour of the Court, 

To change the Queſtion but from Love to Valour, 

To hear it ſaid, but what true Valour is, 

Which oft begets true Love. La#. It is a ion 

Fit for the Court to take true knowledge of, 

And hath my juſt aſſent.. Pr. Content. Bee. Content. 

Fra. Content. 1am content, give him his Oath. 

Hoſt. Hercbert Lovel, Thou ſhalt ſwear upon the Teſt a» 
ment of Love, To make Anſwer to thu Queſtion propounded 
to thee by the Court, What true Valour « ? nd therein to rel 
the Truth, the whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth. $9 
belp thee —_ and thy bright Sword at need. 

Lov. me e, and my good Sword a b 
It is the careſt Vertue, and the Safory aouons 
Of all Mankind, the Obje& of it is danger. 

A certain Meen *ewixt Fear and Confidence : 

No inconſiderate Raſhnefs, or vain appetice 

Of falſe encountring formidable things ; 

Bur a true Science of diſtinguiſhing 

What's good or evil, It ſprings out of Reaſon, 
And tends to perfe& Honeſty, the Scope 

Is always Honour, and the Publick Good : 

It is no Valour for a private Cauſe. 

Bea. No? not for Reputation ? 

Lov. That's Man's Idol, 

Set up againft God, the Maker of all Laws, 
Who hath commanded us we ſhould nor kill ; 
And yet we ſay, we muſt for Reputation. 
What honeſt Man can either fear his own, 
Or elſe will hurt another's Reputation ? 

Fear to do baſe, unworthy things, is Valour ; 
If they be done to wy to ſuffer them, 

Is Valour too. The Office of a Man 


That's truly Valiant, is conſiderable 


Three ways: The firlt is in reſpect of Mater, 


Which ſtill is danger ; in reſpect of Form, 
Wherein he muſt bis Digaicy ; ,— 7 © 57 
And in the End, which muſt be ever lawful. | ++, 


Lat. But Men, when they are heated, and-in paſhon; 
Cannot conſider. Lov. — it is not Valour. 


I ne- 
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I never thought an angry perſon valiant: 
Vertue is never aided by a Vice. 

What need is there of anger, and of tumule? 
When reaſon can do the fame thimgs, or more ? 

Bea. O yes, 'tis profitable, and of uſe, 
lt makes us fierce, and fit to undertake. 

Lov. Why, fo will Drink make us both bold and raſh, 
Or phrenhie if you will, do theſe make valiant ? 
They are poor helps, and Vertue needs them nor. 

No Man is valianter by being angry, 

Burt he that could not valiant be without : 

So that it comes not in the aid of Vertue, 

Bur in the ſtead of it. Lat. He holds the right. 

Lov. And *tis an odious kind of Remedy, 

To owe our health to a diſeaſe. Tip. If Man 
Should follow the Dif amen of his Paſſion, 
He could not ca 

Bea, To diſcompoſe himſelf. 

Lat. According to Don Lews ! 

Hoſt. Or Caranus ! 

Lov. Good Colonel Glorious, whilſt we treat of Valour, 
Diſmiſs your ſelf. Lat. You are not concern'd. 

Lov. Go drink, 

And congregate the Hoſtlers and the Tapſters, 
The Under-Officers o* your Regiment ; 
Compoſe with them, and be not angry valiant ? 
[ Tipto goes out. 
Bea. How do's that differ from true Valour ? 
Lov. "Thus. 
In the Efficient, or that which makes it : 
For it proceeds from Paflion, not from Judgment : 
Then brute beaſts have ic, wicked perſons ; there 
- It differs in the Swbje# ; in the Form, 
Tis carried raſhly, and with Violence: 
' Then i the Exd, where it reſpes not Truth, 
Or Publick Honeſty ; but meer Revenge. 
Now confident, and undertaking Valour, 
Sways from the true, two other ways, as —_ 
A truſt in our own Faculties, Skill, or Strength, 
And not the Right, or Conſcience © the Cauſe, 
That works it : Then i the End, which is the Vidory, 
And not the Honour. 

Bea. But the ignorant Valour, 
That knows not why it undertakes, but doth it 
T' eſcape the Infamy meerly— ———— 

Lov. Is worſt of all : 

That Valour lies i' the Eyes o* the lookers on 3 
And is call'd Valour with a witneſs. Bea. Right. 

Lovv. The things true Valour 1s exercis'd about, 

Are Poverty, Reſtraint, Captivity, 
Baniſhment, loſs of Children, long Diſeaſe : 
The leaſt is Death. Here Valour is beheld, 
Properly ſeen ; about theſe it is preſent : 

Not trivial things, which but require our Confidence. 
And, yet to thoſe, we muſt object our ſelves, 
Only for Honeſty : it any other 

ReſpeR be mixe, we quite put ont her light. 

And as all Knowledge, when it is remov'd, 

Or ſeparate from Jultice, is call'd Craft, 
Rather than Wiſdom : So a Mind affecting, 
Or undertaking dangers, for ambition, 

Or any Self Pretext, not for the Publick, 
Deſerves the Name of Daring, not of Valour. 
And over-daring is as great a Vice, 

As over-fearing. Lat. Yes, and often greater. 

Lov. But as it is not the meer Puniſhment, 

But Cauſe, that makes a Martyr, fo it is not 

Fighting, or dying but the manner of it 

Renders a Man himſelf; A Valiant Man 

Ought not to undergo, or tempt a danger, 

But worthily, and by ſelected ways 

He undertakes with Reaſon, not by Chance. 

His Valour is the Salt to his other Vertues, : 
They are all unſeaſon'd without it. The Waiting-maids, 


Our Poverty, and 


Or the Concomitants of it, are his Patience, 
His Magnanimity, his Confidence, 
His Conſtancy, Security, and Quiet ; 
He can aſſure himſelf againſt all Rumor ! 
Deſpairs of nothing! laughs at Contumelies ! 
As knowing himſelt advanced in a heighe 
Where injury cannot reach him, nor aſperſion 
Touch him with Soyle ! 

Lad. Moſt manly utter'd all : 
As if Achilles had the Chair in Valour, 
And Hercules were but a LeQturer ! 
Who would not hang upon thoſe lips for ever ! 
That ſtrike ſuch Mufick ? I could run on them ; 
Bue Modeſty is ſuch a School-miſtriſs, 
To keep our Sex in awe. 

Pru. Or you can fain ; my 
Subtle and diflembling Lady Miſtriſs. 

L az. I fear (he means it, Prs, in too good earneſt ! 

Low. The purpoſe of an Injury *tis co vex 
And trouble me : now nothing can do that 
To him that's valiant. He that is afſeted 
With the leaſt Injury, islefs than it. 
It is but reaſonable to conclude 
That ſhould be ſtronger, (till, which hurts, than that 
Which is hurt. Now no Wickednek is ſtronger 
Than what oppoſeth it : Not Fortunes ſelf, 
When ſhe encounters Vertue, but comes off 
Both lame and lefs' Why ſhould a Wiſe Man then 
Confeſs himſelf the weaker, by the feeling 
Of a Fool's wrong ? There may an Inju 
Be meant me. I may chuſe, it I willtake it. 
But we are, now come to that delicacy 
And tenderneſs of ſenſe, we think an infolence 
Worſe than an injury, bare words worſe than deeds ; 
We are not fo much troubled with the wrong, 
As with the Opinion of the wrong: like Children, 
We are made afraid with Viſors! Such poor ſounds 
As is the lie, or common words of Spight. 
Wiſe Laws thought never worthy a Revenge ; 
And 'tis the narrowneſs of Humane Nature, 
of Spirit, 
To take exception at theſe things. He laugh'd at me ! 
He broke a Jeſt! a third took place of me! 
How mot ridiculous Quarrels are all theſe ? 
Notesof a queaſie, and fick Stomach, labouring 
Witch want of a true injury ! the main part 
Of che wrong, is our Vice of taking it. 
Lat. Or our interpreting it co be ſuch. 
Lov. You take it rightly. If a Woman, or Child 
Give me the Lie, would I be angry ? No, 
Not if I were i my Wits, fure I ſhould think it 
No ſpice of a diſgrace. No more is theirs, 
If I will think it, who are to be held 
In as contemptible a Rank, or worſe. 
[ am kept out a Maſque, ſometime thruſt out, 
Made wait a day, two, three, for a great Word, 
Which (when it comes forth) is all frown, and forchead! 
What laughter ſhould this breed, rather than anger ! 
Our of the tumult of ſo many Errors, 
To feel, with contemplation, mine own quiet ! 
If a great Perſon dome an affront, 
A Giant of the time, fure I will bear it 
Or out of Patience, or Neceflity ! 
Shall I do more for Fear, than tor my Judgment ? 
For me now to be angry with Hedge Huffle, 
Or Burſt (his broken charge,) if he be ſaucy, 
Or our own type of Spaniſh Valour, Tipro, 
(Who were he now necethtated to beg 
Would ask an Alms, like Conde Oliwares) 
Were juſt to make my ſelf, ſuch a vain Animal 
As one of them. If light wrongs touch me not, 
No more ſhall great; it not a few, not many. 
There's nought ſo ſacred with us but may find 
A facrilegious Perſon, yet = ry is 
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. And ice, your ſecond hour is almoſt ended. 
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N,1cf; divine, *cauſe the prophane can reach ir. 


Lis Shor-tree, in Battel 1s not hurt, 
Nt he that is not hit. So he is Valiant, 
hit yiclds nor unto wrongs 3 not he that ſcapes 'em; 
They that do pull down Churches, and deftace 
The holieſt Altars, cannot hurt the God-head. 
A calm wife Man may ſhew as much true Valoar, 
Amidſt thele popular provocations, ' 
As can an able Captain ſhew ſecurity, 
iy his brave Conduct, through an Enemies Country. 
A wiſe Man never goes the Peoples way, 
Þut as the Planets ſtill move contrary 
Lo the World's Motion 3 fo doth he, to Opinion : 
He will cxamine, if thoſe accidents 
(Which common Fame calls injuries) happen to him | 
Deſervedly, or no ? Come they defervedly, 
They are no Wrongs then, but his Puniſhments : 
It undeſervedly, and he not guilty, 
The doer of them, firſt, ſhould bluſh, not he. 
Lat. Excellent! Bea. Truth, and right! Fra. An Oracle 
Could not have ſpoken more! 
Lad. Bcen more believ'd! 
Pru. The whole Court runs into your Sentence, Sir ! 


Lad. Ie cannot be! O clip the Wings of Time, 

Cz od Pru, or make him ſtand ſtill with a Charm. 

Diſtil the Gout into it, Cramps, all Diſeaſes 

T arreſt him in che Foot, and fix him here : 

O, tor an Engine, to keep back all Clocks! 

Or make the Sun forget his Motion ! 

It I but knew what Drink the Time now lov'd, 

To fer my Trundle at him, mine own Barnabe ! 
Pru. Why 2? TI conſult our Shelee nien, To-mas. 
Nur. Er grae Chreeſt. 
Bea. Wake her not. Nur. Tower een Cyppan 

D uſque bagh doone. Pru. Uſque bagb's her Drink. 

Bur *ewi' not make the time drunk. 
Hoſt. As't hath her. 

Away with her, my Lord, but marry her firſt, Prs, 
Pru, 1, that'll be ſport anon too for my Lady. 

Bur ſhe kath other Game to fly at yer: 

The Hour is come, your Kits. 

* Lad. My Servants Song, firſt. 

Pru. I lay the Kifs, firſt ; and I fo enjoyn'd it: 

At your own peril, do, make the contempr. 
Lad. Well, Sir, you mult be pay'd,.and legally. 
Pry. Nay, nothing, Sir, beyond. 
Lov. One more [ except. 

This was but halt a Kiſs, and I would change it. | 
Pur. The Court's difſfolv'd, remov'd, and the Play | 

ended. 

No found, or air of Love more, I decree it. 
Low. From what a Happiacfs hath that one Word 

Thrown me into the Gult of Milery ? 

To what a bottomleſs Deſpair : how like 

A Court removing, or an ended Play 

Shews my abrupt precipicate Eſtate, 

By how much more my vain hopes were increas'd 

By theſe fallc Hours of Converſation 

Lid not I propheſie this of my felt, 

And gave the true Prognoſticks? o* my Brain! 

How att thou turned! and my Blood congeal'd ! 

My Sinews flackned ! and my Marrow melted ! 

That I remember not where 1 have been, 

Or what I am? Only my tongue's on fire ; 

And burning downward, hurls forth Coals and Cinders, 

To tell, this Temple of Love, will ſoon be aſhes! 

Come Indignation, now, and be my Miſtreſs, 

No more of Love's ingratetul tyranny. 

His Wheel ot Torture, and his Pits of Bird-lime, 

His Ners of Nooſes, Whirl-pools of Vexation, 

His Mils, to grind his Servants into Powde!— — 

} will go catch the Wind firſt in a Sieve, 


And fow my Hopes there, e're I ſtay in Love. 
Lat. My Jcaloufie is off, I am now ſecure. 
Lv. Farewel the craft of Crododiles, Womens Picty, 


' And practiſe of it, in this art of flattering, 


And fooling Men, I ha' not loſt my Reaſon, 


; Though I have lent my ſelf out for two hours, 


Thus to be baffM'd by a Chambermaid, 

And the good Actor, her Lady, atore mine Hoſt, 

Ot the light Heart, here, that hath laught at all-— 
Ht. Who 1 


Lov. Laugh on, Sir, I'll to bed, and ſleep, 


And dream away the Vapour of Love, it ch* Houle 


And your leere Drunkards let me. 

Lad. Pru. Pru. Sweet Madam. 

Lad. Why would you let him go thus? 

Pry. In whole power 
Was it ro ſtay him, prop'rer than my Ladies ! 

Lad. Why, in her | adies? Are not you the Soveraign? 

Pru. Would you, in conſcience, Madam, ha* me vex 
His Patience more ? Lad. Not but apply the cure, 
Now it is vext, Pr#. That's but one bodies work: 
Two cannot do the ſame thing handſomely. 

Lad. But had not you the authority abſolute ? 

Pru. And were not you i' rebellion, Lady Frampul, 
From the beginning ? 

Lad. 1 was ſomewhat froward, 
I muſt confeſs, but frowardnelſs ſometime 
Becomes a Beauty, being but a Viſor 
Pur on. You'll let a Lady wear her Maſque, Pre. 

Pry. But how do I know, when her Ladithip is pleas'd 


To leave it off, except ſhe tell me ſo 2 
Lad. You might ha' known that by my looks, and 

language, 

Had you been or regardant, or obſervant. 

One Woman, reads anothers Character, 

Without the tedious trouble of deciphering : 

If ſhe but give her mind to't, you knew well, 

It could not ſort with any Reputation 

Of mine, to come in firſt, having ſtood out 

So long, without Conditions for mine Honour. 

Pry. 1 thought you did expe none, you fo jeer*'d him 

And put him off with ſcorn 
Lad. Who, 1, with ſcorn ? 

I did expreſs my Love to Idolatry rather, 

And fo am juſtly plagu'd, not underſtgod. 

Pru. 1 1wear, I thought you had diflembled, Madam, 

And doubt you do fo yet. 

Lad. Dull, ſtupid, Wench ! 

Stay 1 thy Itate ot ignorance ſtill, be damn'd, 

An Idiot Chambermaid ! Hath all my Care, 

My breeding thee in Faſhion, thy Rich Clothes, 

Honours, and Titles wrought no brighter Effects 

On thy dark Soul than thus? Well! go thy ways, 

Were not the Taylor's Wite, to be demoliſh'd, 

Ruin'd, uncas'd, thou ſhould'ſt be ſhe, I vow. h, 
Pru. Why, take your ſpangled Properties, your Gown 

And Scarts, Lad. Pru, Pru. What doſt thou mean ? 
Pru. 1 will not buy this Play-boy's Bravery, 

At ſuch a Price, to be upbraided for it, 

Thus, every minute. Lad. Take it not to Heart fo. 
Pru. The Taylor's Wite? There was a word of. ſcorn! 
Lad. It was a word fell trom mc, Pru, by chance. 
Pru, Good Madam, pleatc to undeceive your felt, 

I know when words do ſlip, and when they are darted 

With all their bitterneſs: uncas'd, demoliſh'd ? 

An Idiot— Chambermaid, ſtupid, and dull ? 

Be damn'd for ignorance 7 I] will be io; 

And think I do deſerve it, that, and more, 

Much more I do. 

Lad. Here comes mine Hoſt ! No crying ! 

Good Pru. Where is my Servant Level, Holt 7 | 
Iicj. Yo ha? fert him up to bud, would you would 

tollow him ! 


Weigi >moak, and meaſure Shadows, plovgh the Wate) 


Ard make my Hort f: amends ! 


Lid. Would 
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Lad. Would you adviſc it ? 
Hof. 1 would I could command it. My light Heart + 
Should leap till midnight. 
' Lad. Pray thee be not fullen, 
| yet muſt ha' thy counſel. Thou ſhalt wear, Pru, 
The new Gown yer. . 
Pru. After the Taylor's Wite ? 


—— 


| Like a Caparilon tor. a Sow, God fave ii; 
| Thy putting ,em on hath purg'd, and hallow'd” em 
. From all pollution, mcant by the Mcchanicks. 


Pry. Hang him, poor Snip, a Secular $h-5-wit ! 
H' hath noughe but his Sheers to claim by, and his 
mealures, 


| His Prentice may as well put in for his Need!s, 


Lad. Come, be not angry, or griev'd: I have a Project. ; And plead a fſticch. Lad. They have no taint in '<11 
Hof. Wake Sheleenien Thomas ! Is this your Heraldry ?| Now of the Taylor. Pru. Yes, of his Wives Hanches, 


And keeping of Records, to loſe the main? 
Where is your Charge ? 

Nor. Gra chreeſt ! Hef. Go ask tf Oracle 
O' che Bottle, ac your Girdle, there you loſt ic: 
You are a ſober ſetter of the Watch. 


Thus thick of Fat; I ſmell 'em, & the fy. 


Lad. It is reſtorative, Pru ! with thy bur chating it, 
A barren Hinds Greate may work Miracles, 
Find but his Chamber-door, and he will rit: 
To thee! or it thou pleaſeſt, tain to be 


| The wretched Party her felt, and com'ft unto him 


i In forma pauperss, to Crave the aid 
' Ot his Knight-Errant Valour, to thereſcug 
A& V. Scene I. Of chy diſtrefled Robes! name bur thy Gown, 
And he will rife to that ! Pry. I'll fire the Charm 6:1, 
. Hoſt, Fly. | | had rather die in a Ditch, with Mifhcfs Src, 


Wichout a Smock, as the pittitul mareer has ir, 
Ome Fly, and Legacy, the Bird o the heart : 


Than owe my Wir to Cloathes, or ha* it L-{ollen. 
Prime Inſect of the Inn, Profeſſor, Quarter-maſter, ; 
As ever thou Jelerved'ſt thy daily Drink, 
Padling in Sack, and licking i” the lame, 
Now ſhew thy felt an Implement of Price, 
And help toraiſe a Nap to us, out of nothing, 
Thou faw'ſt *em married ? 
Fly. 1 do think 1 did, 
And heard che words, Pbilip, I take thee, Letice. 
[ gave her too, was then the Father Fly, 
And heard the Prieſt do his part, tar as five Nobles 
Would lcad him i' the Lines ot Matrimony. 
Hoſt. Where were they married ? 
Fly. Pthe new Stable. Ho/. Ominous ! 
I ha* known many a Church been made a Stable, * 
But not a Stable made a Church till now : 
I wiſh *em Joy. Fly, was he a tull'Prieſt ? 
Fly. He belly'd for it, had his Velvet Sleeves, 
And his branch/'d Caſlock, a fide {weeping Gown, 
All his Formalities, a good cramm'd Divine ! 
I went not far to fetch him, the next Inn, 
Where he was lodg'd, tor the action. 
Hoſ. Had they a Licenle ' 
Fly. Licenſe of Love, I ſaw no other, and Purſe, 
To pay the Dutics both of Church and Houle; 
The Angels flew about. 
Hot. Thoſe Birds fend luck : 
And Mirth will tollow. I had thought to ha? facrific'd, 
To merriment co night, 1 my light Heart, Fly, 
And like a Noble Poet, to have had 
My laſt a& beſt : but all fails i the Plor. 
Lovel is gone to bed; the Lady Frampull 
And Soveraign Pru tall'n out: Tipro and his Regiment 
Ot. Mine-men, all drunk dumb, trom his Whoop Barnaby, 
To his Hoop Trundle : They are his two Tropicks. 
No project to rear laughter on, but this, 
The Marriage of Lord Beaufort, with Letitia. 
Stay ! what's here | The Sattin Gown redeem'd ! 
And Pre reſtor'd in't, to her Ladies Grace ! 
Fly. She is fer forth in't' rig'd for ſome Imployment ! 
Hoſ. An Embally at leaſt ! 
Fly. Some treaty of State! 
Hoſt. *Tis a fine tack about! and worth the obſerving, 


Act V. Scene Il. 
Lady, Prudence, Hoſt, Fly. 


Weet Pru, I, now thou art a Queen indeed! 
Thelc Robes do royally! and thou becom'ſt *em ! 
So they do thee ! rich Garments only fic 
The Parties they are made tor! they ſhame others. 


How did they ſhew on Gooddy Taylor's back ! 


Hoſt. Still Spirit of Pra! 
Fly. And ſmelling of the Soveraigs ! 
Pru. No, | will ecll him, as it is indecd ; 
I come from the fins, ftroward, Frampu! Lady, 


One was run mad with Pride, wild with {:Itf-love, 


Bur late encountring a wiſe Man, who ſcorn'd her, 
And knew the way to his own Bed, without 
Borrowing her Warming-pan, ſhe hath recover'd 


' Part of her Wits: ſo much as to contider 


How far ſhe hath treſpals'd, upon whom, and how. 
And now fits penitent and folitary, 

Like the forſaken Turtle, in the Volary 

Ot the light Heart, che Cage, ſhe hath abus'd, 
Mourning her Folly, weeping at the heighe 

She meaſures with her Eye, trom whence ſhe is fall'n,* 
Since ſhe did branchit, on the top o' the Wool. 

Lad. 1 pr'y thee, Pru, abute mc enough, that's uſe me 
As thou thinkeſt fit, any courte way, to tumble me, 
Or bring me home again, or Love! on : 

Thou docit not know my ſufferings, what I feel, 
My fires and fears are met ; 1 burn and treeze, 
My Liver's one great Coal, my Heart ſhrunk up 
With all che fivers, and the Mats of Bloud 
Within me, is a ſtanding lake ot tire, 

Curl'd with the cold Wind of my gelid Sighs, 
That drive a drift of Slcer through all my Body, 
And ſhoot a February through my Veins. 

Uncil 1 ſee him, I am drunk with thirſt, 

And furfeited with hunger of his Preſence. 

I know not where I am, or no, or ſpeak, 

Or whether thou doſt hear me. Pro. Spare Exprefiions. 
I'll once more venture for your Ladiſhip, 

So you will uſe your Fortunes revercndly. 

Lad. Religiouſly, dear Pre, Love and his 2tber, 

I'll build them feveral Churches, Shrines and Alcars, 
And over head, Ill have, in the Glaſs Windows, 
Theſtory of this Day be painted, round, 

For the poor Laity oft Love to read. 

I'll make my felt cheic Book, nay, their Example, 
To bid them take Occation by the Forclock, 

And play no after-games of Love, hereafter. 

Hojt. And hear your Hoſt,ana's F/y,witnefs your Vows, 
And like ewo lucky Birds, bring the Prefage 
Of a loud J:{t : Lord Beaufort married is. Lad. Ha! 

Fly. All to be married. Pru. To whom, not your Son 2 

Hoſt. "lhe fame Pru. It her Ladithip could take crucs 
A licele with her Patton, and give way 
To their Mirth now running. 

Lad. Run's it Mirth, let's come, 

Ic (hall be well receiv'd and much made of ir. 
Pru. We muſt of this, it was our own conception. 


Act 


T be New Inn. 


742 
—_—_ _ a _—_— Mirth, and a clip'd Lady: 
; ; a. y, a Boy ; my Lord has married a Boy. 
Act V. Scene Ill Lat. Raiſe all the Houſe in ſhout, and laughter, 4 Boy! 
Latimer. [ Tothem. Heſt. Stay, what is here! peace, Raſcals ſtop your 
throats. 
Oom for green Ruſhes, raiſe the Fidler's Cham- 


berlain, 
Call up the Houl? in arms. Heſt. This will rouze Love!. 
Fly. And bring him on too. Lat. Sheelee-nien. 
Runs like a Heiter, bitten with the Brieze, 
bout the Court, crying on Fly, and curling. 
F/;. For what, my Lord? 
Lit. Yo' were belt hear that from her, 
It is no Othce, Fly, firs my Relation. 
Hz1e come the happy Couple! Joy, Lord Beaufort. 
Fly. And my young Lady too. 
Ho. Much Joy, my Lord ! 


A& V. Scene IV. 
Beaufort, Frank, Servant. 


Thank you all; I thank thee, Father Fly. 
Madam, my Couſin, you look diſcompos'd, 
] have bcen bold with a Sallad, after Supper, 
O* your own Lettice here. Lad. You have, my Lord. 
Burt i aws of Hoſpitality, and fair Rites, 
Wou'd have made me acquainccd. 
Bea. Þ your own Houſe, 
I do acknowledge: Elſe I much had treſpaſs'd. 
Bur in an Inn, and publick, where there 1s Licenſe 
Of all Community : a Pardon o' courſe 
May be ſu'd our. Lat. It will, my Lord, and carry it- 
I do not ſ:c, how any ſtorm, or tempeſt 
Can help it now. Pru. The thing being done, and paſt, 
You bear it wiſely, and like a Lady -of Judgment. 
Bea. She is that Secretary Pru. Pru, Why Secretary, 
My wiſe Lord ? is your Brain lately married ! 
Bea. Your Reign is ended, Pru, no Sovereign now : 
Your date is out, and Dignity expir'd. 
P:#. I am annull'd, how can I treat with Love!, 
Without a new Commiſhon ? 
Lad. Thy Gown's Commiſſion. 
Hoſe... Have Patience, Prs, expect, bid the Lord Joy. 
Pre. And this brave Lady too. I wiſh them Joy. 
Pet. Joy. For. Joy. Jug. All Joy. 
Hzſ. |, the Houle tull of Joy. 
Fly. Play the Bels ; Fidlers,crack your ſtrings with Joy. 
Pru. But Lady Letice, you ſhewd a neglect 
Un-to-be-pardon'd, to'ards my Lady, your Kinſwoman 
Nor to adviſz with her, Bea, Good politick Pru, 
Urge not your Stare-advice, your after-wit 3 
' Vis near upbraiding. Get our Bed ready, Chamberlain, 
And Hoſt, a Bride-cup, you have rare Conceits, 
And good Ingredients; ever an old Hoſt 
Upo' the Road, has his provocative Drinks. 
Lat, 1: is cither a good Baud, or a Phylician. 
Bet. *T'was well he heard you not, his back was turn'd, 
A bed, the Genial Bed, a brace of Boys 
To night I play for. Pru. Give us Points, my Lord. 
Bea. Here, take *em, Pru, my Cod-piece Point, and all, 
I ha' Claſps, my Letice arms, here take *em, boys. 
Vhat, isthe Chamber ready? Speak, why ſtare you 
On one another ? © For. No, Sir. Bea. And why no? 
For. My Maſter has forbid it. He yer doubts 
That you are married. Bea. Ask his Vicar General, 
His Fly, here. 
Fly. 1 muſt make that good, they are married. 
Ho. Burt I muſt make it bad, my hot young Lord. 
Gi' him his Doublet again, the air is piercing z 
You may take cold, my Lord. See whom you ha' mar- 
ried, 
Your Hoſt's Son, and a Boy. Fly. You are abus'd. 
Lad. Much Joy, my Lord. Pru. If this be your Latta, 


[To them. 


AR V. Scene VY. 


—— Nurſe. [To them. 


Hat Maggot, Worm, that Inſet! O my Child, 
My Daughter where's that Fly? Tll fly in his face, 
The Vermin, let me come to him. 
Fly. Why Nurſe Sheelee ? 
Nur Hang thee, thou Paraſite, thou Son of Crumbs, 
And Orts, thou haſt undone me, and my Child, 
My Daughter, my dear Daughter. 
Heſt. What means this ? 
Nur. O Sir, my Daughter, my dear Child is ruin'd, 
By this your Fly, here, married in a ſtable, 
And fold unto a Husband. Hoſe. Stint thy cry, 
Harlot, it chat be all, did'ſt thou not ſell him - 
To me for a Boy ? and brought'ſt himin Boys Rags 
Here to my door, to beg an alms of me ? 
Nur. 1 did, good Maſter, and I crave your pardon 
But *tis my Daughter, and a Girl. 
Hoſt. Why ſaid'ſt thou 
It was a Boy, and fold'ft him then to me 
With ſuch intreaty, for Ten Shillings, Carlin ? 
Nur. Becauſe you were a charitable man 
I heard, good Maſter, and would breed him well, 
I would ha' givin him you, for nothing gladly. 
Forgive the lie o' my mouth, it was to | 
The Fruit of my Womb. A Parents needs are urgent 
And few do know that tyrant o're good Natures. * 
Bur you reliev'd her, and me too, the Mother, 
And took me into your Houſe to be the Nurſe, 
For which Heaven heap all bleflings on your Head, 
Whilſt chere canone be added. Hof. Sure thou ſpeak'ſt 
Quite like another creature than th' haſt liv'd, 
Here, i* the Fouſe, a Sheelee-neen Thomas, 
An Iriſh Beggar. Nur, So I am, God help me. 
Ht. What are thou? Tell: The match is a good match, 
For ought I ſce: Ring the Bells once again. 
Bea. Stint, I ſay, Fidlers. 
Lad. No going off, my Lord. 
Bea. Nor coming on, ſweet Lady, things thus ſtanding! 
Fly, But what's the heinouſnels of my Offence ? 
Or the degrees of wrong you ſuffer'd by it? 
In having your Daughter match'r thus happily, 
Into a noble Houſe, a brave young Blood, 
And a prime Peer o the Realm ? 
Bea. Was that your Plot, Fly ? 
Gi' me a Cloak, take her again among you. 
I'|l none of your Light-Heart Foſterlings, no Inmates, 
Swppoſititions Fruits of an Holt's Brain, 
And his Fly's hatching, to be put upon me. 
There is a Royal Court o' the Star-Chamber, 
Will ſcatter all theſe miſts, diſperſe theſe Vapours, 
And clear the truth. Let Beggars match with Beggars, 
| That ſhall decide it. I will ery it there. 
Nur. Nay then, my Lord, it's not enough, I ſee 
You arelicentious, but you will be wicked. 
Yo! are not alone content to take my Daughter, 
Againſt the Law ; but having taken her, 
You would repudiate, and caſt her off, 
Now, at your pleaſure, like a Beaſt ot Power, 
V Vithour all Cauſe, or colour of a Cauſe, 
That, or a Noble, or an Honeſt Man, 
Should Care r' except againſt her Poverty. 
Is Poverty a Vice? Bees. Th age counts it fo. 
Nur. God, help your Lordſhip, and your Peers that 
think 10, 
If any be : it not, Ccd bleſs them all, 


And 
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And help the number o' the vertuous, Indeed, were Glo Tapſters, Offlers, Chamberlains, 
If Poverty be a Crime. You may objet : Reduced Veſſels of Civility. 

Our Beggery to us; as an accident, | But here ſtands Pre, negleted, beſt deſerving 

But never deeper, no inherent baſencſs. Of all that are i the Houſe, ori” my Heart, 

AndI muſt tell you, now, young Lord of Dirt, Whom though I cannot help to a fic Husband, 

As an incenſed Mother, ſhe hath more Pl help to that will bring one, a juſt Porcion : 

And better Blood, running i choſe ſmall Veins, I have ewothouſand pound in bank for Pr, 

Than all the Race of Beauforts have in maſs, Call for it when ſhe will. Bee. AndI as much. 

Though they diſtil their drops from the lefe Rib Hoſt. There's ſomewhat yet, four thouſand pound ' 
Of Fobn o' Gaunt. Hoſt. Old Mother of Records, that's berrer, 


Thou know'ſt her Pedigree then: whoſe Daughter is ſhe 4 Then ſounds the Proverb, Four bare legs in a bed. 
Nur. The Daughter and Co-heir to the Lord Frampul,] Lov. Me, and her Miſtreſs, ſhe hath power to coyn 
This Ladies Siſter! Lad. Mine ? what is her Name? | Up into what ſhe will. Zad. Indefinice Pre. 


Nur. Letitia. Lad. That wasloſt ! Lar. Bur I muſtdo che crowning att of Bounty ! 
Nur. The true Letitis. Hoſt. What's that, my Lord ? 
Lad. Siſter, O gladnefs! Then you are our Mother? | £ar. Give her my ſelf, which here 
Nur. I am, dear Daughter. By all the holy Vows of Love I do. 
Lad. On my Knees 1 bleſs Spare all your promis'd Portions 3 ſhe is a Dowry 
The light I ſee you by. Nur. And to the author So all-ſufficient in her Vertue and Manners, 
Of chat bleſt light, I ope my other Eye, That Fortune canhor add to her. Pre. My Lord, 
Which hath almoſt, now, ſeven year been ſhut, Your Praiſes are InſtruQions to mine Ears, 
Dark, as my Vow was, never to ſee light, Whence you have made your Wie to live your Servant. 
Till fuch a lighe reſtor'dit, as my Children, Hoſt, Lights : get us ſeveral Lights. 
Or your dear Father, who (I hear) is nor. Lov, Stay, let my Miſtreſs 
Bea. Give me my Wife, I own her now, and will | But hear my Viſion ſung, my Dream of Beauty, 
have her. VVhich I have broughe, prepar'd, co bid us Joy, 
Hoſt. But you muſt ask my leave firſt, my young Lord. | And light os all to bed, 'ewill be inſtead 
Leave is but light. Ferret, go bolt your Maſter, Of airing of che Sheets with a ſweer Odour. 
Here's Gear will ftarcle him. I cannot keep Het. *Twill be an Incenſe to our Sacrifice 
The Paflion in me, 1 am e'en curn'd Child, Ot Love to night, where [ will woo afre(b, 
And I muſt weep. Fl, takeaway mine Hoſt, And like Mecenas, having but one VVife, 


My Beard, and Cap here, from me, and fetch my Lord. Ill marry her every hour of life hereafter. 
I] am her Father, Sir, and yon ſhall now | 
Ask my Conſent, before you have her. Wife ! They go out , with a Song. 
My dear and loving Wite ! my honour'd Wife ! 4663 
Who here hath gain'd bur 1? I am Lord Fraipnl, 
The cauſe of all this erouble ? I am he 


ee 


Have meaſur*d all the Shires of land over : EPILOGU E, 

Wales, and her wry ins, mn thoſe wilder Nations, 

Of People in the Peak, and Latcdfhire 3 s in themſelves bave niither Hover nor Fear; : 
Their Pipers, Fidlers, Ruſhers, Pupper-maſters, _ — only in their rr tary Sa : ; 
Juglers and Gypſies, all the forts of Canters, IF you expett more than yeu bad to wight, | 

And Colonies of ars, Tumblers, Ape carriers ; The Maker # ſick, and ſad. ns; bam right ; 
For to theſe Savages was addictey, H: mar ol 


leaſe you: for be ſent things fit, 
in all the fav both of - e and s: 
IF they ba' not miſcarried | k they have, 

All that his faint and faltring Tongue doth crave, 
Is, that you not impure it to bus brain. 
That's yet unhurt, although ſet round with pain, 
It cannot long bold out, All Rirength muſt yield. 


To ſearch their Natures, and make odd Diſcoveries ! 
And here my Wite, like a ſhe- Mandevile, 
Ventred in diſquiſition after me, 

Nur. I may look up, admire, I cannot ſpeak 
Yet to my Lord, 

Hoſt. Take heart, and breath, recover, 


Thou haſt recover'd mz, who here had coffin'd Yet Judgment would the laſt be i" the field 
My ſelf alive, in a poor Hoſtelry, With Pos on He — bat'd Fy 
In penance of my wr ww done unto thee, The Drunkard:, and the noiſe of the Inn 

Whom I long ſince gave loſt. Nur. So did T you, In bis laſt A; if be had thought it fit 


Till ſtealing mine own Daughter from her Siſter, To vent you Vater: in the lace of Hit : 

I lighted on this Error hath cur'd all. But better woes that they ſhould ” or ſour, 
ea. And in that cure, include my treſpaſs, Mother, | 71, :. the Scene to offend or ft or you. 

And Father, for = _ This be did think ; and this do you forgive : 

Hoſt. No, the tar Chamber. ; When «re the Carcaſt dies, this Art will live, 
Bea, Away with yo ſour the ſweeteſt Lettice | ,;,1 1.1 b. lin)d the cave of King and Queen, 
Was ever __ Hoſt . 1 you Joy, my Son, His Art in ſomething more yet bad been (een ;; 
Caſt her not off again. call me Father, But Mayors and Sheriffs may yearly fill the Stage : 
Lovel, and this your Mother, if = like : egy wy, mary, >, ea 

ar rake your Miitreb, firſt, my Child: 1 hare power + G 
now, 


56 tc with her conſent, her Siſter 
I; gi _ -- your — Beaufort. a On 
Lov. Is this a Dream now, after my firſt Sleep 7 : | 
Or are theſe phant'ſies made i” the li be Heart ? , Another Epilogue there was, made for the 
And fold i the New Im? Hoff. go to bed, Play, in the, Poet's Defence, but the Play liv'd 
And dream it over all. Let's all go ſleep, not, in Opinion, to have it ſpoken. 
Each with his Turtle. Fly, provide us Lodgings. 
Get Beds prepar'd : yo' are Malter now o' the Inn, Jovial Hoſt, and Lord of the New Inn, 
The Lord o'the light Heart, I give ic you. Clep't the light Heart, with all that poſt therein, 


Fly was my Fellow-Gyp/ſey. All my Family, 
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Hath been the Subjet of our Play to night, 
To give the King and Queen, and Court delight. 
But then we mean the Court above the Stairs, 
And paſt the Guard, Men that have more of Ears 
Then Eyes to judge ws : Such as will not diſs 
Becanſe the Chambermaid was named C15. 
We think it would have ſery'd our Scene as true, 
If, as it «, at fr ft we'd call d ber Pru, 
For any Myſtery we there have found, 
Or magick in the Letters or the ſound, 
She only meant was for a Girl a wit, 
To whom her Lady did a Province fit : 
Which fhe would have diſcharg'd, and done as well, 
Had ſhe been chriſtned Joyce, Grace, Doll, or Nell. 


The Juſt Indignation the Author took at the 
vulgar Cenſure of his Play, by ſome malici- 


0145 Spectators, begat this following Ode to 
himſelf. 


(2 leave the lothed Stage, 
And the more loathſome Age ; 
Where Pride and impudence (in Faction knit) 
Ulſurp the Chair of Wit ! 
Indifting and arraigning every day 
Something - ho call a Play. 
Let their ſaſtidious, vain 
Commiſſion of the Brain 
Run on and Rage, ſweat, cenſure and condemn : 
They were not made for thee, leſs thou for them. 


Say that thou pour'ſt them Wheat, 
And they will Acorns Eat : 
'Twere ſimple Fury ſtill chy ſelf to waſt 
ſuch as have no taſt. 
To offer them a furfeit of pure Bread, 
Whoſe Appetites ate dead ! 
No, give them Grains their Fill, 
Husks, Draff tas drink and will. 
If they love Lees, and leave the luſty Wine, 
Envy them not their Palat's with the Swine. 
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No doubt ſo moldy Tale, 
Like Pericles, and ſtale 
As the Sheriffs Cruſts, and naſty as his Fiſh- 
Scraps, out every Diſh 
Thrown forth, and rak'd into the common Tub, 
May keep up the Play-Club : 
There Sweepings do as well 
As the beſt order'd Meal. . 
For who che Reliſh of theſe Gueſts will fic, 
Needs ſet them bur the Alms-basket of Wir. 


And much good do't you then : 
Brave Pluſh, and Velver-men, 
Can feed on Ort ; and ſafe in your Stage-cloths, 
Dare quit upon your Oaths, 
The Stagers and the Stage-wrighes too (your Peers) 
Of larding your large Ears 
With their foul comick Socks ; 
Wrought upon twenty Blocks : 
Which if they aretorn, and turn'd, and patch't enough, 
The Gameſters ſhare your Gilt, and you their Stuff, 


Leave things ſo proſticute, 
And take the Alcaick Lute ; 
Or thine own Horace, or Anacreew's Lyre; 
Warm thee by Pindare's Fire : 
And though thy Nerves be ſhrunk, and Blood be cold, 
Ere Years have made thee old ; 
Strike that diſUainful heat 
Throughout, to their defeat : 
As curious Fools, and envious of thy Strain, 
May bluſbing ſwear no Palſie's in thy Brain. 


But when they hear thee ſing 

The Gloties of thy King, 

His Zeal to God, his juſt awe o'er Men : 

may blood-ſhaken then, 

Feel ſuch a Fleſh-quake to poſſeſs their Powers 
As they ſhall cry like ours. 

In ſound of Peace or Wars, 

No Harp ere hit the Stars, 

In tuning forth the Acts of his ſweet Reign : 

And railing Charles his Chariot, *bove his Waine. 


w—_— 
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From the Latin of Ben. Johnſon, Engraven in Marble over the Chimny, 
in the APOLLO of the Old Devil Tavern at Temple-Bar : 
That being his CLUB R OOM. 
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Leges Convivales. 
Quod felix fauſilumq; Convoivis in Apolline iz. 


I N Emo Aſymbolus, niſs Umbra, huc wenito. 
2 Idiota, Inſulſus, Triftis, Turpis, abeſto. 
3 Ernditi, Urbani, Hilares, Honeſti, adſciſcuntor. 
4 Nec lette Famine repudiantor. 
5 In Apparatu quod Convivis corruget Nares nil efto. 
6 Epule deletu potins quam ſumptu parentur. 
7 Obſonator &- coquus convivarum Gule periti ſunto, 
3 De Diſcubitu non contenditor. 
g Miniſtri, « Dapibus oculati & muti, 
A Poculis auriti & celeres ſunto. 
10 Vina puris fontibus miniſtrentur aut vapulet Hoſpes. 
11 Moderatis poculis provocare ſodales fas eſto. 
12 At Fabulis magis quam Vino velitatio fiat. 
1} Cornviue nec muti nec loquaces ſunto. 
14 De ſerizs ac ſacris Poti &» Saturi ne diſſerunto. 
15 Fidicen, nift accerſitus, non ventito. 
16 Admiſſo Riſu, Tripudiis, Choreis, Cantu, Salibus, 
Onni Gratiarum feſtivitate ſacra celebrantor. 
17 foci ſine felle ſunto. 
13 [nſepida poemata nulla recitantor. 
19 Verſus ſcribere nullus cogitor. 
29 Arenmentationis totus Strepitus abeſto. 
21 Amatoriis querelis, ac ſuſpirits liber Angulus eſto. 
22 Lapitharum more Scyphis pugnare, Vitrea collidere, 
Feneſtras excutere, ſupelleFilem dilacerare, nefas eſto. 
23 Qui foras vel difta wel ſata Eliminat, Eliminator. 


24 Neminem reum Pocula factunto, 


Focus perennis efto. 


RULES 
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RULES 


Tavern Academy, &c. 


Except [ome chance-Ftiend whom a Member brings ins 
Far hence be the Sad, the Lewd Fop and the Sot, 
For ſuch have the Plagues of good Company been. 
IL 
3 Let the Learned and Witty, the Jovial and Gay, 
* The Generous and Honeſt compole our free State ; 
4 And the more to exalt our Delight whilſt we ſtay, 
Lect none be debarr'd from his choice Female Mate. 


[IL 
5 Let no Scent, offenſive the Chamber infeſt. 
6 Lec Fancy, not Colt, prepare all our Diſhes. 
7 Let the Caterer mind the taſte of each Gueſt, 
And the Cook in his-drefſing comply with their Wiſhes. 


IV. a. 
8 Let's have no diſturbance about taking Places, 
To ſhew your mice Breeding, or aut of vain Pride. 
9 Let the Drawers be ready with Wine and freth Glaſſes ; 
Let the Waiters have Eyes, tho' their Tongues mult be ty'd. 
V. 
10 Let our Wines without mixture, or Stum be all kne, 
Or call up the Maſter and break his dull Noddle. 
11 Let no lober Bigor here think it a Sin, 
To puſh on the chirping and moderate Bottle. 


2 | 
12 Letthe Conteſts be rather of Books than of Wine. 
13 Ler the Company be neither noifie nor mute. 

14 Let none of things Serious, much lefs of Divine, 


When Belly and Head's full, prophanely diſpute. 
VIL 


*15 Let no ſawcy Fidler preſume to intrude, 
Unleſs he is ſent for to vary our Bliſs. 

16 With Mirth, Wit, and Dancmg and Singing conclude, 
To. Regale ery Senſe, wich delight in excels. 

VIIL. 

17 Let Raillery be without Malice or Heat. 

18 Dull Poems to read ler none privilege take. 

19 Ler no Poeralter command or [Intreat 
Another Extempore Verlcs to make. 


[. 
1 \ S the Fund of our Pleaſure, ler each pay his ſhot, 


2 


| Let 
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I X.- 
20 Let Argument bear no unmuſical ſound, 
Nor [ars interpolſe ſacred R— grieve. 
21 For Generous Lovers let a Corner be found, 
Where they in ſoft Sighs may their Paſlions relieve. 


X. 

22 Like the Old Lapithites, with the Goblets to fight, 
Our own 'mongſt Offences unpardon'd will rank ; 
Or breaking of Windows, or Glaſles for ſpight, 
And ſpoiling the Goods for a Rakehelly Prank. 


XI. 
23 Whoever ſhall publiſh what's ſaid or what's done, 
Be he baniſh'd for ever our Aſſembly Divine. 
24 Let the freedom we take be perverted by none, 
To make any guilty by drinking gaod Wine, 


Over the DO OR at the Entrance 

into the APOLLO 
| Elcome all that lead or follow, 

V To the Oracle of Apollo---—-- 

Here he ſpeaks out of his Pottle, 

Or the Tripos, his Tower Bottle : 

All his Anſwers are Divine, 

Truth it ſelf doth flow in Wine. 

Hang up all the poor Hop-Drinkers, 

Cries Old Sym the King of Skinkers ; 

He the half of Life abules, 

T hat fits watering with the Muſes, 

Thoſe dull Girls no good can mean us, 

Wine it is the Milk of Venus, 

And the Poet's Horſe accounted: 

Ply it and you all are mounted. 

'Tis the true Phebeian Liquor, 

Chears the Brains, makes Wit the quicker. 

Pays all Debts, cures all Diſeaſes, 

And at onc&three Senſes pleaſes. 

Welcome all that lead or follow, 

To the Oracle of Apollo. 


FINIS. 
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